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^(bitatorg  loftier 

TO 

M.    ARETZ,     TAILOR,     ETC. 

27,   RUE  RICHELIEU,  PARIS. 


Sir,— 

It  becomes  every  man  in  his  station  to  acknowledge  and  praise 
virtue  wheresoever  he  may  find  it,  and  to  point  it  out  for  the  admira- 
tion and  example  of  his  fellow-men. 

Some  months  since,  when  you  presented  to  the  writer  of  these 
pages  a  small  account  for  coats  and  pantaloons  manufactured  by 
you,  and  when  you  were  met  by  a  statement  from  your  creditor,  that 
an  immediate  settlement  of  your  bill  would  be  extremely  inconvenient 
to  him  ;  your  reply  was,  "  Mon  Dteu,  Sir,  let  not  that  annoy  you  ; 
if  you  want  money,  as  a  gentleman  often  does  in  a  strange  country, 
I  have  a  thousand-franc  note  at  my  house  which  is  quite  at  your 

History  or  experience,  Sir,  makes  us  acquainted  with  so  few 
actions  that  can  be  compared  to  yours, — an  offer  like  this  from  a 
stranger  and  a  tailor  seems  to  me  so  astonishing, — that  you  must 
pardon  me  for  thus  making  your  virtue  public,  and  acquainting  the 
English  nation  with  your  merit  and  your  name.  Let  me  add,  Sir, 
that  you  live  on  the  first  floor  ;  that  your  clothes  and  fit  are  excellent, 
and  your  charges  moderate  and  just ;  and,  as  a  humble  tribute  of  my 
admiration,  permit  me  to  lay  these  volumes  at  your  feet 

Your  obliged,  faithful  servant, 

M.  A.  TITMARSH. 
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ADVERTISEMENT  TO  THE  FIRST  EDITION. 

About  half  of  th«  sketches  in  these  volumes  have  already  appealed  in 
print,  in  various  periodical  works.  A  pait  of  the  text  of  one  tale,  and  Ihe 
plots  of  two  others,  have  been  borrowed  from  French  originals ;  the  other 
stories,  which  are,  in  the  main,  (me,  have  been  written  upon  facts  and 
characters  that  came  within  the  Author's  observation  durinj;  a  residence  iii 
Paris. 

As  the  remaining  papers  relate  to  public  events  which  occurred  during  the 
same  period,  or  to  Parisian  Art  and  Literature,  he  has  ventured  to  give  his 
publication  the  title  which  it  bears. 

London,  y$ify  i,  1840. 
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AN  INVASION  OF  FRANCE. 

"  Oesai  Tenil  m  GaUiam  summl  diligentUU" 

ABOUT  twelve  o'clock,  just  as  the  bell  of  the  packet  is  tolling  a 
farewell  to  London  Bridge,  and  warning  off  the  blackguard-boys 
with  the  newspapers,  who  have  been  shoving  Times,  Herald,  Penny 
Paul-Pry,  Penny  Satirist,  Flare-up,  and  other  abominations,  into  your 
face — just  as  the  bell  has  tolled,  and  the  Jews,  strangers,  people-taking- 
leave-of-their-famiEes,  and  blackguard-boys  aforesaid,  are  making  a 
rush  for  the  narrow  plank  which  conducts  from  the  paddle-box  of  the 
"  Emerald  "  steamboat  unto  the  quay — you  perceive,  staggering  down 
Thames  Street,  those  two  hackney-coaches,  for  the  arrival  of  which 
you  have  been  praying,  trembling,  hoping,  despairing,  swearing — 

sw ,  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  believe  the  word  is  not  used  in  polite 

company — and  transpiring,  for  the  last  half-hour.  Yes,  at  last,  the  two 
coaches  draw  near,  and  from  thence  an  awful  number  of  trunks,  chU- 
dreo,  carpet-bags,  nursery-maids,  hat-boxes,  band-boxes,  bonnet-boxes, 
desks,  cloaks,  and  an  affectionate  wife,  are  discharged  on  the  quay. 

"  Elizabeth,  take  care  of  Miss  Jane,"  screams  that  worthy  woman, 
'  who  has  been  for  a  fortnight  employed  in  getting  this  tremendous  body 
of  troops  and  baggage  into  marching  order,  "  Hicks  !  Hicks  !  for 
heaven's  sake  mind  the  babies  !" — "  George— Edward,  sir,  if  you  go 
near  that  porter  with  the  trunk,  he  will  tumble  down  and  kill  you,  you 
naughty  boy  ! — My  love,  do  take  the  cloaks  and  umbrellas,  and  give  a 
liand  to  Fanny  and  Lucy;  and  I  wish  you  would  speak  to  the  hackney- 
coachmen,  dear,  they  want  fifleen  shillings,  and  count  the  packages, 
love — twenty-seven  packages, — and  bring  little  Flo  ;  where's  little 
Flo  ? — Flo  I  Flo  1 " — (Flo  comes  sneaking  in ;  she  has  been  speaking 
a  few  parting  words  to  a  one-cycd  terrier,  that  sneaks  off  similarly, 
■  landward.) 
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As  when  the  hawk  menaces  the  hen-roost,  in  like  manner,  when 
such  a  danger  as  a  voyage  menaces  a  mother,  she  becomes  suddenly 
endowed  with  a  ferocious  presence  of  mind,  and  bristling  up  and 
screaming  in  the  front  of  her  brood,  and  in  the  face  of  circumstances, 
succeeds,  by  her  courage,  in  putting  her  enemy  to  flight;  in  like 
manner  you  will  always,  I  think,  find  your  wife  (if  that  lady  be  good 
for  twopence)  shrill,  eager,  and  ill'humotuvd,  before  and  during  a  great 
family  move  of  this  nature.  Well,  the  swindling  hackney-coachmen 
are  paid,  the  mother  leading  on  her  regiment  of  little  ones,  and  sup- 
ported by  her  auxiliary  nurse-maids,  are  safe  in  the  cabin ; — you  have 
counted  twenty-six  of  the  twenty-seven  parcels,  and  have  them  on 
board,  and  that  horrid  man  on  the  paddle-box,  who,  for  twenty  minutes 
past,  has  been  roaring  out,  NOW,  SIR  ! — says,  *ww,  sir,  no  more. 

I  never  yet  knew  how  a  steamer  began  to  move,  being  always  too 
busy  among  the  trunks  and  children,  for  the  first  half-hour,  to  mark 
any  of  the  movements  of  the  vesseL  When  these  private  arrange- 
ments are  made,  you  find  yourself  opposite  Greenwich  (farewell,  sweet, 
sweet  whitebiut !),  and  quiet  begins  to  enter  your  soul.  Your  wife 
smiles  for  the  first  time  these  ten  days ;  you  pass  by  plantations  of 
ship-masts,  and  forests  of  steam-chimneys  ;  the  sailors  are  singing  on 
board  the  ships,  the  barges  salute  you  with  oaths,  grins,  and  phrases 
facetious  and  femiliar ;  the  man  on  the  paddle-box  roars,  "  Ease  her, 
stop  her  J "  which  mysterious  words  a  shrill  voice  from  below  repeats, 
and  pipes  out,  "  Ease  her,  stop  her  ! "  in  echo ;  the  deck  is  crowded 
with  groups  of  figiu'es,  and  the  sun  shines  over  all. 

The  sun  shines  over  all,  and  the  steward  comes  up  to  say,  "  Lunch, 
ladies  and  gentlemen !  Will  any  lady  or  gentleman  please  to  take 
anythink  ?  "  About  a  dozen  do  :  boiled  beef  and  pickles,  and  great  red 
raw  Cheshire  cheese,  tempt  the  epicure  i  little  dumpy  bottles  of  stout 
are  produced,  and  fiiz  and  bang  about  with  a  spirit  one  would  never 
have  looked  for  in  individuals  of  their  size  and  stature. 

The  decks  have  a  strange  look ;  the  people  on  them,  that  is.  Wives, 
elderly  stout  husbands,  nursemaids,  and  children  predominate,  of 
course,  in  English  steamboats.  Such  may  be  considered  as  the 
distinctive  marks  of  the  English  gentleman  at  three  or  four  and  forty ; 
twoortbreeof  such  groups  have  pitched  their  camps  on  the  deck.  Then 
there  are  a  number  of  young  men,  of  whom  three  or  four  have  allowed 
their  moustaches  to  begin  to  grow  since  last  Friday ;  for  they  are  going 
"  on  the  Continent,"  and  they  look,  therefore,  as  if  their  upper  lips  were 
smeared  with  snufl^ 

A  danseuse  from  the  opera  is  on  her  way  to  Paris.  Followed  by  her 
bonne  and  her  little  dog,  she  paces  the  deck,  stepping  out,  in  the  real 
dancer  fashion,  and  ogling  all  around.  How  happy  the  two  young 
Englishmen  are,  who  can  speak  French,  and  make  up  to  her :  and 
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how  all  criticise  her  points  and  paces  !  Yonder  is  a  group  of  young 
ladies,  who  are  going  to  Paris  to  leam  how  to  be  governesses :  those 
two  splendidlydressed  ladies  are  milliners  from  the  Rue  EJchelieu,  who 
have  just  brought  over,  and  disposed  of,  their  cargo  of  summer  fashions. 
Here  sits  the  Rev.  Mr.  Snodgrass  with  his  pupils,  whom  he  is  con- 
fluctiog  to  his  estabhshment,  near  Boulogne,  where,  in  addition  to  a 
classical  and  mathematical  education  (washing  included),  the  young 
gentlemen  have  the  benefit  of  learning  French  among  the  Frinch 
themselves.  Accordingly,  the  young  gentlemen  are  locked  up  in  a 
great  rickety  housi,  two  miles  from  Boulogne,  and  never  see  a  soul, 
except  the  French  usher  and  the  cook. 

Some  few  French  people  ale  there  already,  preparing  to  be  ill — (I 
never  shall  forget  a  dreadfiil  sight  I  once  had  in  the  litde  dark,  dirty, 
six-foot  cabin  of  a  Dover  steamer.  Four  gaunt  Frenchmen,  but  for 
their  pantaloons,  in  the  costume  of  Adam  in  Paradise,  solemnly 
anointing  themselves  with  some  charm  against  sea-sickness  1} — a  few 
Frenchmen  ate  there,  but  these,  for  the  most  part,  and  with  a  proper 
philosophy,  go  to  the  fore-cabin  of  the  ship,  and  you  see  them  on  the 
fore-deck  (is  that  the  name  for  that  part  of  the  vessel  which  is  in  the 
region  of  the  bowsprit?)  lowering  in  huge  cloaks  and  caps;  snu^, 
wretched,  pale,  and  wet ;  and  not  jabbering  now,  as  their  wont  is  on 
shore.    I  never  could  fancy  the  Mounseers  formidable  at  sea. 

There  are,  of  course,  many  Jews  on  board.  Who  ever  travelled  by 
steamboat,  coach,  diligence,  eilwagen,  vetturino,  mule-back,  or  rfedge 
without  meeting  some  of  the  wandering  race  ? 

By  the  time  these  remarks  have  been  made  the  steward  is  on  the 
deck  agmn,  and  dinner  is  ready :  and  about  two  hours  after  dinner 
comes  tea;  and  then  there  is  brandy-and- water,  which  he  eagerly 
presses  as  a  preventive  against  what  may  happen  ;  and  about  this  time 
you  pass  the  Foreland,  the  wind  blowing  pretty  fresh ;  and  the  groups 
on  deck  disappear,  and  your  wife,  giving  you  an  alaimed  look,  descends, 
and  her  little  one,  to  the  ladies'  cabin,  and  you  see  the  steward  and 
his  boys  issuing  from  their  den  under  the  paddle-box,  with  each  a  heap 
of  rotmd  tin  vases,  like  those  which  are  called,  I  believe,  in  America, 
expectoraicons,  only  these  are  larger. 

The  wind  blows,  the  water  looks  greener  and  more  beautiful  than 
ever — ridge  by  ridge  of  long  white  rock  passes  away.  "  That's 
Ramsgit,"  says  the  man  at  the  helm ;  and,  presently,  "  Hiat  there's 
Deal— it's  dreadfiil  fallen  off  since  the  war;"  and  "That's  Dover, 
round  that  there  pint,  only  you  can't  see  it."  And  in  the  meantime,  the 
sun  has  plumped  his  hot  face  into  the  water,  and  the  moon  has  shown 
hers  as  soon  as  ever  his  back  is  turned,  and  Mrs. —  (the  wife  in 
general,)  has  brought  up  her  children  and  self  from  the  horrid  cabin, 
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in  which  she  says  it  is  impossible  to  breathe ;  and  the  poor  little 
wretches  are,  by  the  officious  stewardess  and  smart  steward  (expectora- 
toonifer),  accommodated  with  a  heap  of  blankets,  pillows,  and  mat- 
tresses, in  the  midst  of  which  they  crawl,  as  best  they  may,  and  from 
the  heaving  hea.p  of  which  are,  dming  the  rest  of  the  voyage,  heard 
occasional  faint  cries,  and  sounds  of  puking  woe  I 

Dear,  dear  Maria  I  Is  this  the  woman  who,  anon,  braved  the  jeeis 
and  brutal  wra.th  of  swindling  hackney-coachmen  ;  who  repelled  the 
insolence  of  haggling  porters,  with  a  scora  that  brought  down  their 
demands  at  least  eighteenpence  ?  Is  this  the  woman  at  whose  volcf 
servants  tremble ;  at  the  sound  of  whose  steps  the  nurwry,  ay,  and 
mayhap  the  parlour,  is  in  order  ?  Look  at  her  now,  prostrate,  prostrate 
— no  strength  has  she  to  speak,  scarce  power  to  push  to  her  youngest 
one — her  suffering,  struggling  Rosa, — to  push  to  her  the — the  instru- 


In  the  midst  of  all  these  throes  and  agonies,  at  which  all  the 
passengers,  who  liave  their  own  woes  (you  yourself-^for  how  can  you 
help  them  f — you  are  on  your  back  on  a  bench,  and  if  you  move  all  is 
up  with  you,)  are  looking  on  indifferent — one  man  there  is  who  has 
been  watching  you  with  the  utmost  care,  and  bestowing  on  your  help- 
less family  the  tenderness  that  a  father  denies  them.  He  is  a  foreigner, 
and  you  have  been  conversing  with  him,  in  the  course  ot  the  morning, 
in  French — which,  he  says,  you  speak  remarkably  well,  like  a  native, 
in  fact,  and  then  in  English  (which,  after  all,  you  find  is  more  con- 
venient). What  can  express  your  gratitude  to  this  gentleman  for  all 
his  goodness  towards  your  family  and  yourself— you  talk  to  him,  he 
has  served  under  the  Emperor,  and  is,  for  aU  that,  sensible,  modest, 
and  well-informed.  He  speaks,  indeed,  of  his  countrymen  almost  with 
contempt,  and  readily  admits  the  superiority  of  a  Briton,  on  the  seas 
and  elsewhere.  One  loves  to  meet  with  such  genuine  hberality  in  a 
foreigner,  and  respects  the  man  who  can  sacrifice  vanity  to  truth. 
This  distinguished  foreigner  has  travelled  much ;  he  asks  whither  you 
are  going  ?— where  you  stop  ?  if  you  have  a  great  quantity  of  luggage 
on  board  ? — and  laughs  when  he  hears  of  the  twenty-seven  packages, 
and  hopes  you  have  some  friend  at  the  custom-house,  who  can  spare 
you  the  monstrous  trouble  of  unpacking  that  which  has  taken  you 
weeks  to  put  up.  Nine,  ten,  eleven,  the  distinguished  fordgner  is  ever 
at  your  side;  you  find  him  now,  perhaps  (with  characterisdc  ingrati- 
tude), something  of  a  bore,  but,  at  least,  he  has  been  most  tender  to 
the  children  and  their  mamma.  At  last  a  Boulogne  light  comes  in 
sight  (you  see  it  over  the  bows  of  the  vessel,  when,  having  bobbed 
violently  upwards,  it  sinks  swifHy  down),  Boulogne  harbour  is  in  sight, 
and  the  foreigner  says, — 

The  distinguished  foreigner  says,  says  he — "  Sare,  eef  you  af  no 
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'otel,  1  sail  reconunend  you,  milor,  to  ze  'Otel  Betfort,  in  ze  Quay,  sare, 
close  to  the  bathing-machines  and  custom-ha-oose.  Good  bets  and 
fine  gaiten,  sare ;  table-d'hote,  Bare,  %.  cinq  heures  j  breakfast,  sare,  in 
French  or  English  style; — I  am  the  commissionaire,  sare,  and  vill  see 
to  your  loggisii," 

•  *  '  Curse  the  fellow,  for  an  impudent,  swindling,  sneaking 
French  humbug ! — Your  tone  instantly  changes,  and  you  tell  him  to  go 
about  bis  business :  but  at  twelve  o'clock  at  night,  when  the  voyage  is 
over,  and  the  custom-house  business  done,  knowing  not  whither  to  go, 
with  a  wife  and  fourteen  exhausted  children,  scarce  able  to  stand,  and 
longing  for  bed,  you  find  yourself,  somehow,  in  the  H6tel  Bedford 
(and  you  can't  be  better),  and  smiling  chambermaids  carry  off  your 
children  to  snug  beds ;  while  smart  waiters  produce  for  yotv  honour — 
a  cold  fowl,  say,  and  a  salad,  and  a  bottle  of  Bordeaux  and  Seltzer- 
water, 

The  morning  comes — I  don't  know  a  pleasanter  feeling  than  that 
of  waking  with  the  sun  shining  on  objects  quite  new,  and  (although 
you  have  made  the  voyage  a  doien  times)  quite  strange.  Mrs.  X,  and 
you  occupy  a  very  light  bed,  which  has  a  tall  canopy  of  red  "percale;" 
the  windows  aresmarllydrapedwithcheapgaudycalicoes  and  muslins; 
there  are  little  mean  strips  of  carpet  about  the  tiled  floor  of  the  room, 
and  yet  all  seems  as  gay  and  as  comfortable  as  maybe— the  sun  shines 
brighter  than  you  have  seen  it  for  a  year,  the  sky  is  a  thousand  times 
bluer,  and  what  a  cheery  clatter  of  shrill  quick  French  voices  comes  up 
from  the  court-yard  under  the  windows  !  Bells  are  jangling ;  a  family, 
mayhap,  is  going  to  Paris  en  paste,  and  wondrous  is  the  jabber  of  the 
courier,  the  postilion,  the  inn-waiters,  and  the  lookers-on.  The  land' 
lord  calls  out  for  "  Quatre  biftecks  aux  pommes  pour  le  trente-trois," 

(O  my  countrymen,  I  love  your  tastes  and  your  ways !) — the 

chambermaid  is  laughing  and  says,  "  Finissez  done.  Monsieur  Pierre  1 " 
(what  can  they  be  about  i*) — a  fat  Englishman  has  opened  his  window 
violently,  and  says,  "  Dee  dong,  garsong,  vooly  voo  me  donny  lo  sho, 
ou  vooly  voo  pah?"  He  has  been  ringing  for  half  an  hour — the  last 
energetic  appeal  succeeds,  and  shordy  he  is  enabled  to  descend  to  the 
cotfee-room,  where,  with  three  hot  rolls,  grilled  ham,  cold  fowl,  and 
four  boiled  eggs,  he  makes  what  he  calls  his  first  French  breakfast 

It  is  a  strange,  mongrel,  merry  place,  this  town  of  Boulogne;  the 
little  French  fishermen's  children  are  beautiful,  and  the  little  French 
soldiers,  four  feet  high,  red-breeched,  with  hugepomfions  on  their  caps, 
and  brown  faces,  and  clear  sharp  eyes,  look  for  all  their  littleness,  far 
more  military  and  more  intelligent  than  the  heavy  louts  one  has  seen 
swaggering  about  the  garrison  towns  in  England.  Yonder  go  a  crowd 
of  bare-legged  fishermen ;  there  is  the  town  idiot,  mocking  a  woman 
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who  is  screaming  "  Fleuve  du  Tage,"  at  an  inn-window,  to  a  harp,  and 
there  are  the  little  gamins  mocking  him.  Lo !  these  seven  young 
ladies,  with  red  hair  and  green  veils,  they  are  from  ndghbouring  Albion, 
and  going  to  bathe.  Here  come  three  EngUshmen,  habiluh  evidently 
of  the  place, — dandy  specimens  of  our  countrymen  :  one  wears  a 
marine  dress,  another  has  a  shooting  dress,  a  third  has  a  blouse  and  a 
pair  of  guiltless  spurs^-all  have  as  much  hair  on  the  foce  as  nature  or 
art  can  supply,  and  all  wear  their  hats  TCry  much  on  one  side.  Believe 
me,  there  is  on  the  face  of  this  world  no  scamp  like  an  English  one, 
no  bla<?^uard  like  one  of  these  half-gentlemen,  so  mean,  so  low,  so 
vulgar,  so  ludicrously  ignorant  and  conceited,  so  desper^ely  heartless 
and  depraved. 

But  why,  my  dear  sir,  get  into  a  passion  ?-^Take  things  coolly. 
As  the  poet  has  observed,  "  Those  only  is  gentlemen  who  behave  as 
sich  ;"  with  such,  then,  consort,  be  they  cobblers  or  dukes.  Don't  give 
us,  cries  the  patriotic  reader,  any  abuse  of  our  fellow-countrymen  (any- 
body dse  can  do  that),  but  rather  continue  in  that  good-humoured, 
facetious,  descriptive  style,  with  which  your  letter  has  commenced. — 
Your  remark,  sir,  is  perfectly  just,  and  does  honour  to  your  head  and 
excellent  heart 

There  is  litde  need  to  give  a  description  of  the  good  town  of 
BouI<^ne ;  which,  haute  and  basse,  with  the  new  lighthouse  and  the 
new  harliour,  and  the  gas-lamps  and  the  manufactures,  and  the  con- 
vents, and  the  number  of  English  and  French  residents,  and  the  pillar 
erected  in  honour  of  the  grand  Arm4e  d'Anghterre,  so  called  because 
it  didn't- go  to  England,  have  all  been  excellently  described  by  the 
facetious  Coglan,  the  learned  Dr.  MiUingen,  and  by  innumerable 
guide-books  besides.  A  fine  thing  it  is  to  hear  the  stout  old  French- 
men of  Napoleon's  time  argue  how  that  audacious  Corsican  would 
have  marched  to  London,  after  swallowing  Nelson  and  all  bis  gun- 
boats, but  for  ceiU  malhetireuse  guerre  dEspagfu  and  cette  glorieuse 
campagnt  £A  utricke,  which  the  gold  of  Pitt  caused  to  be  raised  at  the 
Emperor's  tail,  in  order  to  call  him  off  from  the  helpless  country  in  his 
front.  Some  Frenchmen  go  farther  stilt,  and  vow  that  in  Spain  they 
were  never  beaten  at  all ;  indeed,  if  you  read  in  the  Biographie  dts 
Homines  du  your,  article  "  Soult,"  you  will  fancy  that,  with  the~  excep- 
tion of  the  disaster  at  Viltoria,  the  uunpaigns  in  Spain  and  Portugal 
were  a  series  of  triumphs.  Only,  by  looking  at  a  map,  it  is  observable 
that  Vimieiro  is  a  mortal  long  way  from  Toulouse,  where,  at  the  end  of 
certain  years  of  victories,  we  somehow  find  the  honest  Marshal.  And 
what  then  ? — he  went  to  Toulouse  for  the  purpose  of  beating  the  English 
there,  to  be  sure ; — a  known  fact,  on  which  comment  would  be  super- 
fluous, ,  However,  we  shall  never  get  to  Paris  at  this  rate ;  let  us  break 
off  further  palaver,  and  away  at  once.  *  *  * 
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(During  this  pause,  the  ingenious  re^er  is  kindly  requested  to  pay 
his  bill  at  the  Hotel  at  Boulogne,  to  mount  the  Diligence  of  Lafitte, 
CaillaM  and  Company,  and  to  travel  for  twenty-five  hours,  amidst  much 
jii^ling  of  hamess-bdls  and  screamii^  of  postilions.) 

M         .  *  *  *  * 

The  French  milliner,  who  occupies  one  of  the  comers,  begins  to 
remove  the  greasy  pieces  of  paper  which  have  enveloped  her  locks 
during  the  journey.  She  withdraws  the'  "  Madras"  of  dubious  hue 
which  has  bound  her  head  for  the  last  five-atid-twenty  hours,  and 
replaces  it  by  the  black  velvet  bonnet,  which,  bobbing  against  your 
nose,  has  hung  from  the  Diligence  roof  since  your  departure  from 
Boulogne.  The  old  lady  in  the  opposite  comer,  who  has  been  sucking 
bonbons,  and  smells  dreadfully  of  anisette,  arranges  her  little  parcels 
in  that  immense  basket  of  abominations  which  all  old  women  cany  in 
their  laps.  She  rubs  her  mouth  and  eyes  with  her  dusty  cambric 
handkerchief,  she  ties  np  her  nightcap  into  a  litde  bundle,  and  replaces 
it  by  a  more  becoming  head-piece,  covered  with  withered  artificial 
flowers,  and  crumpled  tags  of  ribbon ;  she  looks  wistfully  at  the  com- 
pany for  an  instant,  and  then  places  her  handkerchief  before  her 
mouth  :— her  eyes  roll  strangely  about  for  an  instant,  and  you  hear  a 
faint  clattering  noise :  the  old  lady  has  been  getting  ready  hw  teeth, 
which  had  lain  in  her  basket  among  the  bonbons,  pins,  oranges, 
pomatum,  bits  of  cake,  lozenges,  prayer-books,  peppermint-water, 
copper  money,  and  false  hair — stowed  away  there  during  the  voyage. 
The  Jewish  gendeman,  who  has  been  so  attentive  to  the  millino-  during 
the  journey,  and  is  a  traveller  and  bagman  by  profession,  gatbers'to- 
gether  his  various  goods.  The  sallow-faced  Elfish  lad,  who  has  been 
drunk  ever  since  we  left  Boulogne  yesterday,  and  is  coming  to  Paris  to 
pursue  the  study  of  medicine,  swears  that  he  rejoices  to  leave  the  cursed 
Diligence,  is  sick  of  the  infernal  journey,  and  d^-d  glad  that  the  d — d 
voyage  is  so  nearly  over,  " Enfin/"  says  your  neighbour,  yawning, 
and  inserting  an  elbow  into  the  mouth  of  his  right  and  left  hand  com- 
panion, "  tunu  voili," 

Nous  VonA !— We  are  at  Paris  I  This  must  account  for  the 
removal  of  the  milliner's  ciu'l-papers,  and  the  fixing  of  the  old  lady's 
teeth. — Since  the  last  relais,  the  Diligence  has  been  travelling  with 
extraordinary  speed.  The  postilion  cracks  his  terrible  whip,  and 
screams  shrilly.  The  conductor  blows  incessandy  on  his  horn ;  the  bells 
of  the  harness,  the  bumping  and  ringing  of  the  wheels  and  chains, 
and  the  clatter  of  the  great  hoofs  of  the  heavy  snorting  Norman 
stallions,  have  wondroualy  increased  within  this,  the  last  ten  minutes  ; 
and  the  Diligence,  which  has  been  proceeding  hitherto  at  the  rate  of  a 
league  in  an  hour,  now  dashes  gallantly  forward,  as  if  it  would  traverse 
at  least  six  miles  in  the  same  space  of  time.    Thus  it  is,  when  Sir 
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Robert  maketh  a  speech  at  Saint  Stephen's — he  useth  his  strength  at 

the  beginning,  only,  and  the  end.  He  gallopeth  at  the  commence- 
Inent ;  in  the  middle  he  lingers ;  at  the  dose,  again,  he  rouses  the 
House,  which  has  fallen  asleep  ;  he  cracketh  the  whip  of  his  satire ; 
be  shouts  the  shout  of  his  patriotism  ;  and,  urging  his  eloquence  to 
its  roughest  canter,  awakens  the  sleepers,  and  inspires  the  weary,  until 
men  say,  What  a  wondrous  orator  !  What  a  capital  coach  !  We  will 
ride  henceforth  in  it,  and  in  no  other ! 

But,  behold  us  at  Paris  I  The  Diligence  has  reached  a  rude- 
looking  gate,  or  grille,  flanked  by  two  lodges  ;  the  French  Kings  of 
old  made  their  entry  by  this  gate  ;  some  of  the  hottest  battles  of  the 
late  revolution  were  fought  before  it.  At  present,  it  is  blocked  by 
carts  and  peasants,  and  a  busy  crowd  of  men,  in  green,  examining 
the  packages  before  they  enter,  probing  the  straw  with  long  needles. 
It  is  the  Barrier  of  St.  Denis,  and  the  green  men  are  the  customs'-men 
of  the  city  of  Paris.  If  you  are  a  countryman,  who  would  introduce 
a  cow  into  the  metropolis,  the  city  demands  twenty-four  francs  for 
such  a  privilege ;  if  you  have  a  hundredweight  of  tallow  candies,  you 
must,  previously,  disburse  three  francs  ;  if  a  drove  of  hogs,  nine  francs 
per  whole  hog ;  but  upon  these  subjects  Mr.  Bulwer,  Mrs.  Trollope, 
and  other  writers,  have  already  enlightened  the  public.  In  the  present 
instance,  after  a  momentary  pause,  one  of  the  men  in  green  mounts 
by  the  side  of  the  conductor,  and  the  ponderous  vehicle  pursues  its 
journey. 

The  street  which  we  enter,  that  of  the  Faubourg  SL  Denis,  presents 
a  strange  contrast  to  the  dark  uniformity  of  a  London  street,  where 
everything,  in  the  dingy  and  smoky  atmosphere,  looks  as  though  it 
were  painted  in  India-ink— black  houses,  black  passengers,  and  black 
sky.  Here,  on  the  contrary,  is  a  thousand  times  more  life  and  colour. 
Before  you,  shining  in  the  sun,  is  a  long  glistening  hne  of  guiierf—nol 
a  very  pleasing  object  in  a  city,  but  in  a  picture  invaluable.  On  each 
side  are  houses  of  all  dimensions  and  hues ;  some  but  of  one  storey ; 
some  as  high  as  the  tower  of  BabeL  From  these  the  haberdashers 
(and  this  is  their  favourite  street)  flaunt  long  strips  of  gaudy  calicoes, 
which  give  a  strange  air  of  rude  gaiety  to  the  street  Milk-women, 
with  a  little  crowd  of  gossips  round  each,  are,  at  this  early  hour  of 
morning,  selling  ttje  chief  material  of  the  Parisian  cafi-ait~lait.  Gay 
wine-shops,  painted  red,  and  smartly  decorated  with  vines  and  gilded 
raihngs,  are  filled  with  workmen  taking  their  morning's  draught.  That 
gloomy-Iooldng  prison  on  your  right  is  a  prison  for  women ;  once  it 
was  a  convent  for  Lazarists  :  a  thousand  unfortunate  individuals  of 
the  softer  sex  now  occupy  that  manston  ;  they  bake,  as  we  find  in  the- 
guide-books,  the  bread  of  all  the  othet  prisons ;  they  mend  and, wash 
the  shirts  and  stockings  of  all  the  other  prisoners ;  tiiey  roake  hooks- 
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and  eyes  and  phosphonis-boxes,  and  they  attend  ckapel  every  Sunday ; 
— if  occupation  can  help  them,  sure  they  have  enough  of  it  Was  it 
not  a  great  stroke  of  the  legislature  to  superintend  the  morals  and 
linen  at  once,  and  thus  keep  these  poor  creatures  continually  mending  ? 
—  But  we  have  passed  the  prison  long  ago,  and  are  at  the  Port 
St,  Decis  itself 

There  is  only  time  to  take  a  hasty  glance  as  we  pass  :  it  conune- 
morates  some  of  the  wonderful  feats  of  arms  of  Ludovicus  Magnus, 
and  abounds  in  ponderous  allegories — nymphs,  and  river-gods,  and 
pyramids  crowned  with  fleurs-de-lis  ;  Louis  passing  over  the  Rhine  in 
triumph,  and  the  Dutch  Lion  giving  up  the  ghost,  in  the  year  of  our 
Lord'  1672,  The  Dutch  Lion  revived,  and  overcame  the  man  some 
years  afterwards  ;  but  of  this  fact,  singularly  enough,  the  inscriptions 
make  no  mention.  Passing,  then,  round  the  gate,  and  not  under  it 
(after  the  general  custom,  in  respect  of  triumphal  arches),  you  cross 
the  Boulevard,  which  gives  a  glimpse  of  trees  and  sunshine,  and 
gleaming  white  buildings ;  then,  dashii^  down  the  Rue  de  Bourbon 
Villeneuve,  a  dirty  street,  which  seems  interminable,  and  the  Rue 
St  Eustache,  the  conductor  gives  a  last  blast  on  his  bom,  and  the 
great  vehicle  clatters  into  the  court-yard,  where  its  journey  is  destined 
to  conclude. 

If  there  was  a  nabe  before  of  screaming  postilions  and  cracked 
horns,  it  was  nothing  to  the  Babel-like  clatter  which  greets  us  now. 
We  are  in  a  great  court,  which  Hajji'Baba  would  call  the  father  of 
Diligences.  Half-a-dozen  other  coaches  arrive  at  the  same  minute — 
no  hght  affairs,  like  your  English  vehicles,  but  ponderous  machines, 
containing  fifteen  passengers  inside,  more  in  the  cabriolet,  and  vast 
towers  of  luggage  on  the  roof;  others  are  loading  :  the  yard  is  filled 
with  passengers  coining  or  departing  ^— bustling  porters  and  screaming 
commissionaires.  These  latter  seize  you  as  you  descend  from  your 
place,— twenty  cards  are  thrust  into  your  hand,  and  as  many  voices, 
jabbering  with  inconceivable  swiftness,  shriek  into  your  ear, "  Dis  way, 
sare;  areyouforie"Oteiof  Rhin  f '  ' Miel de TAmirauU ."—' littA 
Bristol,'  sare  ! — Monsieur,  ' PHStelde Lille  f  Sacr-rrri nont  deDieu, 
laissez  passer  ce  petit.  Monsieur  I    'Ow  mosh  loggish  'ave  you,  sare?" 

And  now,  if  you  are  a  stranger  in  Paris,  listen  to  the  words  of 
Titmarsh. — If  you  cannot  speak  a  syllable  of  French,  aid  love  English 
comfort,  clean  rooms,  breakfasts,  and  waiters  :  if  you  would  have  plen- 
tiful dinners,  and  are  not  particular  (as  how  should  you  be  ?)  concerning 
wine  J  if,  in  this  foreign  country,  you  will  have  your  English  com- 
panions, your  porter,  your  friend,  and  your  brandy-and-water— do  not 
listen  to  any  of  these  commissioner  fellows,  but  with  your  best  English 
accent,  shout  out  boldly,  "  Meurice  ! "  and  strmghtway  a  man  will 
step  forward  to  conduct  you  to  the  Rue  de  Rivoli, 
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Here  you  will  find  apartments  at  any  price  ;  a  very  neat  room,  for 
instance,  for  three  francs  daily;  an  English  breakfast  of  eternal  boiled 
eggs,  or  grilled  ham  ;  a  nondescript  dinner,  profixse  but  cold  ;  and  a 
society  which  will  rejoice  your  heart  Here  are  young  gentlemen  from 
the  universities  ;  young  merchants  on  a  lark  ;  large  families  of  nine 
daughters,  with  fat  faClier  and  mother;  ofGcers  of  dragoons,  and  lawyers' 
clerks.  The  last  time  we  dined  at  "  Meurice's"  we  bobbed  and  nabbed 
with  no  less  a  person  than  Mr.  Moses,  the  celebrated  baihfT of  Chancery 
Lane ;  Lord  Brougham  was  on  his  right,  and  a  clergyman's  lady,  with 
a  train  of  white-haired  girls,  sat  on  his  left,  wonderfully  taken  with  the 
diamond  rings  of  the  fascinating  stranger  I 

It  is,  as  you  will  perceive,  an  admirable  way  to  see  Paris,  e^>ecially 
if  you  spend  your  days  reading  the  English  papers  at  Galignani's,  as 
many  of  our  foreign  tourists  da 

But  all  this  is  promiscuous,  and  not  to  the  purpose.  If, — to  con- 
tinue on  die  subject  of  hotel  choosii^, — if  you  love  quiet,  heavy  bills, 
and  the  best  tabU-d'hStt  in  the  city,  go,  O  stranger  !  to  the  "  H6tel  des> 
Princes  ;"  it  is  close  to  the  Boulevard,  and  convenient  for  Frascati's. 
The  "  Hotel  Miiabeau  "  possesses  scarcely  less  attraction  ;  but  of  this 
you  wiU  find,  in  Mr.  Bulwer's  "  Autobiography  of  Pelham,"  a  faithful 
and  complete  account  "  Lawson's  Hotel "  has  likewise  its  merits,  as 
also  the  "  Hotel  de  Lille,"  which  maybe  described  as  a  "second  chop" 
Meurice. 

If  you  are  a  poor  student  come  to  study  the  humanities,  or  the 
pleasant  art  of  amputation,  cross  the  water  forthwith,  and  proceed  to 
the  "  HAtel  Comeille,"  near  the  Od^n,  or  others  of  its  species  ;  there  . 
are  many  where  you  can  live  royally  (until  you  economize  by  going 
into  lodg:ings]  on  four  francs  a  day ;  and  where,  if  by  any  strange 
chance  you  are  desirous  for  a  while  to  get  rid  of  your  countiymen,  you 
will  find  that  they  scarcely  ever  penetrate.    . 

But  above  all,  O  my  countrymen !  shun  boarding-houses,  especially 
if  you  have  ladies  in  your  train ;  or  ponder  well,  and  examine  the 
characters  of  the  keepers  thereof,  before  you  lead  your  innocent 
daughters,  and  their  mamma,  into  places  so  dangerous.  In  the  first 
place  you  have  bad  dinners  ;  and  secondly,  bad  company.  If  you 
play  cards,  you  are  very  likely  playing  with  a  swindler ;  if  you  dance, 
you  dance  with  a person  with  whom  you  had  better  have  nothing 

Note  (which  ladies  ace  requested  not  to  read). — In  one  of  these  establish. 
ments,  didly  advertised  as  mOstell^bleibi  English,  a  fHeod  of  the  writer  lived. 
A  lady,  who  had  passed  ftir  some  time  sb  the  wife  of  one  of  the  inmates,  sud- 
denly changed  her  husbaad  and  name,  her  original  hniband  remaining  in  the 
house,  and  saluting  her  by  her  new  title. 
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A   CAUTION  TO  TRAVELLERS. 

MILLION  dangers  and  snares  a.wajt  the  traveller,  as  sooa  as  he 
It  of  that  vast  messagerie  which  we  have  just  quitted : 
and  as  each  man  cannot  do  better  than  relate  such  events  as  have 
happened  in  the  couise  of  his  own  experience,  and  may  keep  th« 
unwaiT  from  the  path  of  danger,  let  us  take  this,  the  very  earliest 
opportunity,  of  imparting  to  the  public  a  little  of  the  wisdom  which 
we  painfully  have  acquired. 

And  first,  then,  with  regard  to  the  city  of  Paris,  it  is  to  be  remarked, 
that  in  that  mtiropolis  flourish  a  greater  number  of  native  and  exotic 
swindlers  than  are  to  be  found  in  any  other  Eur(^>ean  nursery.  What 
young  Englishman  that  visits  it,  but  has  not  detennined,  in  his 
heart,  to  have  a  little  share  of  the  gaieties  that  go  on— just  for  onse,- 
just  to  see  vrhat  they  are  like  ?  How  many,  when  the  horrible 
gambling  dens  were  open,  did  resist  a  sight  of  them  f — nay,  was  not 
a  young  fellow  rather  flattered  by  a  dinner  invitation  from  the  Salon, 
whither  he  went,  fondly  pretending  that  he  should  see  "  French 
society,"  in  the  persons  of  certain  Dukes  and  Counts  who  used  to 
frequent  the  place  ? 

My  friend  Fogson  is  a  young  fellow,  not  much  worse,  although 
perhaps  a  little  weaker  and  simpler  than  his  neighbours  ;  and  coming 
to  Paris  with  exactly  the  same  notions  that  bring  many  others  of  the 
British  youth  to  that  capital,  events  befell  him  there,  last  winter, 
which  are  strictly  true,  and  shall  here  be  narrated,  by  way  of  warning 
to  aU. 

Pog,  it  must  be  premised,  is  a  city  man,  who  travels  in  drugs  for  a 
couple  of  the  best  London  houses,  blows  the  flute,  has.  an  album,  drives 
his  own  gig,  and  is  considered,  both  on  the  road  and  in  the  metropolis, 
.  a  remarkably  nice,  intelligent,  thriving  young  man.  Fogsoo's  only 
fault  is  too  great  an  attachment  to  the  fair  : — "  the  sex,"  as  he  says 
often,  "  will  be  his  ruin  ; "  the  fact  is,  that  Pog  never  travels  without  a 
"  Don  Juan"  under  his  drivii^-cushion,  and  is  a  pretty-looking  young 
&II0W  enough. 

Sam  Pt^on  had  occasion  to  visit  Paris,  last  October ;  and  it  was 
in  that  city  that  his  love  of  the  sex  had  like  to  have  cost  him  dear. 
He  worked  his  way  down  to  Dover  ;  pladt^  right  and  left,  at  the 
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towns  on  his  route,  rhubarb,  sodas,  and  other  such  delectable  wares 
as  his  masters  dealt  in  ("  the  sweetest  sample  of  castor  oil,  smelt  like 
a  nosegay — went  off  like  wildfire — hogshead  and  a  half  at  Rochester, 
eighl-and- twenty  gallons  at  Canterbury,"  and  so  on),  and  crossed  to 
Calais,  and  thence  voyaged  to  Paris  in  the  coup^  of  the  Diligence, 
He  paid  for  two  places,  too,  although  a  single  man,  and  the  reason 
shall  now  be  made  known. 

Dining  at  the  table-d'hSte  at  "Quillacq's" — it  is  the  best  inn  on 
the  Continent  of  Europe — our  little  traveller  had  the  happiness  to  be 
placed  next  to  a  lady,  who  was,  he  saw  at  a  glance,  one  of  the  extreme 
pink  of  the  nobility,  A  large  lady,  in  black  satin,  with  eyes  and 
h^T  as  black  as  sloes,  with  gold  chains,  scent-bottles,  sahk  tippet, 
worked  pocket-handkerchief,  and  four  twinkling  rings  on  each  of  her 
plump  white  fingers.  Her  cheeks  were  as  pink  as  the  finest  Chinese 
rouge  could  make  them.  Pog  knew  the  article :  he  travelled  in  it 
Her  lips  were  as  red  as  the  ruby  lip-salve  :  she  used  the  very  best, 
that  was  dear. 

She  was  a  fine-looking  woman,  certainly  (holding  down  her  eyes, 
and  talking  perpetually  of  "  mes  trente-deux  arts")  ;  and  Pogson,  the 
wicked  young  dog,  who  professed  not  to  care  for  young  misses,  saying' 
they  smelt  so  of  bread-and-butter,  declared  at  once,  that  l!he  lady  v/as 
one  of  Ais  beauties  ;  in  fact,  when  he  spoke  to  us  about  her,  he  smd, 
"  She's  a  slap-up  thing,  I  tell  you  ;  aregTargoodone  ;  ont  of  my  sort  I" 
And  such  was  Pogson's  credit  in  all  commercial  rooms,  that  one  of  his 
sort  was  considered  to  surpass  all  other  sorts. 

During  dinner-time,  Mr.  Pogson  was  profoundly  polite  and 
attentive  to  the  lady  at  his  side,  and  kindly  communicated  to  her,  as 
is  the  way  with  the  best-bred  English  on  their  first  arrival  "on  the 
Continent,"  all  his  impressions  regarding  the  sights  and  persons  he 
had  seen.  Such  remarks  having  been  made  during  half  an  hour's 
ramble  about  the  ramparts  and  town,  and  in  the  course  of  a  walk 
down  to  the  custom-house,  and  a  confidential  communication  with 
the  commissionaire,  must  be,  doubtless,  very  valuable  to  Frenchmen 
in  their  own  coimtry ;  and  the  lady  listened  to  Pogson's  opinions  ; 
not  only  with  benevolent  attention,  but  actually,  she  said,  with 
pleasure  and  delight  Mr.  Pogson  said  that  there  was  no  such  thing 
as  good  meat  in  France,  and  that's  why  they  cooked  their  victuals 
in  this  queer  way ;  he  had  seen  many  soldiers  parading  about  the 
place,  and  expressed  a  true  Englishman's  abhorrence  of  an  armed 
force;  not  that  he  feared  such  fellows  as  these — little  whipper-snappers 
— our  men  could  eat  them.  Hereupon  the  lady  admitted  that  our 
Guards  were  angels,  but  that  Monsieur  must  not  be  too  hard  upon  the 
French ;  "  her  father  was  a  General  of  the  Emperor." 

Pogson  felt  a  tremendous  respect  for  himself  at  the  notion  that  he 
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was  dining  with  a  General's  daughter,  and  instantly  ordered  a  bottle  of 
chan^agne  to  keep  up  his  consequence. 

"  Mrs.  Bironn,  ma'am,"  said  he,  for  he  had  heard  the  waiter  call  her 
by  some  such  name, "if  you  wjV/ accept  a  glass  of  champagne,  ma'am, 
youTl  do  me,  I'm  sure,  great  Aonour  :  they  say  it's  very  good,  and  a 
precious  sight  cheaper  than  it  is  on  our  side  of  the  way,  too — not  that 
I  care  for  money.     Mrs.  Bironn,  ma'am,  your  health,  ma'am." 

The  lady  smiled  very  graciously,  and  drank  the  wine. 

"  Har  you  any  relation,  ma'am,  if  I  may  make  so  bold  ;  har  you 
anyways  connected  with  the  family  of  our  immortal  bard  f " 

"  Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon." 

"  Don't  mention  it,  ma'am  ;  but  'Bironn  and  ffjTOn  are  hevidently 
the  same  names,  only  you  pronounce  in  the  French  way ;  and  1  thought 
you  might  be  related  to  his  lordship  :  his  horigin,  ma'am,  was  of  French 
extraction  :"  and  here  Pogson  began  to  repeat, — 

"  Hare  tby  heyes  lilte  thy  mother's,  my  fair  child, 
Hada !  sole  daughter  of  my 'ouse  and 'art?" 

"  Oh  ! "  said  the  lady,  laughing,  "  you  speak  of  Lor  Byron  ?  " 

"  Hauthor  of  '  Don  Juan,' '  Child  'Arold,'  and  '  Cain,  a  Mystery,' " 
said  Pogson : — ^'  I  do  ;  and  hearing  the  w^ter  calling  you  Madam  la 
Bironn,  took  the  liberty  of  basking  whether  you  were  connected  with  his 
lordship ;  that's  hall :  "  and  my  friend  here  grew  dreadfully  red,  and 
began  twiddling  his  long  rii^lets  in  his  fingers,  and  examining  very 
eagerly  the  contents  of  his  plate. 

"  Oh,  no :  Madame  la  Baronne  means  Mistress  Baroness ;  my 
husband  was  Baron,  and  I  am  Baroness." 

"  What !  'ave  I  the  honour — I  beg  your  pardon,  ma'am — is  your 
ladyship  a  Baroness,  and  I  not  know  it  P  pray  excuse  me  for  calling 
you  ma'am." 

The  BaAness  smiled  most  graciously — with  such  a  look  as  Juno 
cast  upon  unfortunate  Jupiter  when  she  wished  to  gain  her  wicked 
ends  upon  him — the  Baroness  smiled  ;  and,  stealing  her  hand  into  a 
black  velvet  bag,  drew  from  it  an  ivory  card-case,  and  from  the  ivory 
card-case  extracted  a  glazed  card,  printed  in  gold ;  on  it  was  engraved 
a  coronet,  and  under  the  coronet  the  words 


BARONNE  DE  FLORVAL-DELVAL, 


The  grand  Pitt  diamond— the  Queen's  own  star  of  the  garter— a 
sample  of  otto-of-roses  at  a  guinea  a  drop,  would  not  be  handled  more 
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curiously,  ormOFeiespectfiiUy,  than  this  porcelain  card  of  the  Baroness. 

Trembling  he  put  it  into  his  little  Russia-leather  pocket-book ;  and 
when  he  ventured  to  look  up,  and  saw  the  eyes  of  the  Baroness  de 
Florval-Delval,  n^e  de  Melval- Nerval,  garing  upon  him  with  friendly 
and  serene  glances,  a  thrill  of  pride  tingled  through  Pogson's  blood  : 
he  felt  himself  to  be  the  very  happiest  fellow  "  on  the  Continent" 

But  Person  did  not,  for  some  time,  venture  to  resume  that  sprightly 
and  elegant  familiarity  which  generally  forms  the  great  chairn  of  his 
conversation  :  he  was  too  much  frightened  at  the  presence  he  was  in, 
and  contented  himself  by  graceful  and  solemn  bows,  deep  attention, 
and  ejaculations  of  "  Yes,  my  lady,"  and  "  No,  your  ladyship,"  for  some 
minutes  afl:er  the  discovery  had  been  made.  Pogson  piqued  himself 
on  his  breeding :  "  I  hate  the  aristocracy,"  he  said,  "  but  that's  no 
reason  why  I  shouldn't  behave'  like  a  gentleman." 

A  surly,  silent  little  gentleman,  who  had  been  the  third  at  the  ordi- 
nary, and  would  lake  no  part  either  in  the  conversation  or  in  Pogson's 
champagne,  now  took  up  his  hat,  and,  grunting,  left  the  room,  when  the 
happy  bagman  had  the  delight  of  a  tdle-i-tSU.  The  Baroness  did  not 
appear  inclined  to  move  ;  it  was  cold ;  a  fire  was  comfortable,  and 
she  had  ordered  none  in  her  apartment.  Might  Pogson  g^ve  her 
one  more  glass  of  champagne,  or  would  her  ladyship  prefer  "  some- 
thing hot."  Her  ladyship  gravely  said,  she  never  took  anything  hot. 
"Some  champagne,  then;  a  leetle  drop?"  She  would!  she  would  I 
O  gods  I  how  Pogson's  hand  shook  as  he  filled  and  offered  her  the 
glass  I 

What  took  place  during  the  rest  of  the  evening  had  better  be 
described  by  Mr.  Person  himself,  who  has  given  us  permission  to 
publish  his  letter. — 

"  QuUlacj's  HeleHprewmnccd  KSlyax\,  Caiait. 
"Dear  Tit,— I  arrived  at  Cally,  asthey  call  il,  this  day,  or  rather,  yesterday: 
for  it  is  past  midnight,  as  T  sit  thinking  of  a  wonderful  adventure  that  has  jost 
be&Ueo  me.  A  woman,  in  course ;  that's  always  the  case  with  mi,  yon  know : 
but  oh.  Tit  I  if  you  could  bat  see  her  I  Of  the  fiist  Jamily  in  France,  the 
Florval-DelTals,  beautiful  as  an  angd,  and  no  more  caring  for  money  than  I  do 
for  split  peas. 

' '  I'll  tell  you  how  it  occurred.  Everybody  in  France,  yoa  know,  dinea  at 
the  ordinary — it's  quite  distangy  to  do  so.  There  was  only  three  of  us  to-dny, 
however,— tiie  Baroness,  me,  and  a  gant,  who  never  spoke  a  word  ;  aRd  we 
didn't  want  ^>m  to,  neither  :  do  you  mark  that  ? 

"You  know  my  way  with  the  women ;  champagne's  the  thing;  make  'em 
drink,  make  'em  talk  \ — make  'cm  talk,  make  'em  do  anything.  So  I  orders  a 
botdc,  as  if  for  myself;  and,  'Ma'am,'  says  I,  'will  you  take  a  glass  of  Sham 
—just  one  ? '  Take  it  she  did — for  you  know  it's  quite  distangy  here :  every- 
body dines  at  the  li^U  de  hMe,  and  everybody  accepts  everybody's  wine.  Bob 
Irons,  who  travels  in  linen  on  our  circuit,  told  me  tlwt  he  had  made  some  slt^ 
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np  acqudntaiKes  tataag  the  genteeUst  people  at  FaiiE,  notfamg  but  by  offering 
t>HT"  Sbam. 

"  WeU,  my  Banmess  takes  one  glass,  two  glasses,  three  glasses — the  old 
jellow  goes — we  have  a  deal  of  chat  (she  topic  me  for  a  military  man,  she  said  : 
is  it  not  siDgular  that  so  many  people  should  ?},  and  by  ten  o'clock  we  had  grown 
so  intimate,  that  I  had  from  her  her  whole  history,  knew  where  she  came  from, 
and  where  she  was  going.  Leave  me  alone  with  'em ;  I  can  find  out  any 
woman's  history  in  half  an  hour. 

"  And  where  do  you  think  she  is  going  ?  to  Paris  to  be  sure  ;  she  has  her 
seat  in  wbat  they  call  the  CQOpy  (though  you're  not  near  so  cooped  in  it  as  in 
our  coaches.  I've  been  to  the  oSice  and  seen  one  of  'em).  She  h^  her  place 
in  (he  coopy,  and  the  coopy  holds  thra ;  so  what  does  Sam  Pogson  do  f — he 
goesandtfjtes  the  other  two.  Ain't  I  up  to  a  thmgor  two?  Oh,  no,  not  the 
least ;  but  I  shall  have  her  to  mjiself  the  whole  of  the  way. 

"We  shall  be  in  the  French  metropolis  the  day  after  this  reaches  you: 
please  look  out  for  a  handsome  lod^ng  for  me,  and  never  mind  the  expense. 
And  I  say,  if  yoa  could,  in  her  hearing,  when  you  came  down  to  the  coach, 
call  me  Captain  Pogson,  I  wish  you  would — it  sounds  w«U  travelling,  yon 
know  ;  and  when  she  aslced  me  if  I  was  not  an  ofEcer,  I  couldn't  say  no. 
Adieu,  then,  my  dear  feUow,  till  Monday,  and  vive  le  joy,  as  they  say.  The 
Baroness  says  I  speak  French  charmingly,  she  talks  English  as  well  as  you 
or  I.  "  Your  affectionate  friend, 

"S.   POOSON." 

This  letter  reached  us  duly,  in  our  garrets,  and  we  engaged  such 
an  apartment  for  Mr.  Pogson,  as  beseemed  a  gentleman  of  his  rank 
in  the  world  and  the  army.  At  the  appointed  hour,  too,  we  repaired  to 
the  Diligence  office,  and  there  beheld  the  arrival  of  the  machine  which 
contained  tijm  and  his  lovely  Baroness. 

Those  who  have  much  frequented  the  society  of  gentlemen  of  his 
profession  (and  what  more  delightful  ?)  must  he  aware,  that,  when  all 
the  rest  of  mankind  look  hideous,  dirty,  peevish,  wretched,  after  a  forty 
hours'  coach-joumey,  a  bagman  appears  as  gay  and  spruce  as  when 
he  started ;  having  within  himself  a  thousand  little  conveniences  for 
the  voyj^e,  which  common  travellers  neglect.  Pogson  had  a  little 
portatde  toilet,  of  which  he  had  not  failed  to  take  advantage,  and  with 
his  long,  curling,  flaxen  hair,  flowing  under  a  seal-skin  cap,  with  a  gold 
tassel,  with  a  blue  and  gold  satin  handkerchief,  a  crimson  velvet  waist- 
coat, a  light  green  cut-away  coat,  a  pair  of  barred  brickdust-coloured 
pantaloons,  and  a  neat  mackintosh,  presented,  altogether,  as  elegant 
and  disiingui  an  appearance  as  any  one  could  desire.  He  had  put  on 
a  dean  collar  at  breakfast,  and  a  pair  of  white  kids  as  he  entered  the 
barrier,  and  looked,  as  he  rushed  into  my  arms,  more  like  a  man 
stepping  out  of  a  bandbox,  than  one  descending  from  a  vehicle  that 
has  just  performed  one  of  the  laziest,  dullest,  flattest,  stalest,  dirtiest 
journeys  in  Eiuope. 
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To  my  surprise,  there  were  two  ladies  in  the  coach  with  my  friend, 
and  not  one,  as  I  had  expected.  One  of  these,  a  stout  female,  carrying 
sundry  baskets,  bags,  umbrellas,  and  woman's  wraps,  was  evidently  a 
m^d-servant :  the  other,  in  black,  was  Pogson's  fair  one,  evidently.  I 
could  see  a  gleam  of  curl-papers  over  a  sallow  face, — of  a  dusky  night- 
cap flapping  over  the  curl-papers,— but  these  were  hidden  by  a  lace 
veil  and  a  huge  velvet  bonnet,  of  which  the  crowning  birds  of  paradise 
were  evidently  in  a  moulting  state.  She  was  encased  in  many  shawls 
and  wrappers  ;  she  put,  hesitatingly,  a  pretty  little  foot  out  of  the 
carriage — Pogson  was  by  her  side  in  an  instant,  and,  gallantly  putting 
one  of  his  white  kids  round  her  waist,  aided  this  interesting  creature 
to  descend.  I  saw,  by  her  walk,  that  she  was  five-and-forty,  and  that 
my  little  Pogson  was  a  lost  man. 

After  some  brief  parley  between  them— in  which  it  was  charming  to 
hear  how  my  friend  Samuel  would  speak,  what  he  called  French,  to  a 
lady  who  could  not  understand  one  syllable  of  his  jargon— the  mutual 
hackney-coaches  drew  up ;  Madame  la  Baronne  waved  to  the  Captain 
a  graceful  French  curtsey.  "j4(^ou!"  said  Samuel,  and  waved  his  lily 
hand.     "  Adyou-addimang." 

A  brisk  little  gentleman,  who  had  made  the  journey  in  the  same 
coach  with  Pogson,  but  had  more  modestly  taken  a  seat  in  the 
Imperial,  here  passed  us,  and  greeted  me  with  a  "How  d'ye  do?" 
He  had  shouldered  his  own  litde  valise,  and  was  trudging  off,  scatter- 
ing a  cloud  of  commissionaires,  who  would  fain  have  spared  him  the 
trouble. 

"Do  you  know  that  chap?"  says  Pogson;  "surly  fellow,  ain't  he?" 

"  The  kindest  man  in  existence,"  answered  I ;  "  all  the  world  knows 
little  Major  British," 

"  He's  a  Major,  is  he  ? — why,  that's  the  fellow  that  dined  with  us 
at  KiUyax's  ;  it's  lucky  I  did  not  call  myself  Captain  before  him,  he 
mightn't  have  liked  it,  you  know;"  and  then  Sam  fell  intoa  reverie; 
— what  was  the  subject  of  his  thoughts  soon  appeared. 

"  Did  you  ever  see  such  a  foot  and  ankle?"  said  Sam,  after  sitting 
for  some  time,  regardless  of  the  novelty  of  the  scene,  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  plunged  in  the  deepest  thought. 

" Isifl  she  a  slap-up  woman,  eh,  now?"  pursued  he;  and  began 
enumerating  her  attractions,  as  a  horse-jockey  would  the  points  of  a 
favourite  animal. 

"  You  seem  to  have  gone  a  pretty  length  already,"  said  I,  "  by  pro- 
mismg  to  visit  her  to-morrow," 

"  A  good  length  ?— I  believe  you.    Leave  me  alone  for  that" 

"  But  I  thought  you  were  only  to  be  two  in  the  coup^,  you  wicked 
rogue." 

"Two  in  the  coopyt    Oh!  ah  lyes,  you  know— why,  that  is,  I 
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didn't  know  she  bad  her  maid  with  her  (what  an  ass  1  was  to  think  of 
a  noblewoman  travelling  without  one !)  and  couldn't,  in  course,  refuse 
when  she  asked  me  to  let  the  maid  in." 

«  Of  course  not." 

"  Couldn't,  you  know,  as  a  man  of  honour ;  but  I  made  it  up  for 
all  that,"  said  Pogson,  winking  slily,  and  putting  his  hand  to  his  little 
bunch  of  a  nose,  in  a  very  knowing  way. 

"  You  did,  and  how  ?  " 

"  Why,  you  dog,  I  sat  next  to  her;  sat  In  the  middle  the  whole  way, 
and  my  back's  half  broke,  I  can  tell  you : "  and  thus,  having  depicted 
his  happiness,  we  soon  reached  the  inn  where  this  back-broken  young 
man  was  to  lodge  during  bis  stay  in  Paris. 

The  next  day,  at  five,  we  met;  Mr.  Pogson  had  seen  his  Baroness, 
and  described  her  lodgings,  in  his  own  expressive  way,  as  "  slap-up." 
She  had  received  him  quite  hke  an  old  friend ;  treated  him  to  eau 
sucrie,  of  which  beverage  he  expressed  himself  a  great  admirer;  and 
actually  asked  him  to  dine  the  next  day.  But  there  was  a  cloud  over 
the  ingenuous  youth's  brow,  and  I  inquired  still  farther. 

"  Why,"  said  he,  with  a  sigh,  "  1  thought  she  was  a  widow;  and, 
hang  it !  who  should  come  in  but  her  husband  the  Baron :  a  big  fellow 
sir,  with  a  blue  coat,  a  red  ribbing,  and  such  a  pair  of  mustachios ! " 

"  Well,"  said  I,  "  he  didn't  turn  you  out,  I  suppose  ? " 

"  Oh,  no !  on  the  contrary,  as  kind  as  possible ;  his  lordship  said 
that  he  respected  the  English  army;  asked  me  what  corps  I  was  in, — 
said  he  had  fought  in  Spain  against  us, — and  made  me  welcome," 

"  What  could  you  want  more  ? " 

Mr.  Pogson  at  this  only  whistled ;  and  if  some  very  profound 
observer  of  human  nature  had  been  there  to  read  into  this  litde  bag- 
man's heart,  it  would,  perhaps,  have  been  manifest  that  the  appearance 
of  a  whiskered  soldier  of  a  husband  had  counteracted  some  plans  that 
the  young  scoundrel  was  concocting. 

I  live  up  a  hundred  and  thirty-seven  steps  in  the  remote  quarter  of 
the  Luxembourg,  and  it  is  not  to  be  expected  that  such  a  fashionable 
fellow  as  Sam  Pogson,with  his  pockets  ftill  of  money,  and  a  new  city  to 
see,  should  be  always  wandering  to  my  dull  quarters ;  so  that,  although 
he  did  not  make  his  appearance  for  some  time,  he  must  not  be  accused 
of  any  lidcewarmness  of  friendship  on  that  score. 

He  vras  out,  too,  when  I  called  at  his  hotel;  but  once,  I  had  the 
good  fortune  to  see  him,  with  his  hat  curiously  on  one  side,  looking  as 
pleased  as  Punch,  and  being  driven,  in  an  open  cab,  in  the  Champs 
Elyiies.  "  That's  another  tip-top  chap,"  said  he,  when  we  met,  at 
length.  "  What  do  you  think  of  an  Earl's  son,  my  boy  ?  Honourable 
Tom  Ringwood,  son  of  the  Earl  of  Cinqbars ;  what  do  you  think  of 
tha^eh?" 
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I  thought  he  was  getting  into  very  good  society.  Sam  was  a  dash- 
ing fellow,  and  was  always  above  his  own  line  of  life ;  he  had  met 
Mr.  Ringwood  at  the  Baron's,  and  they'd  been  to  the  play  together ; 
and  the  honourable  gent,  as  Sam  called  him,  had  joked  with  him 
about  being  well  to  do  in  a  certain  quarter  j  and  he  had  had  a  game  of 
biUiardswith  the  Baron,  at  the£j'/ii»H'»j',  "a  very  distangy place,  where 
you  smoke,"  said  Sam ;  "  quite  select,  and  frequented  by  the  tip-top 
nbbility; "  and  they  were  as  thick  as  peas  in  a  shell ;  and  they  were  to 
dine  that  day  at  Ringwood's,  and  sup,  the  next  night,  with  the  Baroness. 

"I  think  the  chaps  down  the  road  will  stare,"  said  Sam,  "when 
they  hear  how  I've  been  coming  it'  And  stare,  no  doubt,  they  would ; 
for  it  is  certain  that  very  few  commercial  gentlemen  have  had  Mr. 
Pogson's  advantages. 

The  next  morning  we  had  made  an  arrangement  to  go  out  shopping 
together,  and  to  purchase  some  articles  of  female  gear,  that  Sam 
intended  to  bestow  on  his  relations  when  he  returned.  Seven  needle- 
books,  for  his  sisters  ;  a  gilt  buckle,  for  his  mamma ;  a  handsome 
French  cashmere  shawl  and  bonnet,  for  his  auni  (the  old  lady  keeps 
an  inn  in  the  Borough,  and  has  plenty  of  money,  and  no  heirs) ;  and  a 
tooth-pick  case,  for  his  father.  Sam  is  a  good  fellow  to  all  his  relations, 
and  as  for  his  aunt,  he  adores  her.  Well,  we  were  to  go  and  make 
these  purchases,  and  I  arrived  punctually  at  my  time ;  but  Sam  was 
stretched  on  a  sofa,  very  pale  and  dismal. 

I  saw  how  it  had  been. — "A  little  too  much  of  Mr,  Ringwood's 
claret,  I  suppose?" 

He  only  gave  a  sickly  stare. 

"  Where  does  the  Honourable  Tom  live  ? "  says  I. 

'■^Honourable/"  says  Sam,  with  a  hollow,  horrid  laugh;  "I  tdl 
yDD,Tit,  he's  no  more  Honourable  than  you  are." 

"  What,  an  impostor  ? " 

"  No,  no ;  not  that.    He  is  a  real  Honourable,  only—" 

"  Oh,  ho  1  I  smeU  a  rat— a  litde  jealous,  eh  f " 

"Jealousy  be  hanged  !  I  tell  you  he's  a  thief;  and  the  Baron's  a 
thief;  and,  hang  me,  if  1  think  his  wife  is  any  better.  Eight-and- 
Ihirty  pounds  he  won  of  me  before  supper ;  and  made  me  drunk,  and 
sent  me  home  ; — is  that  honourable  ?  How  can  I  afford  to  lose  forty 
pounds  ?  If  s  took  me  two  years  to  save  it  up  :— if  my  old  aunt  gets 
wind  of  it,  shell  cut  me  off  with  a  shilling  :  hang  me ! " — and  here 
Sam,  in  an  agony,  tore  his  fair  hair. 

While  bewailing  his  lot  in  this  lamentable  strain,  his  bell  was  rung, 
which  signal  being  answered  by  a  surly  "  Come  in,"  a  tall,  very  fashion- 
able gentleman,  with  a  fur  coat,  and  a  fierce  tuft  to  his  chin,  entered 
the  room.  "  Person,  my  buck,  how  goes  it  ?"  said  he,  familiarly,  and 
gave  a  stare  at  me  :  I  was  making  for  my  hat 
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"  Don't  go,"  said  Sam,  rather  eagerly ;  and  I  sat  down  again. 

The  Honourable  Mr.  Ringwood  hummed  and  ha'd :  and,  al  last, 
said  he  wished  to  speak  to  Mr.  Pogson  on  business,  in  private,  if 
possible. 

"  There's  no  secrets  betwixt  me  and  my  friend,"  cried  Sam. 

Mr.  Ringwood  paused  a  little  :— "  An  awkward  business  that  of 
last  night,"  at  length  exclaimed  he. 

"  I  believe  it  was  an  awkward  business,"  said  Sam,  diily. 

"  I  really  am  very  sorry  for  yom'  losses." 

"  Thank  you :  and  so  am  I,  /  can  tell  you,"  said  Sam. 

"You  must  mind,  my  good  fellow,  and  not  drink;  for,  when  you 
drink,  you  ■will  play  high  :  by  Gad,  you  led  us  in,  and  not  we  you." 

"I  daresay,"  answered  Sam,  with  something  of  peevishness; 
"  losses  is  losses  :  thoe's  no  use  talkit^  about  'em  when  they're  over 
and  paid," 

"  And  paid  ? "  here  wonderingly  spoke  Mr,  Ringwood  ;  "  why,  my 
dear  fel — what  the  deuce — has  Florval  been  with  you  ? " 

"D —  Florval  I"  growled  Sam,  "I've  never  set  eyes  on  his  face 
since  last  night ;  and  never  wish  to  see  him  again." 

"  Come,  come,  enough  of  this  talk ;  how  do  you  mtend  to  settle 
the  bills  which  you  gave  him  last  night  ?  " 

"Bills  I  what  do  you  mean?" 

"  I  mean,  sir,  these  biUs,"  said  the  Honourable  Tom,  producing  two 
out  of  his  pocket-book,  and  looking  as  stem  as  a  lion.  " '  1  promise  to 
pay,  on  demand,  to  the  Baron  de  Florval,  the  sum  of  four  hundred 
pounds.  October  zo,  1838.'  '  Ten  days  after  date  I  promise  to  pay  the 
Baron  de  et  CEetera  et  Cietera,  one  hundred  and  ninety-eight  pounds. 
Samuel  Pogson.'    You  didn't  say  what  legiment  you  were  in," 

"  What  ! "  shouted  poor  Sam,  as  ir<un  a  dream,  starting  up  and 
looking  preternatural ly  pale  and  hideous. 

"  D —  it,  sir,  you  don't  affect  ignorance :  you  don't  pretend  not  to 
remember  that  you  signed  these  bills,  for  money  lost  in  my  rooms : 
money  UrU  \.o  you,  by  Madame  de  Melval,  at  your  own  request,  and 
lost  to  her  husband  f  You  don't  suppose,  sir,  that  I  shall  be  such  an 
infernal  idiot  as  to  beUeve  you,  or  such  a  coward  as  to  put  up  with  a 
mean  subterfuge  of  this  sort  Will  you,  or  will  you  not  pay  the 
money,  sir  ?  " 

"  I  will  not,"  said  Sam,  stoutly  ;  "  it's  a  d — d  swin — " 

Here  Mr.  Ringwooi  sprung  up,  clenching  his  riding-whip,  and 
looking  so  fierce  that  Sam  and  1  bounded  back  to  the  other  end  of  the 
room.  "Utter  that  word  again,  and,  by  heaven.  111  murder  you!" 
shouted  Mr.  Ringwood,  and  looked  as  if  he  would,  too ;  "  once  more, 
will  you,  or  will  you  not,  pay  this  money?" 

"  1  can't,"  said  Sam,  faintly. 
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"  m  call  again,  Ci^tmn  Pogson,"  s^d  Mr.  Ringwood,  "  III  call 
again  in  one  tour ;  and,  unless  you  come  to  some  anangement,  you 
must  meet  my  friend,  the  Baron  de  Melval,  or  I'll  post  you  for  a 
swindler  and  a  coward."  With  this  he  went  out :  the  door  thundered 
to  after  him,  and  when  the  dink  of  his  steps  departing  had  subsided, 
1  was  enabled  to  look  round  at  Pog.  The  poor  little  man  had  his  elbows 
on  the  marble  table,  his  head  between  his  hands,  and  looked,  as  one 
has  seen  gentlemen  look  over  a  steara-vessp!  off  Ramsgate,  the  wind 
blowing  remarkably  fresh  :  at  last  he  fairly  burst  out  cryii^. 

"  If  Mrs.  Pogson  heard  of  this,"  said  I,  "  what  would  become  of  the 
'Three  Tuns?'"(for  I  wished  to  give  himalesson).  "  If  your  Ma, 
who  took  you  every  Sunday  to  meetmg,  should  know  that  bet  boy  was 
paying  attention  to  married  women ; — if  Drench,  Glauber  and  Co., 
your  employers,  were  to  kno-y  that  their  confidential  agent  was  a 
gambler,  and  unfit  to  be  trusted  with  their  money,  how  long  do  you 
think  your  connexion  would  last  with  them,  and  who  would  afterwards 
employ  you  ? " 

To  this  poor  Pog  had  not  a  word  of  answer ;  but  sat  on  his  sofa 
whimperiog  so  bitterly,  that  the  sternest  of  mor^^ists  would  have 
relented  towards  him,  and  would  have  been  touched  by  the  little 
wretch's  tears.  Everything,  too,  must  be  pleaded  in  excuse  for  this 
unfortunate  bagman  :  who,  if  he  wished  to  pass  for  a  captain,  had  only 
done  so  because  he  had  an  intense  respect  and  longing  for  rank  :  if  he 
had  made  love  to  the  Baroness,  had  only  done  so  because  he  was 
given  to  understand  by  Lord  Byron's  "  Don  juan"  that  making  love 
was  a  very  correct,  natty  thing  :  and  if  he  had  gambled,  bad  only  been 
induced  to  do  so  by  the  bright  eyes  and  example  of  the  Baron  and  tlie 
Baroness.  0  ye  Barons  and  Baronesses  of  England  I  if  ye  knew  what 
a  number  of  small  commoners  are  daily  occupied  in  studying  your 
lives,  and  imitating  your  aristocratic  ways,  how  careful  would  ye  be  of 
your  morals,  manners,  and  conversation  ! 

My  soul  was  filled,  then,  with  a  gentle  yearning  pity  for  Pogson,  and 
revolved  many  plans  for  his  rescue :  nont  of  these  seeming  to  be 
practicable,  at  last  we  hit  on  the  very  wisest  of  all,  and  determined  to 
apply  for  counsel  to  no  less  a  person  than  Major  British. 

A  blessing  it  is  to  be  acquainted  with  my  worthy  friend,  the  little 
Major  British ;  and  heaven,  sure,  it  was  that  put  the  Major  into  my 
head,  when  I  heard  of  this  awkward  scrape  of  poor  Fog's.  The  Major 
is  on  half-pay,  and  occupies  a  modest  apartmeiit  au  quatriinte,  in  the 
very  hotel  which  Pogson  had  patronized  at  my  suggestion ;  indeed,  I 
had  chosen  it  from  Major  Brilish's  own  pecuhar  recommendation.  ' 

There  is  no  better  guide  to  follow  than  such  a  character  as  the 
honest  Major,  of  whom  there  are  many  likenesses  now  scattered  over 
the  continent  of  Europe :  men  who  love  to  live  well,  and  are  forced  lo 
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live  cheaply,  and  who  find  the  English  abroad  a  thousand  times  easier, 
menier,  and  more  hospitable  than  the  same  persons  at  home.  1,  for 
my  part,  never  landed  on  Calais  pier  without  feeling  that  a  load  of 
sorrows  was  left  on  the  other  side  of  the  water ;  and  have  always 
fancied  that  black  care  stepped  on  board  the  steamer,  along  with  the 
custom-house  officers,  at  Gravescnd,  and  accompanied  one  to  yonder 
black  louring  towers  of  London — so  busy,  so  dismal,  and  50  vast. 

British  would  have  cut  any  foreigner's  throat  who  ventured  to  say 
so  much,  but  entertained,  no  doubt,  private  sentiments  of  this  nature  ; 
for  he  passed  eight  months  of  the  year,  regularly,  abroad,  with  head- 
quarters at  Paris  (the  garrets  before  alluded  to),  and  only  went  to 
England  for  the  month's  shooting,  on  the  grounds  of  his  old  colonel, 
now  an  old  lord,  of  whose  acquaintance  the  Major  was  passably 
inclined  to  boasL 

He  loved  and  respected,  like  a  good  staunch  Tory  as  he  is,  every 
one  of  the  English  nobility ;  gave  himself  certain  little  airs  of  a  man  of 
fashion,  that  were  by  no  means  disagreeable  i  and  was,  indeed,  kindly 
regarded  by  such  English  aristocracy  as  he  met,  in  his  little  annual 
tours  among  the  German  courts,  in  Italy  or  in  Paris,  where  he  never 
missed  an  ambassador's  night :  be  retailed  to  us,  who  didn't  go,  but 
were  delighted  to  know  all  that  had  taken  place,  accurate  accounts  of 
the  dishes,  the  dresses,  and  the  scandal  which  had  there  fallen  under 
his  observation. 

He  is,  moreover,  one  of  the  most  useful  persons  in  society  that 
can  possibly  be :  for  besides  being  incorrigibly  duelsome  on  his  own 
account,  be  is,  for  others,  the  most  acute  and  peaceable  counsellor  in 
the  world,  and  has  carried  more  &iends  through  scrapes  and  prevented 
more  deaths  than  any  member  of  the  Humane  Society.  British  never 
bought  a  single  step  in  the  army,  as  is  well  known.  In  '14  be  killed 
a  celebrated  Frendi  fire-eater,  who  had  slain  a  young  friend  of  his, 
and  living,  as  he  does,  a  great  deal  with  young  men  of  pleasure,  and 
good  old  sober  family  people,  he  is  loved  by  them  both,  and  has  as 
welcome  a  place  made  for  him  at  a  roaring  bachelor's  supper  at  the 
"  Caf^  Anglais,"  as  at  a  staid  dowager's  diimer-table  in  the  Faubourg 
SL  Honort.  Such  pleasant  old  boys  are  very  profitable  acquaintances, 
let  me  tell  you ;  and  lucky  is  the  young  man  who  has  one  or  two  such 
friends  in  bis  list. 

Hurrying  on  Pogson  in  his  dress,  I  conducted  him,  panting,  up  to 
the  Major's  quatrQme,  where  we  were  cheerfully  bidden  to  come  in. 
The  litde  gentleman  was  in  his  travelling-jacket,  and  occupied  in 
painting,  elegantly,  one  of  those  natty  pairs  of  boots  in  which  he  daily 
promenaded  the  Boulevards.  A  couple  of  pairs  of  tough  buff  gloves 
had  been  imdei^oing  some  pipeclaying  operation  under  his  hands; 
no  man  stepped  out  so  spick  and  span,  with  a  hat  so  nicely  brushed. 
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with  3  stiff  cravat  tied  so  neatly  under  a  fat  little  red  face,  with  a 
blue  frock-coat  so  scrupulously  fitted  to  a  punchy  little  person,  as 
Major  British,  about  whom  we  have  written  these  two  pages.  He 
stared  rather  hardly  at  my  companion,  but  gave  me  a  kind  shake  of 
the  hand,  and  we  proceeded  at  once  to  business.  "  Major  British," 
said  I,  "  we  want  your  advice  in  regard  to  an  unpleasant  affair  which 
has  just  occurred  to  my  friend  Pogson." 

"  Pogson,  take  a  chair." 

"You  must  know,  sir,  that  Mr.  Pogson,  coming  from  Calais  the 
other  day,  encountered,  in  the  diligence,  a  very  handsome  woman." 

British  winked  at  Pogson,  who,  wretched  as  he  was,  could  not  help 
feeling  pleased. 

"  Mr.'Pogson  was  not  more  pleased  with  this  lovely  creature  than 
was  she  with  him  ;  for,  it  appears,  she  gave  him  her  card,  invited  him 
to  her  house,  where  he  has  been  constantly,  and  has  been  received 
with  much  kindness." 

"  I  see,"'  says  British. 

"  Her  husband  the  Baron " 

"Now  it's  coming,"  said  the  Major,  with  a  grin:  "her  husband 
is  jealous,  1  suppose,  and  there  is  a  talk  of  the  Bois  de  Boulogne :  my 
dear  sir,  you  can't  refuse — can't  refuse." 

"  Ifs  not  that,"  said  Pogson,  wa^ng  his  head  passionately. 

"  Her  husband  the  Baron  seemed  quite  as  much  taken  with  Pogson 
as  his  lady  was,  and  has  introduced  him  to  some  very  rfw/ingK./ friends 
of  his  own  set.  Last  night  one  of  the  Baron's  friends  gave  a  party  in 
honour  of  my  friend  Pogson,  who  lost  forty-eight  pounds  at  cards  before 
he  was  made  drunk,  and  heaven  knows  how  much  after." 

"  Not  a  shilling,  by  sacred  heaven !— not  a  shilling !  "  yelled  out 
Pogson,  "After  the  supper  I  'ad  such  an  'eadach',  I  couldn't  do 
anything  but  fall  asleep  on  the  sofa." 

"  You  'ad  such  an  'eadach',  sir,"  says  British,  sternly,  who  piques 
himself  on  his  grammar  and  pronunciation,  and  scorns  a  cockney. 

"  Such  a  ^-eadache,  sir,"  replied  Person,  with  much  meekness. 

"  The  unfortunate  man  is  brought  home  at  two  o'clock,  as  tipsy  as 
possible,  draped  upstairs,  senseless,  to  bed,  and,  on  waking,  receives 
a  visit  from  his  entertainer  of  the  night  before— a  lord's  son.  Major,  a 
tip-top  fellow,  who  brings  a  couple  of  bills  that  my  friend  Pogson  is 
said  to  have  signed." 

"Well,  my  dear  fellow,  the  thing's  quite  simple,— he  must  pay 
them." 

"  I  can't  pay  them," 

"  He  cant  pay  them,"  said  we  both  in  a  breath :  "  Pogson  is  a 
commercial  traveller,  with  thirty  shillings  a  week,  and  how  the  deuce 
is  he  to  pay  five  hundred  pounds  ?" 
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"  A  bagman,  sir !  and  what  right  has  a  b^man  to  gamble  I  Gentle- 
men gamble,  sir;  tradesmen,  sir,  have  no  business  with  the  amuse- 
ments of  the  gentry.  What  business  had  you  with  barons  and  lords' 
sons,  sirP^serveyou  right,  sir." 

"Sir,"  says  Pogson,  with  some  dignity,  "merit,  and  not  birth,  is 
the  criterion  of  a  man :  I  despise  an  hereditary  aristocracy,  and 
admire  only  Nature's  gentlemen.     For  my  part,  I  think  that  a  British 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  sir,"  bounced  out  the  Major,  "  and  don't 
lecture  me ;  don't  come  to  me,  sir,  with  your  slang  about  Nature's 
gentlemen — Nature's  tomfools,  sir!  Did  Nature  open  a  cash  account 
for  you  at  a  banker's,  sir  ?  Did  Natmre  give  you  an  education,  sir  ? 
What  do  you  mean  by  competing  with  people  to  whom  Nature  has 
given  all  these  things  ?  Stick  to  your  bags,  Mr.  Pogson,  and  your 
bagmen,  and  leave  barons  and  their  like  to  their  own  ways." 

"  Yes,  but,  Major,"  here  cried  that  f^thful  friend,  who  has  always 
stood  by  Pogson  ;  "  they  won't  leave  him  alone." 

"  The  honourable  gent  says  I  must  fight  if  I  don't  pay,"  whimpered 

"  What !  light  you  f  Do  you  mean  that  the  honourable  gent,  as 
you  call  him,  will  go  out  with  a  b^^man  ? " 

"  He  doesn't  know  I'm  a— I'm  a  commercial  man,"  blushingly  said 
Sam  :  "  he  fancies  I'm  a  military  gent." 

The  Major's  gravity  was  quite  upset  at  this  absurd  notion ;  and  he 
laughed  outrageously.  "  Why,  the  fact  is,  sir,"  said  I,  "  that  my  friend 
Pogson,  knowing  the  value  of  the  title  of  Captain,  and  being  compli- 
mented by  the  Baroness  on  his  warlike  appearance,satd,botdly,  he  was 
in  the  army.  He  only  assumed  the  rank  in  order  to  daiile  her  weak 
imagination,  never  fancying  that  there  was  a  husband,  and  a  circle  of 
friends  with  whom  he  was  afterwards  to  make  an  acquaintance ;  and 
then,  you  know,  it  was  too  late  to  withdraw." 

"  A  pretty  pickle  you  have  put  yourself  in,  Mr,  Pogson,  by  making 
love  to  other  men's  wives,  and  calling  yourself  names,"  said  the  Major 
who  was  restored  to  good  humour.  "  And  pray,  who  is  the  honourable 
gent?" 

"  The  Earl  of  Cinqbars'  son,"  says  Pogson,  "  the  Honourable  Tom 
Ringwood." 

"  I  thought  it  was  some  such  character  :  and  the  Baron  is  the  Baron 
deFlorval-Delval?" 

"The  very  same," 

"  And  his  wife  a  black-haired  woman,  with  a  pretty  foot  and  ankle ; 
calls  herself  Athenais  ;  and  is  always  talking  about  her  trente-deux 
ans?  Why,  sir,  that  woman  was  an  actress  on  the  Boulevard,  when 
we  were  here  in  '15.    She's  no  more  his  wife  than  I  am.    Delval's 
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name  is  Chicot  The  woman  is  always  travelling  between  London  and 
Paris  :  I  saw  she  was  hooking  you  at  Calais  ;  she  has  hooked  ten  men, 
in  the  course  of  the  last  two  years,  in  this  very  way.  She  lent  you 
money,  didn't  she  ? "  "  Yes."  "  And  she  leans  on  your  shoulder,  and 
whispers, '  Play  half  for  me,'  and  somebody  wins  it,  and  the  poor  thing 
is  as  sorry  as  you  are,  and  her  husband  storms  and  rages,  and  insists 
on  double  stakes;  and  she  leans  over  your  shoulder  again,  and  tells 
every  card  in  your  hand  to  your  adversary,  and  that's  the  way  it's  done, 
Mr,  Pogson." 

"  I've  been  'ad,  I  see  I  'ave,"  said  Pogson,  very  humbly. 

"  Well,  sir,"  said  the  Major,  "  in  consideration,  not  of  you,  sir — for, 
give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  Mr,  Pogson,  that  you  are  a  pitiful  bttle 
scoundrel — in  consideration  for  my  Lord  Cinqbars,  sir,  with  whom,  I 
am  proud  to  say,  I  am  intimate"  (the  Major  dearly  loved  a  lord,  and 
was,  by  his  own  showing,  acquainted  with  half  the  peerage),  "  I  will 
aid  you  in  this  affair.  Your  cursed  vanity,  sir,  and  want  of  principle, 
has  set  you,  in  the  first  place,  intriguing  with  other  men's  wives  ;  and 
if  you  had  been  shot  for  your  pains,  a  bullet  would  have  only  served 
you  right,  sir.  You  must  go  about  as  an  impostor,  sir,  in  society; 
and  you  pay  richly  for  your  swindling,  sir,  by  being  swindled  yourself : 
but,  as  I  think  your  punishirient  has  been  already  pretty  severe,  I  shall 
do  my  best,  out  of  regard  for  my  friend,  Lord  Cinqbars,  to  prevent  the 
matter  going  any  farther ;  and  I  recommend  you  to  leave  Paris  with- 
out delay.  Now  let  me  wish  you  a  good  morning."— Wherewith 
British  made  a  majestic  bow,  and  began  giving  the  last  touch  to  his 
varnished  boots. 

We  departed :  poor  Sam  perfectly  silent  and  chapfallen ;  and  I 
meditating  on  the  wisdom  of  the  half-pay  philosopher,  and  wondering 
what  means  he  would  employ  to  rescue  Pogson  from  his  fate. 

What  these  means  were  I  know  not ;  but  Mr.  Ringwood  did  ttol 
make  his  appearance  at  six,  and,  at  eight,  a  letter  arrived  for  "Mr. 
Pogson,  commercial  traveller,"  &c.  &c.  It  was  blank  inside,  but  con- 
tained his  two  tills.  Mr.  Ringwood  left  town,  almost  immediately,  for 
Vienna ;  nor  did  the  Major  explain  the  circumstances  which  caused  his 
dqiarture ;  but  he  muttered  something  about  "knew  some  of  his  old 
tricks,"  "  threatened  police,  and  made  him  disgorge  directly." 

Mr.  Ringwood  is,  as  yet,  young  at  his  trade ;  and  ■!  have  often 
thought  it  was  very  green  of  him  to  give  up  the  bills  to  the  Major,  who, 
certainly,  would  never  have  pressed  the  matter  before  the  police,  out  of 
respect  for  his  friend,  Lord  Cinqbars, 
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THE  FETES  OF  JULY. 

IN  A  LETTER  TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  "BUNGAY  BEACON," 
Pari,,  ynl,  30«.  1839. 

WE  have  arrived  here  just  in  time  for  the  fStes  of  July.— You  have 
read,  no  doubt,  of  that  glorious  revolution  which  took  place 
here  nine  years  ago,  and  which  is  now  commemorated  annually,  in  a 
pretty  facetious  manner,  by  gun-firing,  student-processions,  pole- 
climbing-for-silver-spoons,  gold-watches  and  legs-of-mutton,  monar- 
chical orations,  and  what  not,  and  sanctioned,  moreover,  by  Chamber- 
of-Deputies,  with  a  grant  of  a  couple  of  hundred  thousand  francs  to 
de&ay  the  expenses  of  all  the  crackers,  gun-firings,  and  legs-of-mutton 
aforesaid.  TTiere  is  a  new  fountain  in  the  Place  Louis  Quinze,  other- 
wise called  the  Place  Louis  Seize,  or  else  the  Place  de  la  Revolution, 
or  dse  the  Place  de  !a  Concorde  (who  can  say  why  ?) — which,  1  am 
told,  is  to  run  bad  wine  during  certain  hours  to-morrow,  and  there 
■would\a^^  been  a  review  of  the  National  Guards  and  the  Line — only, 
dnce  the  Fieschi  business,  reviews  are  no  joke,  and  so  this  latter  part 
of  the  festivity  has  been  discontinued. 

Do  you  not  laugh,  O  Pharos  of  Bungay,  at  the  continuance  of  a 
humbug  such  as  this  f- — at  the  humbugging  anniversary  of  a  humbug? 
The  King  of  the  Barricades  is,  next  to  the  Emperor  Nicholas,  the  most 
absolute  Sovereign  in  Europe ;  yet  there  is  not  in  the  whole  of  this  fair 
kingdom  of  France  a  single  man  who  cares  sixpence  about  him,  or  his 
dynasty  :  except,  mayhap,  ,a  few  hangers-on  at  the  Chiteau,  who  eat 
his  dinners,  and  put  their  hands  in  his  purse.  The  feeling  of  loyalty  is 
as  dead  as  old  Charles  the  Tenth  ;  the  Chambers  have  been  laughed 
at,  the  country  has  been  laughed  at,  all  the  successive  ministries  have 
been  laughed  at  (and  you  know  who  is  the  wag  that  has  amused  him- 
self with  them  all)  i  and,  behold,  here  come  three  days  at  the  end  of 
July,  and  cannons  think  it  necessary  to  fire  off,  squibs  and  crackers  to 
blaze  and  fizz,  fountains  to  run  wine,  Icings  to  make  speeches,  and 
subjects  to  crawl  up  greasy  mats-de-coeagne  in  token  of  gratitude  and 
rtjeuissance  publique  ! — My  dear  sir,  in  their  aptitude  to  swallow,  to 
utter,  to  enact  humbugs,  these  French  people,  fi-om  Majesty  down- 
wards, beat  all  the  other  nations  of  this  earth.  In  looking  at  these 
men,  their  manners,  dresses,  opinions,  politics,  actions,  history,  it  is 
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impossible  to  preserve  a  grave  countenance  ;  instead  of  having  Carlyle 
to  write  a  Hbtory  of  the  French  Revolution,  1  often  think  it  should  be 
handed  over  to  Dickens  or  Theodore  Hook :  and  oh  !  where  is  the 
Rabelais  to  be  the  faithful  historian  of  the  last  phase  of  the  Revolution 
— the  last  glorious  nine  years  of  which  we  are  now  commemorating  the 
last  glorious  three  days  ? 

I  had  made  a  vow  not  to  say  a  syllable  on  the  subject,  although  I 
have  seen,  with  my  neighbours,  all  the  ginger-bread  stalls  down  the 
Champs  Elys^es,  and  some  of  the  "catafalques"  erected  to  the  memory 
of  the  heroes  of  July,  where  the  students  and  others,  not  connected 
personally  with  the  victims,  and  not  having  in  the  least  profited  by 
their  deaths,  come  and  weep  ;  but  the  grief  shown  on  the  first  day  is 
quite  as  absurd  and  fictitious  as  the  joy  exhibited  on  the  last.  The 
subject  is  one  which  admits  of  much  wholesome  reflection  and  food  for 
mirth  ;  and,  besides,  is  so  richly  treated  by  the  French  themselves, 
that  it  would  be  a  sin  and  a  shame  to  pass  it  over.  Allow  me  to  have 
the  honour  of  translating,  for  your  edification,  an  account  of  the  first 
day's  proceedings — it  is  mighty  amusing,  to  my  thinking, 

CELEBRATION  OF  THE  DAYS  OF  JULY. 

"  To-day  (Saturday),  funeral  ceremonies,  in  honour  of  the  victims  of 
July,  were  held  in  the  various  edifices  consecrated  to  public  worship. 

"  These  edifices,  with  the  exception  of  some  churches  (especially 
that  of  the  Petit s-P&res),  were  uniformly  hung  with  black  on  the  out- 
side ;  tBe  hangings  bore  only  this  inscription  ;  rj,  28,  29  July,  1830 — 
surrounded  by  a  wreath  of  oak-leaves. 

'  "  In  the  interior  of  the  Catholic  churches,  it  had  only  been  thought 
proper  to  dress  liiiie  catafalques,  as  for  burials  of  the  third  and  fourth 
class.  Very  few  clergy  attended ;  but  a  considerable  number  of  the 
National  Guard. 

"  The  Synagogue  of  the  Israelites  was  entirely  hung  with  black ; 
and  a  great  concourse  of  people  attended.  The  service  was  performed 
with  the  greatest  pomp. 

"  In  the  Protestant  temples  there  was  likewise  a  very  full  attend- 
ance :  apologitical  discourses  on  the  Revolution  of  July  were  pro- 
nounced by  the  pastors. 

"  The  absence  of  M.  de  Quflen  (Archbishop  of  Paris),  and  of  many 
members  of  the  superior  clergy,  was  remarked  at  Notre  Dame. 

"The  civil  authorities  attended  service  in  their  several  districts. 

"  The  poles,  ornamented  with  tricoloured  flags,  which  formerly 
were  placed  on  Notre  Dame,  were,  it  was  remarked,  suppressed. 
The  flags  on  the  Pont  Neuf  were,  during  the  ceremony,  only  half- 
mast  high,  and  covered  with  crape," 

Et  cjEtera,  et  castera,  et  cietera. 
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"  The  tombs  of  the  Louvre  were  covered  with  black  hangings,  and 
adorned  with  tricoloured  flags.  In  front  and  in  the  middle  was  erected 
an  expiatory  monument  of  a  pyramidical  shape,  and  surmounted  by  a 
funeral  vase. 

"  Tkese  tombs  ■were  guarded  by  the  MUNICIPAL  Guard,  the 
Troops  of  the  Line,  the  Sergens  te  Ville  {town  patrol), 
AND  A  Brigade  of  Agents  of  Police  in  plain  clothes,  under 
the  orders  of  peace-officer  VassaL 

"  Between  eleven  and  twelve  o'clock,  some  young  men,  to  the 
number  of  400  or  500,  assembled  on  the  Place  de  la  Bourse,  one  of 
them  bearing  a  tricoloured  banner  with  an  inscription,  'To  THE 
Manes  of  July  : '  ranging  themselves  in  order,  they  marched  five 
abreast  to  the  March^  des  Innocens.  On  their  arrival,  the  Municipal 
Guards  of  the  Halle  aux  Draps,  where  the  post  had  been  doubled, 
issued  out  without  arms,  and  the  town-sergeants  placed  themselves 
before  the  market  to  prevent  the  entry  of  the  procession.  The  young 
men  passed  in  perfect  order,  and  without  saying  a  word — only  fifting 
their  hats  as  they  defiled  before  the  tombs.  When  they  arrived  at  the 
Louvre  they  found  the  gates  shut,  and  the  garden  evacuated.  The 
Troops  were  under  arms,  and  formed  in  battalion. 

"  After  the  passage  of  the  procession,  the  garden  was  ag^n  open 
to  the  public. 

And  the  evening  and  the  morning  were  the  first  day. 

There's  nothing  serious  in  mortality :  is  there,  from  the  beginning 
of  this  account  to  the  end  thereof,  aught  but  sheer,  open,  monstrous, 
undisguised  humbug  ?  I  said,  before,  that  you  should  have  a  history 
of  these  people  by  Dickens  or  Theodore  Hook,  but  there  is  little  need 
of  professed  wags ;— do  not  the  men  write  their  own  tale  with  an 
admirable  Sancho-like  gravity  and  na'ivet^,  which  one  could  not 
desire  improved?  How  good  is  that  touch  of  sly  indignation  about 
the  little  catafalques  J  bow  rich  the  contrast  presented  by  the  economy 
of  the  Catholics  to  the  splendid  disregard  of  expense  exhibited  by 
the  devout  Jews  !  and  how  touching  the  "  apologetieal  discourses  on 
the  Revolution,"  delivered  by  the  Protestant  pastors  \  Fancy  the 
profound  affliction  of  the  Gardes  Municipaux,  the  Sergens-de- Ville, 
the  police  agents  in  plain  clothes,  and  the  troops  with  fixed  bayonets, 
sobbing  round  the  "expiatory  monuments  of  a  pyramidical  shape, 
surmounted  by  funeral  vases,"  and  compelled,  by  sad  duty,  to  fire 
into  the  public  who  might  wish  to  indulge  in  the  same  woe  !  O 
"  manes  of  July ! "  (the  phrase  is  pretty  and  grammatical)  why  did 
you  with  sharp  bullets  break  those  Louvre  windows  ?  Why  did  you 
bayonet  red-coated  Swiss  behind  that  fair  white  facade,  and,  braving 
cannon,  musket,  sabre,  perspective  guillotine,  burst  yonder  bronze 
gates,  rush  through  that  peacefiil  picture-gallery,  and  hurl  royalty. 
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loyalty,  and  a  thousan'd  years  of  Kings,  head-ovet-heels  out  of  yonder 
Tuileries'  windows  ? 

It  is,  you  will  allow,  a  little  difficult  to  say ; — there  is,  however, 
one  benefit  that  the  country  has  gained  (as  for  liberty  of  press,  or 
person,  diminished  taxation,  a  juster  representation,  who  ever  thinks 
of  them  ?) — one  benefit  they  have  gained,  or  nearly — abolition  dc  la 
peine-de-jnort  pour  dilit  politique :  no  more  wicked  guillotining  for 
revolutions.  A  Frenchman  must  have  his  revolution— it  is  his  nature 
to  knock  down  omnibuses  in  the  street,  and  across  them  to  fire  at 
troops  of  the  Lne— it  is  a  sin  to  baulk  it.  Did  not  the  King  send  off 
Revolutionary  Prince  Napoleon  in  a  coach-and-four  ?  Did  not  the 
jury,  before  the  face  of  God  and  Justice,  proclaim  Revolutionary 
Colonel  Vaudrey  not  guilty? — One  may  hope,  soon,  that  if  a  man 
shows  decent  courage  and  energy  in  half-a-dozen  Jmeulei,  he  will  get 
promotion  and  a  premium, 

I  do  not  (although,  perhaps,  partial  to  the  subject)  want  to  talk 
more  nonsense  than  the  occasion  warrants,  and  will  pray  you  to  cast 
your  eyes  over  the  following  anecdote,  that  is  now  going  the  round 
of  the  papers,  and  respects  the  commutation  of  the  punishment  of  that 
wretched,  fool-hardy  Barbi!s,  who,  on  his  trial,  seemed  to  invite  the 
penalty  which  has  just  been  remitted  to  him.  You  recollect  the  brag- 
gart's speech  ;  "  When  the  Indian  falls  into  the  power  of  the  enemy, 
he  knows  the  fate  that  awaits  him,  and  submits  his  head  to  the  knife  : 
— /  am  the  Indian  ! " 

"  WeU " 

"  M.  Hugo  was  at  the  opera  on  the  night  the  sentence  of  the  Court 
of  Peers,  condemning  Barb^s  to  death,  was  published.  The  great 
poet  composed  the  following  verses  : — 

'  Far  voire  itnge  envoUe,  ainu  qu'une  colombe. 
Par  le  royal  enfant,  doux  et  fr£le  roseao, 
GrSce  encore  une  fois  1    Grflce  an  uom  de  k  tombe  ! 
Grice  au  nom  du  berjeau  ? '  * 

"  M.  Victor  Hugo  wrote  the  lines  out  instandy  on  a  sheet  of  paper, 
which  he  folded,  and  simply  despatched  them  to  the  King  of  the 
French  by  the  penny-post. 

"  That  truly  is  a  noble  voice,  which  can  at  all  hours  thus  speak  to 
the  throne.  Poetry,  in  old  days,  was  called  the  language  of  the  Gods 
— it  is  better  named  now— it  is  the  language  of  the  Kings. 

•  Translated  for  the  benefit  of  country  gentlemen ; — 
"By  your  angel  flown  away  just  like  a  dove, 
By  the  royal  in^t,  that  frail  and  tender  reed. 
Pardon  yet  once  more  !    Pardon  in  the  name  of  the  tomb  I 
Pardon  in  the  name  of  the  cradle  I " 
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"  But  the  clemency  of  the  King  had  anticipated  the  letter  of  the 
Poet  His  Majesty  had  signed  the  commutation  of  BarMs,  while  the 
poet  was  still  writing. 

"  Louis  Philippe  replied  to  the  author  of  '  Ruy  Bias '  most  gra- 
ciously, that  he  had  already  subscribed  to  a  wish  so  noble,  and  that 
the  verses  had  only  confirmed  his  previous  disposition  to  mercy." 

Now  in  countries  where  fools  most  abound,  did  one  ever  read  of 
more  monstrous,  palpable  folly?  In  any  country,  save  this,  would  a 
poet  who  chose  to  write  four  crack-brained  verses,  comparing  an 
angel  to  a  dove,  and  a  little  boy  to  a  reed,  and  calling  upon  the  chief 
magistrate,  in  tiie  name  of  the  angel,  or  dove  (the  Princess  Maty)  in 
her  tomb,  and  the  little  infant  in  its  cradle,  to  spare  a  criminal,  have 
received  a  "gracious  answer"  to  his  nonsense?  Would  he  have  ever 
despatched  the  nonsense  ?  and  would  any  journalist  have  been  silly 
enough  to  talk  of  "the  noble  voice  that  could  thus  speak  to  the 
throne,"  and  the  noble  throne  that  could  return  such  a  noble  answer  to 
the  noble  voice  f  You  get  nothing  done  here  gravely  and  decently. 
Tawdry  stage  tricks  are  played,  and  braggadocio  claptraps  uttered,  on 
every  occasion,  however  sacred  or  solemn  :  in  the  face  of  death,  as  by 
Barb^s  with  his  hideous  Indian  metaphor ;  in  the  teeth  of  reason,  as 
by  M.  Victor  Hugo  with  his  twopenny-post  poetry ;  and  of  justice, 
as  by  the  King's  absurd  reply  to  this  absurd  demand  1  Suppose  the 
Count  of  Paris  to  be  twenty  times  a  reed,  and  the  Princess  Maiy  a 
host  of  angels,  is  that  any  reason  why  the  law  should  not  have  its 
course  ?  Justice  is  the  God  of  our  lower  world,  our  great  omnipresent 
guardian ;  as  such  it  moves,  or  should  move  on,  majestic,  awful, 
irresistible,  having  no  passions — like  a  God  ;  but,  in  the  very  midst  of 
*  the  path  across  which  it  is  to  pass,  lo  !  M.  Victor  Hugo  trips  forward, 
smiridng,  and  says,  0  divine  Justice  i-  I  will  trouble  you  to  listen  to 
the  following  trifling  effusion  of  mine ; — 

"Par  vofri angt  ettvolie,  ainii gu'une"  <&y. 
Awful  Justice  stops,  and,  bowing  gravely,  Ustens  to  M.  Hugo's  verses, 
and,  with  true  French  politeness,  says,  "  Mon  cher  Monsieiw,  these 
verses  are  charming,  ravissans,  ddlkieux,  and,  coming  from  such  a 
cilibriti  litUrairt  as  yourself,  shall  meet  with  every  possible  attention 
—in  fact,  had  I  required  anything  to  confirm  my  own  previous  opinions, 
this  charming  poem  would  have  done  so.  Bon  jour,  mon  cher  Mon- 
sieur Hugo  :  au  revoir  1  "—and  they  part ;— Justice  taking  off  his  hat 
and  bowing,  and  the  author  of  "  Ruy  Bias "  quite  convinced  that  he 
has  been  treating  with  him  iPigal  en  igal.  I  can  hardly  bring  my 
mind  to  fancy  that  anything  is  serious  in  France— it  seems  to  be  all 
rant,  tinsel,  and  stage-play.  Sham  liberty,  sham  monarchy,  sham 
glory,  sham  justice,— oS  diabU  doncla  veriU  va-t-elle  se  nicker  f 
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The  last  rocket  of  the  fSte  of  July  has  just  mounted,  exploded, 
made  a  portentous  bang,  and  emitted  a  gorgeous  show  of  blue-lights, 
and  then  (like  many  reputations)  disappeared  totally  ;  the  hundredth 
gun  on  the  Invalid  terrace  has  uttered  its  last  roar — and  a  great  com- 
fort it  is  for  eyes  and  ears  that  the  festival  is  over.  We  shall  be  able 
to  go  about  our  every-day  business  again,  and  not  be  hustled  by  the 
gendarmes  or  the  crowd. 

The  sight  which  I  have  just  come  away  hata.  is  as  brilliant,  happy, 
and  beautiful  as  can  be  concraved ;  and  if  you  want  to  see  French 
people  to  the  greatest  advantage,  you  should  go  to  a  festival  like  this, 
where  their  manners,  and  innocent  gaiety,  show  a  very  pleasing  con- 
trast to  the  coarse  and  vulgar  hilarity  which  the  same  class  would 
CKhibit  in  our  own  country — at  Epsom  racecourse,  for  instance,  or 
Greenwich  Fair.  The  greatest  noise  that  I  heard  was  that  of  a  com- 
pany of  jolly  villagers  from  a  place  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Paris, 
who,  as  soon  as  the  fireworks  were  over,  formed  themselves  into  a 
line,'three  or  four  abreast,  and  so  marched  singing  home.  As  for  the 
fireworks,  squibs  and  cracker?  are  very  hard  to  describe,  and  very  httle 
was  to  be  seen  of  them:  to  me,  the  prettiest  sight  was  the  vast,  (wderly, 
happy  crowd,  the  number  of  children,  and  the  extraordinary  care  and 
kindness  of  the  parents  towards  these  little  creatures.  It  does  one 
good  to  see  honest,  heavy  ^ieUrs,  fathers  of  families,  playing  with 
them  in  the  Tuileries,  or,  as  to-night,  bearing  them  stoutly  on  their 
shoulders,  through  many  long  hours,  in  order  that  the  Uttle  ones,  too, 
may  have  their  share  of  the  fnn.  John  Bull,  1  fear,  is  more  selfish :  he 
does  not  take  Mrs.  Bull  to  the  public-house;  but  leaves  her, for  the 
most  part,  to  take  care  of  the  children  at  home. 

The  f6te,  then,  is  over ;  the  pompous  black  j^ramid  at  the  Louvre  * 
is  only  a  skeleton  now;  all  the  flags  have  been  miraculously  whisked 
away  during  the  night,  and  the  fine  chandeliers  which  glittered  down 
the  Champs  Elysdes  for  fiill  half  a  mile,  have  been  consigned  to  their 
dens  and  darkness.  Will  they  ever  be  reproduced  for  other  celebra- 
tions of  the  glorious  29th  of  July? — I  think  not;  the  Government 
which  vowed  that  there  should  he  no  more  persecutions  of  the  press 
was,  on  that  very  29th,  seizing  a  Legitimist  paper,  for  some  real  or 
fancied  offence  against  it :  it  had  seized,  and  was  seizing  daily,  numbers 
of  persons  merely  suspected  of  being  disaffected  (and  you  may  fancy 
how  Uberty  is  understood,  when  some  of  these  prisoners,  the  other 
day,  on  coming  to  trial,  were  found  guilty  and  sentenced  to  one  day's 
imprisonment,  after  thirty-six  dayi  deteniipn  on  suspicion).  I  think 
the  Government  which  follows  such  a  system  cannot  be  very  anxious 
about  any  farther  revolutionary  ffiies,  and  that  the  Chamber  may 
reasonably  refuse  to  vote  more  money  for  them.  Why  should  men 
be  so  mighty  proud  of  having,  on  a  certain  day,  cat  a  certain  number 
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of  th^  feUow-coimtiymen's  throats  ?  The  Guards  and  the  Line  em- 
ployed this  time  nine  years  did  no  more  than  those  who  cannonaded 
the  starving  Lyoimese,  or  bayoneted  the  luckless  inhabitants  of  the 
Rue  Transnounain; — they  did  but  fulfil  the  soldier's  honourable  duty; 
his  superiors  bid  him  kill  and  he  killeth : — perhaps,  had  he  gone  to  bis 
work  with  a  little  more  heart,  the  result  would  have  been  different,  and 
then — would  the  conquering  party  have  been  justified  in  annually 
rejoicing  over  the  conquered?  Would  we  have  thought  Charles  X. 
justified  in  causing  fireworks  to  be  blazed,  and  concerts  to  be  sung, 
and  speeches  to  be  spouted,  in  commemoration  of  his  victory  over  his 
slaughtered  countrymen  ? — I  wish,  for  my  part,  they  would  allow  the 
people  to  go  about  their  business  as  on  the  other  362  days  of  the  year, 
and  leave  the  Champs  ElysSes  free  for  the  omnibuses  to  run,  and  the 
Tuileries  in  quiet,  so  that  the  nursemaids  might  come  as  usual,  and 
the  newspafiers  be  read  for  a  halfpenny  a  piece. 

Shall  I  trouble  you  with  an  account  of  the  speculations  of  these 
latter,  and  the  state  of  the  parties  which  they  represent  ?  The  com- 
plication is  not  a  little  curious,  and  may  form,  perhaps,  a  subject  of 
graver  disquisition.  The  July  ffites  occupy,  as  you  may  imagine,  a 
considerable  part  of  their  columns  just  now,  and  it  is  anitising  to 
follow  them,  one  by  one ;  to  read  Tweedledum's  praise,  and  Tweedle- 
dee's  indignation — to  read,  in  the  DibaU,  how  the  King  was  received  ■ 
with  shouts  and  loyal  vivats — in  the  Nation,  how  not  a  tongue  was 
wagged  in  his  praise,  but,  on  the  instant  of  his  departure,  how  the 
people  called  for  the  "Marseillaise"  and  applauded  thai. — But  best 
say  no  more  about  the  ffite.  The  Legitimists  were  always  indignant 
at  it.  The  high  Philippist  party  sneers  at  and  despises  it ;  the 
Repubhcaus  hate  it :  it  seems  a  joke  against  them.  Why  continue 
it  ?— ^If  there  be  anything  sacred  in  the  name  and  idea  of  loyalty,  why 
renew  thb  ffite?  It  only  shows  how  a  rightfiil  monarch  was  hurled 
Irom  his  throne,  and  a  dexterous  usurper  stole  his  precious  diadem. 
If  there  be  anything  noble  in  the  mem(»y  of  a  day,  when  citizens, 
unused  to  war,  rose  against  practised  veterans,  an(l,  armed  with  the 
strength  of  their  cause,  overthrew  them,  why  speak  of  it  now  ?  or 
renew  the  bitter  recollections  of  the  bootless  struggle  and  victory  i 
O  Lafayette !  O  hero  of  two  worlds !  0  accomplished  Cromwell 
Grandison !  you  have  to  answer  for  more  than  any  mortal  man  who 
has  played  a  part  in  history ;  two  republics  and  one  monarchy  does  the 
world  owe  to  you;  and  especially  grateful  should  your  country  be  to 
you.  Did.you  not,  in  '90,  make  clear  the  path  for  honest  Robespierre, 
and,  in  30,  prepare  the  way  for ? 

[The  Editor  of  the  Bungay  Beacon  would  insert  no  more  of  this 
letter,  which  is,  therefore,  for  ever  lost  to  the  public.] 
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ON  THE  FRENCH  SCHOOL   OF  PAINTING. 


TN  A  LETTER  TO  MR  MACGILP,  OF  LONDON. 

THE  three  coUections  of  pictures  at  the  Louvre,  the  Luxembourg, 
and  the  Ecole  des  Beaux  Arts,  contain  a  number  of  specimens 
of  French  art,  since  its  commencement  almost,  and  give  the  stranger 
a  pretty  fair  opportunity  to  study  and  appreciate  the  school  The 
French  list  of  painters  contains  some  very  good  names — no  very  great 
ones,  except  Poussin  (unless  the  admirers  of  Claude  choose  to  rank 
him  among  great  painters), — and  1  think  the  school  was  never  in.  so 
flourishing  a  condition  as  it  is  at  the  present  day.  They  say  there  are 
three  thousand  artists  in  this  town  alone :  of  these  a.  handsome  minority 
paint  not  merely  tolerably,  but  well  understand  their  business  ;  draw 
the  figure  accurately  ;  sketch  with  cleverness  ;  and  paint  portraits, 
churches,  or  restaurateurs'  shops,  in  a  decent  manner. 

To  account  for  a  superiority  over  England— which,  I  think,  as 
regards  art,  is  incontestable — it  must  be  remembered  that  the  painter's 
trade,  in  France,  is  a  very  good  one  ;  better  appreciated,  better -under- 
stood, and,  generally,  far  better  paid  than  with  us.  There  are  a  dozen 
excellent  schools  in  which  a  lad  may  enter  here,  and,  under  the  eye  of 
a  practised  master,  learn  the  apprenticeship  of  his  art  at  an  expense  of 
about  ten  pounds  a  year.  In  England  there  is  no  school  except  the 
Academy,  unless  the  student  can  afford  to  pay  a  very  large  sum,  and 
place  himself  under  the  tuition  of  some  particular  artist.  Here,  a. 
young  man,  for  his  ten  pounds,  has  all  sorts  of  accessory  instruction, 
models,  &c. ;  and  has  fiirther,  and  for  nothing,  numberless  incitements 
to  study  his  profession  which  are  not  to  be  found  in  England  :— the 
streets  are  filled  with  picture-shops,  the  people  themselves  are  pictures 
walking  about ;  the  churches,  theatres,  eating-houses,  concert-rooms 
are  covered  with  pictures  :  Nature  itself  is  inclined  more  kindly  to 
him,  for  the  sky  is  a  thousand  times  more  bright  and  beautiful,  and 
the  sun  shines  for  the  greater  part  of  the  year.  Add  to  this,  incite- 
ments more  selfish,  but  quite  as  powerful :  a  French  artist  is  paid  very 
handsomely ;  for  five  hundred  a  year  is  much  where  all  are  poor ;  and 
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has  a  rank  in  society  rather  above  his  merits  tlian  bctow  them,  being 
caressed  by  hosts  and  hostesses  in  places  where  titles  are  laughed 
at  and  a  baron  is  thought  of  no  more  account  than  a  banker's 

The  life  of  the  young  artist  here  is  the  easiest,  merriest,  dirtiest 
existence  possible.  He  comes  to  Paris,"  probably  at  sixteen,  from  his 
province ;  bis  parents  settle  forty  pounds  a  year  on  him,  and  pay  bis 
master  ;  he  estabUshes  himself  in  the  Pays  Latin,  or  in  the  new  quarter 
of  Notre  Dame  de  Lorette  (which  is  quite  peopled  with  painters) ;  he 
arrives  at  his  atelier  at  a  tolerably  early  hour,  and  labours  among  a 
score  of  companions  as  merry  and  poor  as  himself  Each  gentleman 
has  his  favourite  tobacco-pipe ;  and  the  pictures  are  painted  in  the 
midst  of  a  cloud  of  smoke,  and  a  din  of  puns  and  choice  French  slang, 
and  a  roar  of  choruses,  of  which  no  one  can  form  an  idea  who  has  not 
been  present  at  such  an  assembly. 

You  see  here  every  variety  of  coiffure  that  has  ever  been  known. 
Some  young  men  of  genius  have  ringlets  hanging  over  their  shoulders 
— yon  may  smell  the  tobacco  with  which  they  are  scented  across  the 
street ;  some  have  straight  locks,  black,  oily,  and  redundant ;  some 
have  ioufiets  in  the  famous  Louis-Philippe  fashion  ;  some  are  cropped 
dose ;  some  have  adopted  the  present  mode — which  he  who  would 
fallow  must,  in  order  to  do  so,  part  his  hair  in  the  middle,  grease  it 
with  grease,  and  gum  it  with  gum,  and  iron  it  flat  down  over  his  ears ; 
when  arrived  at  the  ears,  you  take  the  tongs  and  make  a  couple  of 
ranges  of  curls  close  round  the  whole  head, — such  curls  as  you  may 
see  under  a  gilt  three-comered  hat,  and  in  her  Britannic  Majesty's 
coachman's  state  wig. 

This  is  the  last  fashion.  As  for  the  beards,  there  is  no  end  to 
them ;  all  my  friends  the  artists  have  beards  who  can  raise  them ; 
and  Nature,  though  she  has  rather  stinted  the  bodies  and  limbs  of  the 
French  nation,  has  been  very  liberal  to  them  of  hair.  Fancy  these 
heads  and  beards  under  all  sorts  of  caps— Chinese  caps.  Mandarin 
caps,  Gredt  skull-caps,  English  jockey-caps,  Russian  or  Kuziilbash 
c^is,  Middle-age  caps  (such  as  are  called,  in  heraldry,  caps  of  main- 
tenance), Spanish  nets,  and  striped  worsted  nightcaps.  Fancy  all  the 
jackets  you  have  ever  seen,  and  you  have  before  you,  as  well  as  pen 
can  descrilje,  the  costumes  of  these  indescribable  Frenchmen. 

In  this  company  and  costume  the  French  student  of  ait  passes  his 
days  and  acquires  knowledge ;  how  he  passes  his  evenings,  at  what 
theatres,  at  what  guinguettes,  in  company  with  what  seducing  little 
milliner,  there  is  no  need  to  say ;  but  I  knew  one  who  pawned  his  coat 
to  go  to  a  carnival  ball,  and  walked  abroad  very  cheerfully  in  bis  blouse 
for  six  weeks,  until  he  could  redeem  the  absent  garment 

These  young  men  (together  with  the  students  of  sciences)  compott 
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theimdves  towards  the  sober  dtizen  pretty  much  as  the  Gennan  hirtck 
towards  HiepMitier,  or  as  the  military  mao,  during  the  empire,  did  ti> 
the  p/iin ; — irom  the  height  of  their  poverty  they  look  down  upon  him 
with  the  greatest  imaginable  scorn— a  scom,  I  think,  by  which  the 
citizen  seems  dazzled,  for  his  respect  for  the  arts  is  intense.  The  case 
is  very  different  in  England,  where  a  grocer's  daughter  would  think  she 
made  a  misalliance  by  marrying  a  painter,  and  where  a  literary  man 
(in  spite  of  all  we  can  say  against  it)  ranks  below  that  class  of  gentry 
composed  of  the  apothecary,  the  attorney,  the  wine-merchant,  whose 
positions,  in  country  towns  at  least,  are  so  equivocal.  As  for  instance, 
my  friend  the  Rev.  James  Asterisk,  who  has  an  undeniable  pedigree,  a 
paternal  estate,  and  a  living  to  boot,  once  dined  in  Warwickshire,  in 
company  with  several  squires  and  parsons  of  that  enlightened  county- 
Asterisk,  as  usual,  made  himsdf  extraordinarily  agreeable  at  dinner^ 
and  delighted  all  present  with  his  learning  and  wit  "  Who  is  tliat 
monstrous  pleasant  fellow?"  said  one  of  the  squires.  "Don't  you 
know?"  repUcd  another.  "It's  Asterisk,  the  author  of  so-and-so,, 
and  a  famous  contributor  to  such-and-such  a  magazine."  "  Good 
heavens  I"  said  the  squire,  quite  horrified  ;  "a  literary  man  !  I  thought 
he  had  been  a  gentleman  t" 

Another  instance :  M.  Guizot,  when  he  was  Minister  here,  had  the 
grand  hotel  of  the  Ministry,  and  gave  entertainments  to  all  the  great 
de  par  h  mtmde,  as  BrantSme  says,  and  entertained  them  in  a  proper 
ministerial  magnificence.  The  splendid  and  beautiful  Duchess  of 
Dash  was  at  one  of  his  ministerial  parties  ;  and  went,  a  fortn^ht  after- 
wards, as  in  duty  bound,  to  pay  her  respects  to  M.  Guizot.  But  it 
happened,  in  this  fortnight,  that  M.  Guizot  was  Minister  no  longer  ; 
having  given  up  his  portfolio,  and  his  grand  hotel,  to  retire  into  private 
life,  and  to  occupy  his  humble  apartments  in  the  house  which  he 
possesses,  and  of  which  he  lets  the  greater  portion.  A  friend'of  mine 
was  present  at  one  of  the  ex-Minister's  soiriss,  where  the  Duchess  of 
Dash  made  her  appearance.  He  says  the  Duchess,  at  her  entrance, 
seemed  quite  astounded,  and  examined  the  premises  with  a  most 
curious  wonder.  Two  or  three  shabby  little  rooms,  with  ordinary 
furniture,  and  a  Minister  en  retraite,  who  lives  by  letting  lodgings  1  In 
our  country  was  ever  such  a  thing  heard  of?  No,  thank  heaven  !  and 
a  Briton  ought  to  be  proud  of  the  difference. 

But  to  our  muttons.  This  country  is  surely  the  paradise  of  painters 
and  penny-a-liners  ;  and  when  one  reads  of  M.  Horace  Vernet  at 
Rome,  exceeding  ambassadors  at  Rome  by  his  magnificence,  and 
leading  such  a  life  as  Rubens  or  Titian  did  of  old ;  when  one  sees 
M.  Thiers's  grand  villa  in  the  Rue  St.  George  (a  doien  years  ago  he 
was  not  even  a  penny-a-liner :  no  such  luck] ;  when  one  contemplates, 
in  imaginadon,  M.  Gudin,  the  marine  pauter,  loo  lame  to  walk  through 
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the  picture-gallery  of  the  Louvre,  accommodated,  therefore,  with  a 
wheel-chair,  a  privil^e  of  princes  only,  and  accompajiied — nay,  for 
what  I  know,  actually  trundled — down  the  gallery  by  majesty  itself — 
1^0  does  not  long  to  make  one  of  the  great  nation,  exchange  his  native 
tongue  for  the  melodious  jabber  of  France ;  or  at  least,  adopt  it  for  his 
native  country,  like  Marshal  Saxe,  Napoleon,  and  Anacharsis  Clootz? 
Noble  people !  they  made  Tom  Paine  a  deputy ;  and  as  for  Tom 
Macaulay,  they  would  make  a  dynaziy  of  him. 

Well,  this  being  the  case,  no  wonder  there  are  so  many  painters  in 
France ;  and  here,  at  least,  we  are  back  to  them.  At  the  Ecole  Royale 
des  Beaux  Arts,  you  see  two  or  three  hundred  specimens  of  their  per- 
formances ;  all  the  prize-men,  since  1750, 1  think,  being  bound  to  leave 
their  prize  sketch  or  picture.  Can  anything  good  come  out  of  the 
Royal  Academy  P  is  a  question  which  has  been  considerably  mooted 
in  England  (in  the  neighbourhood  of  Suffolk  Street  especially).  The 
hundreds  of  French  samples  are,  I  think,  not  very  satisfactory.  The 
subjects  are  almost  all  what  are  called  classical :  Orestes  pursued  by 
every  variety  of  Furies ;  numbers  of  little  wolf-sucking  Romuluses ; 
Hectors  and  Andromaches  in  a  complication  of  parting  embraces,  and 
so  forth  ;  for  it  was  the  absurd  maxim  of  our  forefathers,  that  because 
these  subjects  had  been  the  fashion  twenty  centuries  ago,  they  must 
remain  so  in  sacula  sactilorum;  because  to  these  lofty  heights  giants 
had  scaled,  behold  the  race  of  pigmies  must  get  upon  stilts  and  jump 
at  them  likewbe  !  and  on  the  canvas,  and  in  the  theatre,  the  French 
frags  (excuse  the  pleasantry)  were  instructed  to  swell  out  and  roar  as 
much  as  possible  like  btdls. 

What  was  the  consequence,  my  dear  friend  ?  In  trying  to  make 
themselves  into  bulls,  the  frc^s  make  themselves  into  jackasses,  as 
might  be  expected.  For  a  hundred  and  ten  years  the  classical  humbug 
oppressed  the  nation  ;  and  you  may  see,  in  this  gallery  of  the  Beaux 
Arts,  seventy  years'  specimens  of  the  dulness  which  it  engendered. 

Now,  as  Nature  made  every  man  with  a  nose  and  eyes  of  his  own, 
she  gave  him  a  character  of  his  own  too ;  and  yet  we,  O  foolish  race  1 
must  try  our  very  best  to  ape  some  one  or  two  of  our  neighbours, 
whose  ideas  fit  us  no  more  than  their  breeches  !  It  is  the  study  of 
nature,  surely,  that  profits  us,  and  not  of  these  imitations  of  her.  A 
man,  as  a  roan,  from  a  dustman  up  to  iEschylus,  is  God's  work,  and 
good  to  read,  as  all  works  of  Nature  are  :  but  the  silly  animal  is  never 
content ;  is  ever  trying  to  fit  itself  into  another  shape ;  wants  to  deny 
its  own  identity,  and  has  not  the  courage  to  utter  its  own  thoughts. 
Because  Lord  Byron  was  wicked,  and  quarrelled  with  the  world ;  and 
found  himself  growing  fat,  and  quarrelled  with  his  victuals,  and  thus, 
naturally,  grew  ill-humoured,  did  not  half  Europe  grow  ill-humoured 
too  1  Did  not  every  poet  feel  his  young  affections  withered,  and  despair 
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and  daHmess  cast  upon  his  soul  ?  Because  certain  mighty  men  of  old 
could  make  heroical  statues  and  plays,  must  we  not  be  told  that  there 
is  no  other  beauty  but  classical  beauty  ?— must  not  every  little  whipster 
of  a  French  poet  chalk  you  out  plays,  "  Henriades,"  and  such-like,  and 
vow  that  here  was  the  real  thing,  the  undeniable  Kalon  ? 

The  undeniable  fiddlestick  !  For  a  hundred  years,  niy  dear  sir,  the 
world  was  humbugged  by  the  so-called  classical  artists,  as  they  now 
are  by  what  is  called  the  Christian  art  (of  which  anon);  and  it  is 
curious  to  look  at  the  pictorial  traditions  as  here  handed  down.  The 
consequence  of  them  is,  that  scarce  one  of  the  classical  pictures 
exhibited  is  worth  much  more  than  two-and-sixpence.  Borrowed  from 
statuary,  in  the  first  place,  the  colour  of  the  paintings  seems,  as  much 
as  possible,  to  participate  in  it ;  they  are  mostly  of  a  misty,  stony 
green,  dismal  hue,  as  if  they  had  been  painted  in  a  world  where  no 
colour  was.  In  every  picture  there  are,  of  course,  white  mantles, 
white  urns,  white  columns,  white  statues — those  oblige  accomplish- 
ments of  the  sublime.  There  are  the  endless  straight  noses,  long 
eyes,  round  chins,  short  upper  lips,  just  as  they  are  ruled  down  for  you 
in  the  drawing-books,  as  if  the  latter  were  the  revelations  of  beauty, 
issued  by  supreme  authority,  from  which  there  was  no  appeal  ?  Why 
is  the  classical  reign  to  endure  ?  Why  is  yonder  simpering  Venus  de' 
MedicLS  to  be  our  standard  of  beauty,  or  the  Greek  tragedies  to  bound  ' 
our  notions  of  the  sublime  ?  There  was  no  reason  why  Agamemnon 
should  set  the  fashions,  and  remain  dvof  Sviptav  to  eternity :  and  there 
is  a  classical  quotation,  which  you  may  have  occasionally  heard, 
beginning  Vixere  fortes,  &c.,  which,  as  it  avers,  that  there  were  a  great 
number  of  stout  fellows  before  Agamemnon,  may  not  unreasonably 
induce  us  to  conclude  that  similar  heroes  were  to  succeed  him.  Shak- 
speare  made  a  better  man  when  his  imagination  moulded  the  mighty 
figure  of  Macbeth.  And  if  you  will  measure  Satan  by  Prometheus, 
the  blind  old  Puritan's  work  by  that  of  the  fiery  Grecian  poet,  does  not 
Milton's  angel  surpass  jEschylus's — surpass  him  by  "many  a  rood?" 

In  the  same  school  of  the  Beaux  Arts,  where  are  to  be  found  such 
a  number  of  pale  imitations  of  the  antique.  Monsieur  Thiers  (and 
he  ought  to  be  thanked  for  it)  has  caused  to  be  placed  a  full-sized  copy 
of  "  The  Last  Judgment "  of  Michel  Angelo,  and  a  number  of  casts 
from  statues  by  the  same  splendid  hand.  There  ti  the  sublime,  if  you 
please — a  new  sublime — an  original  sublime — quite  as  sublime  as  the 
Greek  sublime.  See  yonder,  in  the  midst  of  his  angels,  the  Judge  of 
the  world  descending  in  glory ;  and  near  him,  beautifiU  and  gentle, 
and  yet  indescribably  august  and  pure,  the  Virgin  by  his  side:  There 
is  the  "  Moses,"  the  grandest  figure  that  ever  was  carved  in  stone. 
It  has  about  it  something  frightfully  majestic,  if  one  may  so  speak. 
In  examining  this, and  the  astonbhing  picture  of  "The  Judgment;' 
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or  even  3  single  figure  of  it,  the  spectator's  sense  amounts  almost  to 
pain.  I  would  not  like  to  be  left  in  a  room  alone  with  the  "  Moses." 
How  did  the  artist  live  amongst  them,  and  create  them  ?  How  did  he 
suffer  the  painM  labour  of  invention  7  One  fancies  that  he  would 
have  been  scorched  up,  like  Semele,  by  sights  loo  tremendous  for  his 
vision  to  bear.  One  cannot  imagine  him,  with  our  small  physical 
endowments  and  weaknesses,  a  man  like  ourselves. 

As  for  the  Ecole  Royale  des  Beaux  Arts,  then,  and  alt  the  good 
its  students  have  done,  as  students,  it  is  stark  naught  When  the 
men  did  anything,  it  was  after  they  had  left  the  Academy,  and  began 
thinking  for  themselves.  There  is  only  one  picture  among  die  many 
hundreds  that  has,  to  my  idea,  much  merit  (a  charming  composition 
of  Homer  singing,  signed  jouniy)  ;  and  the  only  good  that  the 
Academy  has  done  by  its  pupils  was  to  send  them  to  Rome,  where  they 
might  learn  better  things.  At  home,  the  intolerable,  stupid  classi- 
calities,  taught  by  men  who,  belonging  to  the  least  erudite  country 
in  Europe,  were  themselves,  from  their  profession,  the  least  learned 
among  their  countrymen,  only  weighed  the  pupils  down,  and  cramped 
their  hands,  their  eyes,  and  their  imaginations  ;  drove  them  away 
from  natural  beauty,  which,  thank  God,  is  fresh  and  attainable 
by  us  all,  to-day,  and  yesterday,  and  to-morrow ;  and  sent  them 
rambling  after  artificial  grace,  without  the  proper  means  of  judging  or 
attaining  iL 

A  word  for  the  building  of  the  Palais  des  Beaux  Arts.  It  is  beau- 
tiful, and  as  well  finished  and  convenient  as  beautiful.  With  its  light 
and  elegant  fabric,  its  pretty  fountain,  its  archway  of  the  Renaissance, 
and  fragments  of  sculpture,  you  can  hardly  see,  on  a  fine  day,  a 
place  more  riant  and  pleasing. 

Passing  from  thence  up  the  picturesque  Riie  de  Seine,  let  us  walk 
to  the  Luxembourg,  where  bonnes,  students,  grisettes,  and  old  gentle- 
men with  pigtails,  love  to  wander  in  the  melancholy,  quaint  old  gar- 
dens ;  where  the  peers  have  a  new  and  comfortable  court  of  justice,  to 
judge  all  the  imtutts  which  are  to  take  place  ;  and  where,  as  every- 
body knows,  is  the  picture-gallery  of  modem  French  artists,  whom 
government  thinks  worthy  of  patronage, 

A  very  great  proportion  of  the  pictures,  as  we  see  by  the  catalogue, 
arc  by  the  students  whose  works  we  have  just  been  to  visit  at  the 
Beaux  Aits,  and  who,  having  performed  their  pi^mage  to  Rome, 
have  taken  rank  among  the  professors  of  the  act  I  don't  know  a 
more  pleasing  exhibition;  for  there  are  not  a  dozen  really  had  pictures 
in  the  collection,  some  very  good,  and  the  rest  showing  great  skill 
and  smartness  of  execution. 

In  the  same  way,  however,  that  it  has  been  supposed  that  no  man 
could  be  a  great  poet  unless  he  wrote  a  very  big  poem,  the  tradition 
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is  kept  up  among  the  painters,  and  we  have  here  a  vast  number  of 
lai|;e  canvases,  wttb  figures  of  the  proper  heroical  length  and  naked- 
ness.  The  an ticlassi cists  did  not  arise  in  France  until  about  iSz7  ; 
and,  in  consequence,  up  to  that  period,  we  have  here  the  old  classical 
faith  in  full  vigour.  There  is  Brutus,  having  chopfved  bis  son's  head 
off,  with  all  the  i^ony  of  a  father,  aJid  then,  calling  for  number  two  ; 
there  is  jEneas  catiying  off  old  Anchises  ;  there  are  Paris  and  Venus, 
as  naked  as  two  Hottentots,  and  many  more  such  choice  subjects 
from  Lemprieie. 

But  the  chief  specimens  of  the  sublime  are  in  the  way  of  murders, 
vrith  which  the  catalogue  swarms.     Here  arc  a  few  extracts  from  it  i^ — 

^.  Bcamne,  Chevalier  de  la  L^oa  d'Honoeur.     "  The  Grand  Dauphiness 

iS.  Blonde),  Chevalier  de  la,  &c.     "  Zenobia  found  Dead." 
36.  Debay,  Chevalier.     "The  Death  of  Lucretia." 
38.  Dejaiane.     "  The  Defllh  of  Hector." 
34,  Court,  ChevaUer  de  la,  &c     "The  Death  of  Csesar." 
39,40,    41.  Delacroii,    Chevalier.       "Dante   and   Vii^   in   the    Infernal 
Lake,"  "  The  Massacre  of  ScJo,"  and   "  Medea  going  lo  Murder  her  Chil- 

43.  Delaroche,  Chevalier.     "  Joas  taken  from  among  the  Dead. " 

44.  "The  Death  of  Queen  Eliiabeth." 

45.  "  Edward  V.  and  his  Brother  "  (preparing  for  death). 
Sa    "Heeubagoing  to  be  Sacrificed."     DrolUng,  Chevalier. 
51.  Dubois.     "Young  Clovis  found  Dead." 

56.  Heniy,  Chevalier.     "  The  Massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew." 
75.  Guerin,  Chevalier.     "  Cain,  afler  the  Death  of  AbeL" 
83.  Jacquand.     "Death  of  Adelaide  de  Comminges." 
88.   "  The  Death  of  Eudamidas." 
93.   "The  Death  of  Hymetto." 
103.   "TheDealhof  Philip  of  Austria."— And  so  on. 

You  see  what  woeful  subjects  they  take,  and  how  profusely  tbey- 

are  decorated  with  knighthood.  They  are  like  the  Black  Brunswickcrs 
these  painters,  and  ought  to  be  called  Chevaliers  de  la  Mori/  I  don't 
know  why  the  merriest  people  in  the  world  should  please  themselves 
with  such  grim  representations  and  varieties  of  murder,  or  why  murder 
itself  should  be  considered  so  eminently  sublime  and  poetical  It  is 
good  at  the  end  of  a  tragedy;  but,  then,  it  is  good  because  it  is  the 
end,  and  because,  by  the  events  foregone,  the  mind  is  prepared  for  iL 
But  these  men  will  have  nothing  but  fifth  acts  ;  and  seem  to  skip,  as 
unworthy,  all  the  circumstances  leading  to  them.  This,  however,  is 
part  of  the  scheme — the  bloated,  utmatural,  stilted,  spouting,  sham 
sublime,  that  our  teachers  have  believed  and  tried  to  pass  off  as  real, 
and  which  your  humble  servant  and  other  antihumbuggists  should 
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heartily,  according  to  the  strength  that  is  in  them,  ^ideavour  to  pull 
down.  What,  for  instance,  could  Mcxisteur  Lafond  care  about  the 
death  of  Eudamidas?  What  was  Hecuba  to  Chevalier  Drolling,  or 
Chevalier  Drolling  to  Hecuba?  I  would  lay  a  wager  that  neither  of 
them  ever  conjugated  Hnrru,  and  thai:  their  school  learning  carried  them 
not  as  far  as  the  letter,  but  only  to  the  game  of  taw.  How  were  the)' 
to  be  inspired  by  such  subjects  ?  From  having  seen  Talma  and  Made- 
moiselle Georges  flaunting  in  sham  Greek  costumes,  and  having  read 
up  the  articles  Eudamidas,  Hecuba,  in  the  "  Mythological  Dictionary," 
What  a  classicism,  inspired  by  rouge,  gas-lamps,  and  a  few  lines  in 
hanipneK,  and  copied,  half  &om  ancient  statues,  and  half  from  a  naked 
guardsman  at  one  shilling  and  sixpence  the  hourl 

Delacroix  is  a  man  of  a  very  different  genius,  and  his  "  Medea"  is 
a  genuine  creation  of  a  noble  fancy.  For  most  of  the  others,  Mrs. 
Brownii^,  and  her  two  female  'prentices,  would  have  done  as  well  as 
the  desperate  Colchian  with  her  Tirva  fikrara.  M.  Delacroix  has  pro- 
duced a  number  of  rude,  barbarous  pictures ;  but  there  is  the  stamp  of 
genius  on  all  of  them,-— the  great  poetical  inteittioit,  which  is  worth  all 
your  execution.  Delaroche  is  another  man  of  high  merit;  with  not 
such  a  great  heart,  perhaps,  as  the  other,  but  a  fine  and  careful 
draughtsman,  and  an  excellent  arranger  of  his  subject.  "The  Death 
«f  Ehubeth"  is  a  raw  young  performance  seemingly— not,  at  least,  to 
my  taste.  The  "  Enfans  d'Edouard  "  is  renowned  over  Europe,  and 
bas  appeared  in  a  hundred  different  ways  in  print.  It  is  properly 
pathetic  and  gloomy,  and  merits  fully  its  high  reputation.  This  painter 
Rjoices  in  such  subjects— in  what  Lord  Portsmouth  used  to  call  "  black 
jabs."  He  has  killed  Charles  I.  and  Lady  Jane  Grey,  and  the  Dukes 
of  Guise,  and  I  don't  know  whom  besides.  He  is,  at  present,  occupied 
vith  a  vast  work  at  the  Beaux  Arts,  where  the  writer,  of  this  had  the 
honour  of  seeing  him,— a  little,  keen-looking  man,  some  five  feet  in 
height.  He  wore,  on  this  important  occasion,  a  bandanna  round  his 
head,  and  was  in  the  act  of  smoking  a  cigar. 

Horace  Vemet,  whose  beautiful  daughter  Delaroche  married,  is 
the  Idng  of  French  battle-painters — an  amazingly  rapid  and  dexterous 
draughtsman,  who  has  Napoleon  and  all  the  campaigns  by  heart,  and 
has  painted  the  Grenadier  Fran;ais  under  all  sorts  of  attitudes.  His 
pictures  on  such  subjects  are  spirited,  natural,  and  excellent ;  and  he 
is  so  clever  a  man,  that  all  h^  does  is  good  to  a  certain  degree.  His 
"  Jtidith  "  is  somewhat  violent,  perhaps.  His  "  Rebecca  "most  pleasing ; 
andnot  tbe  less  so  for  a  little  pretty  affectation  of  attitude  and  needless 
singularity  of  costume.  "  Raphael  and  Michel  Angelo  "  is  as  clever 
a  picture  as  can  be — clever  is  just  the  word— the  groups  and  drawing 
excellent,  the  colouring  pleasantly  bright  and  gaudy;  and  the  French 
students  study  it  incessantly;  there  are  a  dozen  who  copy  it  for  one  who 
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copies  Delacroix.  His  litde  scraps  of  woodcuts,  in  the  now  publishing 
"  Life  of  Napoleon,"  are  perfect  gems  in  their  way,  and  the  noble  price 
paid  for  them  not  a  penny  more  than  he  merits. 

The  picture,  by  Court,  of  "  The  Death  of  Cjesar,"  is  remarkable  for 
effect  and  excellent  workmanship ;  and  the  head  of  Brutus  (who  looks 
like  Annand  Carrel)  is  full  of  energy.  There  are  some  beautiful  heads 
of  women,  and  some  very  good-  colour  in  the  picture.  Jacquand's 
"Death  of  Adelaide  de  Comminges"  is  neither  more  nor  less  than 
beautiful,  Adelaide  had,  it  appears,  a  lover,  who  betook  himself  to  a 
convent  of  Trappists.  She  foUowed  him  thither,  disguised  as  a  man, 
took  the  vows,  and  was  not  discovered  by  him  till  on  her  death-bed. 
The  painter  has  told  this  story  in  a  most  pleasing  and  affecting  manner : 
the  picture  is  fiill  of  onction  and  melancholy  grace.  The  objects,  too, 
are  capitally  represented ;  and  the  tone  and  colour  very  good.  Decaisne's 
"  Guardian  Angel "  is  not  so  good  in  colour,  but  is  equally  beautifiil  in 
expression  and  grace.  A  little  child  and  a  nurse  are  asleep :  an  angel 
watches  the  infant.  You  see  women  look  very  wistfully  at  this  sweet 
picture ;  and  what  triumph  would  a  painter  have  more  1 

We  must  not  quit  the  Luxembourg  without  noticing  the  dashing 
sea-pieces  of  Gudin,  and  one  or  two  landscapes  by  Giroux  (the  plain 
of  Grasivaudan),  and  the  "  Prometheus  "  of  Aligny.  This  is  an  imita- 
tion, perhaps ;  as  b  a  noble  picture  of  "  Jesus  Christ  and  the  Children," 
by  Flandrin  ;  but  the  artists  are  imitating  better  models,  at  any  rate  ; 
and  one  begins  to  perceive  that  the  odious  classical  dynasty  is  no 
more;  Poussin's  magnificent  "  Polyphemus  "  (I  only  know  a  print  of 
that  marvellous  composition)  has,  perhaps,  suggested  the  first-named 
picture ;  and  the  latter  has  been  inspired  by  a  good  enthusiastic  study 
of  the  Roman  schools. 

Of  this  revolution.  Monsieur  Ingres  has  been  one  of  the  chief 
iitstruments.  He  was,  before  Horace  Vemet,  president  of  the  French 
Academy  at  Rome,  and  is  famous  as  a  chief  of  a  schooL  When  he- 
broke  up  his  atelier  here,  to  set  out  for  his  presidency,  many  of  his 
pupils  attended  him  faithfully  some  way  on  his  journey;  and  some, 
with  scarcely  a  penny  in  their  pouches,  walked  through  France,  and 
across  the  Alps,  in  a  pious  pilgrimage  to  Rome,  being  determined  not 
to  forsake  their  old  roaster.  Such  an  action  was  worthy  of  them,  and 
of  the  high  rank  which  their  profession  holds  in  France,  where  the 
honours  to  be  acquired  by  art  are  only  inferior  to  those  which  are 
gained  in  war.  One  reads  of  such  peregrinations  in  old  days,  when. 
the  scholars  of  some  great  Italian  painter  followed  him  from  Venice 
to  Rome,  or  from  Florence  to  Ferrara.  In  regard  of  Ingres'  individual 
merit  as  a  painter,  the  writer  of  this  is  not  a  fair  judge,  having  seen 
but  three  piaures  by  him  ;  one  being  a  plafond  in  the  Louvre,  whicb 
his  disciples  much  admire. 
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Ingres  stands  between  the  Imperio-Davido-classical  school  of 
French  art,  and  the  namby-pamby  mystical  Gentian  school,  which  is 
for  carrying  us  back  to  Cranacb  and  Durer,  and  which  is  making 
pn^ress  here. 

For  everything  here  finds  imitation  :  the  French  have  the  genius 
of  imitation  and  caricature.  This  absurd  humbug,  called  the  Christian 
or  Catholic  ait,  is  sure  to  tickle  our  neighbours,  and  will  be  a  favourite 
with  them,  when  better  known.  My  dear  MacGilp,  I  do  believe  this 
to  be  a  greater  humbug  than  the  humbug  of  David  and  Girodet,  inas- 
nrnch  as  the  latter  was  founded  on  Nature  at  least ;  whereas  the  fanner 
is  made  up  of  silly  affectations  and  improvements  upon  Nature.  Here, 
for  instance,  is  Chevalier  Ziegler's  picture  of  "  St.  Luke  painting  the 
Virgio."  St  Luke  has  a  monk's  dress  on,  embroidered,  however, 
smartly  round  the  sleeves.  The  Vurgin  sits  in  an  immense  yellow- 
ochre  halo,  with  her  son  in  her  arms.  She  looks  prctematurally 
solemn ;  as  does  St  Luke,  who  is  eyeing  his  paint-brush  with  an 
intense  ominous  mystical  look.  They  call  this  Catholic  art.  There 
is  nothuig,  my  dear  friend,  more  easy  in  life.  First,  take  your  colours, 
and  rub  them  down  clean, — bright  carmine,  bright  yellow,  bright 
sienna,  bright  ultramarine,  bright  green.  Make  the  costumes  of  yoar 
figures  as  much  as  possible  like  the  costumes  of  the  early  part  of  the 
fifteenth  century.  Paint  them  in  with  the  above  colours  ;  and  if  on  a 
gold  ground,  the  more  "  Catholic  "  your  art  is.  Dress  your  apostles 
like  priests  before  the  altar;  and  remember  to  have  a  good  commodity 
of  crosiers,  censers,  and  other  such  gimcracts,  as  you  may  see  in  the 
Catholic  chapels  in  Sutton  Street  and  elsewhere.  Deal  in  Virgins, 
and  dress  them  like  a  burgomaster's  wife  by  Cranach  or  Van  Eyck. 
Give  them  all  long  twisted  tails  to  their  gowns,  and  proper  angular 
draperies.  Place  all  their  heads  on  one  side,  with  the  eyes  shut,  and 
the  proper  solemn  simper.  At  the  back  of  the  head,  draw,  and  gild 
with  gold-leaf,  a  halo,  or  glory,  of  the  exact  shape  of  a  cart-wheel ; 
and  you  have  the  thing  done.  It  is  Catholic  art  tout  cracM,  as  Louis 
Philippe  says.  We  have  it  still  in  England,  handed  down  to  us  for 
four  centuries,  in  the  pictures  on  the  cards,  as  the  redoubtable  king 
and  queen  of  clubs.  Look  at  them  :  you  will  see  that  the  costumes 
and  attitudes  are  precisely  similar  to  those  which  figure  in  the  catho- 
licities of  the  school  of  Overbeck  and  Cornelius. 

Before  you  take  your  cane  at  the  door,  look  for  one  instant  at  the 
statue-room.  Yonder  is  Jouffley's  "Jeune  Fille  confiant  son  premier 
secret  ^  V^nus."  Charming,  charming  .'  It  is  from  the  exhibition  of 
this  year  only ;  and,  I  think,  the  best  sculpture  in  the  gallery— pretty, 
Netful,  itaive;  admirable  in  workmanship  and  imitation  of  Nature. 
I  have  seldom  seen  flesh  better  represented  in  marble.  Examine, 
also,  Jaley's  "  Pudeur,"  Jacquoi^s  "  Nymph,"  and  nude's  "  Boy  with 
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the  Tortoise."  These  are  not  very  exalted  subjects,  or  what  are  called 
enalt^,  and  do  not  go  beyond  simple,  smiling  beauty  and  nature. 
But  what  then  P  Are  we  god^  Miltons,  Michel  Angelos,  that  can 
leave  earth  when  we  please,  and  soar  to  heights  immeasurable  ?  No, 
my  dear  MacGilp ;  but  the  fools  of  academicians  would  fain  make 
us  so.  Are  you  not,  and  half  the  painters  in  London,  panting  for  an 
opportunity  to  show  your  genius  in  a  great  "historical  picture?" 
O  blind  race!  Have  you  wings?  Not  a  feather:  and  yet  you  must 
be  ever  puffing,  sweating  up  to  the  tops  of  ru^ed  hills  ;  and,  arrived 
there,  clapping  and  shaking  your  ragged  elbows,  and  making  as  if 
you  would  fly  !  Come  down,  silly  Dxdalus ;  come  down  to  the  lowly 
places  in  which  Nature  ordered  you  to  walk.  The  sweet  8owers  are 
springing  there  ;  the  fat  muttons  are  waiting  there ;  the  pleasant  sun 
shines  there ;  be  content  and  humble,  and  take  your  share  of  the 
good  cheer. 

While  we  have  been  indulging  in  this  discussion,  the  omnibus  has 
gaily  conducted  us  across  the  water';  and  li  garde  quiviilU  i  la  forte 
du  Louvre  nc  difetidpas  our  entry. 

What  a  paradise  this  gallery  is  for  French  students  or  foreigners 
who  sojourn  in  the  capital !  It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  the 
■  brethren  of  the  brush  are  not  usually  supplied  by  Fortune  with  any 
extraordinary  wealth,  or  means  of  enjoying  the  luxuries  with  which 
Paris,  more  than  any  other  city,  abounds.  But  here  they  have  a  luxury 
which  surpasses  all  others,  and  spend  their  days  in  a  palace  which  all 
the  money  of  all  the  Rothschilds  could  not  buy.  They  sleep,  perhaps, 
in  a  garret,  and  dine  in  a  cellar ;  but  no  grandee  in  Europe  ha£  such 
a  drawing-room.  Kings'  houses  hare,  at  best,  but  damask  hangings 
and  gilt  cornices.  What  are  these  to  a  wall  covered  with  canvas  by 
Paul  Veronese,  or  a  hundred  yards  of  Rubens?  Artists  from  England, 
who  have  a  National  Gallery  that  resembles  a  moderate-sized  gin-shop, 
who  may  not  copy  pictures,  except  under  particular  restrictions,  and  on 
rare  and  particular  days,  may  revel  here  to  their  hearts'  content.  Here 
is  a  room  half  a  mile  long,  with  as  many  windows  as  Aladdin's  palace, 
open  from  sunrise  till  evening,  and  free  to  all  manners  and  all  varieties 
of  study  :  the  only  puzzle  to  the  student  is  to  select  the  one  he  shall 
begin  upon,  and  keep  his  eyes  away  from  the  rest. 

Fontaine's  grand  staircase,  with  its  arches,  and  painted  ceilings 
and  shining  Doric  columns,  leads  directly  to  the  gallery ;  but  it  is 
thought  too  fine  for  working  days,  and  is  only  opened  for  the  public 
entrance  on  Sabbath.  A  little  back  stair  (leading  from  a  court,  in 
which  stand  numerous  bas-reliefs,  and  a  solemn  sphinx,  of  polished 
granite,J  is  the  common  entry  for  students  and  others,  who,  during  the 
week,  enter  the  gallery. 

Hither  have  lately  been  transported  a  number  of  the  works  of 
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French  artists,  which  formerly  covered  the  walls  of  the  Luxembourg 
<deatfa  only  entitles  the  French  painter  to  a  place  in  the  Louvre) ; 
and  let  us  confine  ourselves  to  the  Frenchmen  only,  for  the  space  of 
this  letter. 

I  have  seen,  in  a  fine  private  collection  at  St.  Germain,  one  or  two 
admirable  single  figures  of  David,  full  of  life,  truth,  and  gaiety.  The 
colour  is  not  good,  but  all  the  rest  excellent ;  and  one  of  these  so 
much-lauded  pictures  is  the  porti  ait  of  a  washerwoman.  "  Pope  Pius," 
at  the  Louvre,  is  as  bad  in  colour  as  remarkable  for  its  vigour  and  look 
of  life.  The  man  had  a  genius  for  painting  portraits  and  common 
life,  but  must  attempt  the  heroic  ;— ^failed  signally ;  and  what  is  worse, 
carried  a  whole  nation  blundering  after  him.  Had  you  told  a  French- 
man so,  twenty  years  ago,  he  would  have  thrown  the  dinufiti  in  your 
teeth  ;  sr,  at  least,  laughed  at  you  in  scornful  incredulity.  They  say  of 
us  that  we  don't  know  when  we  are  beaten  :  they  go  a  step  further,  and 
swear  their  defeats  are  victories.  David  was  a  part  of  the  glory  of  the 
empire  ;  and  one  might  as  well  have  said  then  that  "  Romulus  "  was 
a  bad  picture,  as  that  Toulouse  was  a  lost  battle.  Old-fashioned 
people,  who  believe  in  the  Emperor,  believe  in  the  Th^Slre  Fran^ais, 
and  believe  that  Ducis  improved  upon  Shakspeare,  have  the  above 
opinion.  Still,  it  is  curious  to  remark,  in  this  place,  how  art  and 
literature  become  party  matters,  and  political  sects  have  their  favourite 
painters  and  authors. 

Nevertheless,  Jacques  Louis  David  ts  dead.  He  died  about  a  year 
after  his  bodily  demise  in  1825.  The  romanticism  killed  him.  Walter 
Scott,  from  his  Casde  of  Abbotsford,  sent  out  a  troop  of  gallant  young 
Scotch  adventurers,  merry  outlaws,  valiant  knights,  and  savage  High- 
landers, who  with  trunk  hosen  and  buff  jerkins,  fierce  two-handed 
swords,  and  harness  on  their  back,  did  challenge,  combat,  and  over- 
come the  heroes  and  demigods  of  Greece  and  Rome.  Notre  Dame  d 
la  rescousM  !  Sir  Brian  de  Bois  Guilbert  has  home  Hector  of  Troy 
clear  out  of  his  saddle.  Andromache  may  weep  :  hut  her  spouse  is 
beyond  the  reach  of  physic  See  !  Robin  Hood  twangs  his  bow,  and 
the  heathen  gods  fly,  howling.  MontjaU  Sain/  D/nis/  down  goes 
Aj'ax  under  the  mace  of  Dunois ;  and  yonder  are  Leonidas  and  Ro- 
mulus beting  their  lives  of  Rob  Roy  Macgregor.  Classicism  is  dead. 
Sir  John  Froissart  has  taken  Dr.  Lempriere  by  the  nose,  and  reigns 
sovereign. 

Of  the  great  pictures  of  David  the  defunct,  we  need  not,  then,  say 
much.  Romulus  is  a  mighty  fine  young  fellow,  no  dbubt ;  and  if  be 
has  come  out  to  battle  stark  naked  (except  a  very  handsome  helmet),  it 
is  because  the  costume  became  him,  and  shows  ofi'  his  figure  lo  advan- 
tage. But  was  there  ever  anything  so  absurd  as  this  passion  for  the 
nude,  which  was  followed  by  all  the  painters  of  the  Davidian  epoch  i  _ 
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And  how  are  we  to  suppose  this  straddle  to  be  the  true  characteristic 

of  the  heroic  and  the  sublime  ?    Romulus  stretches  his  legs  as  far  as 

ever  nature  will  allow ;  the  Horatii,  in  receiving  their  swords,  think 

proper  to  stretch  their  legs  t< 

to  thrust  forward  their  arms,thus,- 

Romulus's  is  the  exact  a 

telegraph ;  and  the  Horatii  are  all  it 

the  position  of  the   lunge.      Is   this 

the  snblime  ?    Mr.  Angelo,  of  Bond  Street,  might  admire  the  attitude  ; 

bis  namesake,  Michel,  I  don't  think  would. 

The  little  picture  of  "  Paris  and  Helen,"  one  of  the  master's  earliest, 
I  believe,  is  likewise  one  of  bis  best :  the  details  are  exquisitely  painted. 
Helen  looks  needlessly  sheepish,  and  Paris  has  a  most  odious  o^^e ; 
but  the  limbs  of  the  male  figure  are  beautifiUly  designed,  and  have 
not  the  green  tone  which  you  see  in  the  later  pictures  of  the 
master.  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  green?  Was  it  the  fashion,  or 
the  varnish  ?  Girodet's  pictures  are  green ;  Gros's  emperors  and 
grenadiers  have  universally  the  jaundice.  Gerard's  "  Psyche"  has  a 
most  decided  green-sickness ;  and  1  am  at  a  loss,  1  confess,  to  account 
for  the  enthusiasm  which  this  performance  inspired  on  its  first  appear- 
ance  before  the  public. 

In  the  same  room  with  it  is  Girodet's  ghastly  "  Deluge,"  and 
Gericault's  dismal  "  Medusa."  Gericault  died,  they  say,  for  want  of 
fame.  He  was  a  man  who  possessed  a  considerable  fortune  of  his 
own ;  but  pined  because  no  one  in  his  day  would  purchase  his  pictures, 
and  so  acknowledge  his  talent.  At  present,  a  scrawl  from  bis  pencil 
brings  an  enormous  price.  All  his  works  have  a  grand  cachet ;  he 
never  did  anything  mean.  When  he  painted  the  "  Raft  of  the  Medusa," 
it  is  said  he  hved  for  a  long  time  among  the  corpses  which  he  painted, 
and  that  his  studio  was  a  second  Morgue.  If  you  have  not  seen 
the  picture,  you  are  familiar,  probably,  with  Reynolds's  admirable 
engraving  of  it.  A  huge  black  sea  ;  a  raft  beating  upon  it ;  a  horrid 
company  of  men  dead,  half  dead,  writhing  and  frantic  with  hideous 
hunger  or  hideous  hope;  and,  far  away,  black,  against  a  stormy 
sunset,  a  sail.  The  story  is  powerfully  told,  and  has  a  legitimate  tragic 
interest,  so  to  speak, — tleeper,  because  more  natural,  than  Girodet's 
green  "  Deluge,"  for  instance :  or  his  livid  "  Orestes,"  or  red-hot 
"  Clytemnestra." 

Seen  from  a  distance  the  latter's  "Deluge"  has  a  certain  awe- 
inspiring  air  with  iL  A  slimy  green  man  stands  on  a  green  rock,  and 
dutches  hoid  of  a  tree.  On  the  green  man's  shoulders  is  his  old  father, 
in  a  green  old  age  ;  to  him  hangs  his  wife,  with  a.  babe  on  her  breast, 
and  dangling  at  her  hair,  another  child.  In  the  water  floats  a  corpse 
(a  beautiful  head) ;  and  a  green  sea  and  atmosphere  envelopes  all  this 
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dismal  group.  The  old  father  is  represented  with  a  bag  of  money  in 
his  hand ;  and  the  tree,  which  the  man  catches,  u  cracking,  and  just 
on  the  point  of  giving  way.  These  two  points  were  considered  very 
fine  by  the  critics  ;  they  are  two  such  ghastly  epigrams  as  continually 
disfigure  French  Tragedy.  For  this  reason  I  have  never  been  able  to 
read  Racine  with  pleasure,— the  dialogue  is  so  crammed  with  these 
lugubrious  good  things — melancholy  antitheses — sparkling  undertakers' 
wit ;  but  this  is  heresy,  and  had  better  be  spoken  discreetly. 

The  gallery  contains  a  vast  number  of  Poussin's  pictures ;  they 
put  me  in  mind  of  the  colour  of  objects  in  dreams, — a  strange,  hazy, 
lurid  hue.  How  noble  are  some  of  his  landscapes  I  What  a  depth 
Of  solemn  shadow  is  in  yonder  wood,  near  which,  by  the  side  of  a 
black  water,  halts  Dit^enes.  The  air  is  thunder-laden,  and  breathes 
heavily.     You  hear  ominous  whispers  in  the  vast  forest  gloom. 

Near  it  is  a  landscape,  by  Carel  Dujardin,  I  beheve,  conceived  in 
quite  a  different  mood,  but  exquisitely  poetical  too.  A  horseman  is 
riding  up  a  hill,  and  giving  money  to  a  blowsy  beggar-wench.  O 
matutini  ror.es  auraque  salubres  !  in  what  a  wonderful  way  has  the 
artist  managed  to  create  you  out  of  a  few  bladders  of  paint  and  pots 
of  varnish.  You  can  see  the  matutinal  dews  twinkling  in  the  grass, 
and  feel  the  fresh,  salubrious  airs  ("  the  breath  of  Nature  blowing 
fre^"  as  the  corn-law  man  sings)  blowing  free  over  the  heath :  silvery 
vapours  are  rising  up  from  the  blue  lowlands.  You  can  tell  the  hour 
of  the  morning  and  the  time  of  the  year :  you  can  do  anything  but 
describe  it  in  words.  As  with  regard  to  the  I'oussin  above  mentioned, 
one  can  never  pass  it  without  bearing  away  a  certain  pleasing,  dreamy 
feeling  of  awe  and  musing;  the  other  landscape  inspires  the  spectator 
infallibly  with  the  most  delightful  briskness  and  cheerfiilness  of  spirit. 
Herein  lies  the  vast  privilege  of  the  landscape-painter:  he  does  not 
address  you  with  one  fixed  particular  subject  or  expression,  but  with 
a  thousand  never  contemplated  by  himself,  and  which  only  arise  out 
of  occasion.  You  may  alwa.ys  be  looking  at  a  natural  landscape  as 
at  a  fine  pictorial  imitation  of  one ;  it  seems  eternally  producing  new 
thoughts  in  your  bosom,  as  it  does  fresh  beauties  from  its  own.  I 
cannot  fancy  more  delightful,  cheerful,  silent  companions  for  a  man 
than  half-a-dozen  landscapes  hung  round  his  study.  Portraits,  on  the 
contrary,  and  large  pieces  of  figures,  have  a  painful,  fixed,  staring  look, 
which  must  jar  upon  the  mind  in  many  of  its  moods.  Fancy  living 
in  a  room  with  David's  sans-culotte  Leonidas  staring  perpetually  in 
your  face  I 

There  is  a  litUe  Watteau  here,  and  a  rare  piece  of  fantastical 
brightness  and  gaiety  it  is.  What  a  delightful  affectation  about  yonder 
Udies  flirting  their  fans,  and  trailing  about  in  their  long  brocades ! 
What  splendid  dandies  are  those,  ever-smiikii^,  turning  out  their  toes. 
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with  broad  blue  ribbons  to  tie  up  their  crooks  and  their  pigtails,  and 
wonderful  gorgeous  crimson  satin  breeches  I  Yonder,  in  the  midst  of 
a  golden  atmosphere,  rises  a  bevy  of  littie  round  Cupids,  bubbling  up 
in  dusters  as  out  of  a  champagne  bolde,  and  mehing  away  in  air. 
There  is,  to  be  sure,  a  hidden  analogy  between  liquors  and  pictures : 
the  eye  is  deliciously  tickled  by  these  frisky  Watteaus,  and  yields  itself 
up  to  a  light,  smiling,  gentlemanlike  intoxication.  Thus,  were  we 
inclined  to  pursue  further  this  mighty  subject,  yonder  landscape  of 
Claude, — calm,  fresh,  delicate,  yet  full  of  flavour,  should  be  likened  to 
a  bottle  of  Chilean  Mai^aux.  And  what  is  the  Poussin  before  spoken 
of  but  Romanee  Gelfe  ? — heavy,  sluggish, — the  luscious  odour  almost 
sickens  you;  a  sultry  sort  of  drink;  your  limbs  sink  under  it;  you  feel 
as  if  you  had  been  drinking  hot  bkiod. 

An  ordinary  man  would  be  whirled  away  in  a  fever,  or  would 
hobble  off  this  mortal  stage,  in  a  premature  gout-fit,  if  he  too  early  or 
too  often  indulged  in  such  tremendous  drink,  I  think  in  my  heart  I 
am  fonder  of  pretty  third-rate  pictures  than  of  your  great  thundering 
first-rates.  Confess  how  many  times  you  have  read  Bftajiger,  and  how 
many  Milton  ?  If  you  go  to  the  Star  and  Garter,  don't  you  grow  sick  of 
that  vast,  luscious  landscape,  and  long  for  the  sight  of  a  couple  of  cows, 
or  a  donkey,  and  a  few  yards  of  common  ?  Donkeys,  my  dear  MacGilp, 
since  we  have  come  to  this  subject,  say  not  so;  fUchmond  Hill  for 
them.  Milton  they  never  grow  tired  of;  and  are  as  familiar  with 
Raphael  as  Bottom  with  exquisite  Titania.  Let  us  thank  heaven,  my 
dear  sir,  for  according  to  us  the  power  to  taste  and  appreciate  the 
pleasures  of  mediocrity.  I  have  never  heard  that  we  were  great 
geniuses.  Earthy  are  we,  and  of  the  earth ;  glimpses  of  the  sublime  are 
but  rare  to  us ;  leave  we  them  to  great  geniuses,  and  to  the  donkeys ; 
and  if  it  nothing  pro6t  us  aerias  tent&sse  domos  along  with  them,  let 
us  thankfully  remain  below,  being  merry  and  humble. 

I  have  now  only  to  mention  the  channing  "  Cruche  Cassfe "  of 
Greuze,  which  all  the  young  ladies  delight  to  copy;  and  of  which  the 
colour  (a  thought  too  blue,  perhaps)  is  marvellously  graceful  and 
delicate.  There  are  three  more  pictures  by  the  artist,  containing 
exquisite  female  heads  and  colour;  but  they  have  charms  for  French 
critics  which  are  difficult  to  be  discovered  by  English  eyes;  and  the 
pictures  seem  weak  to  me.  A  very  fine  picture  by  Bon  Bollongue, 
"Saint  Benedict  resuscitating  a  Child,"  deserves  particular  attention, 
and  is  supterb  in  vigour  and  richness  of  colour.  You  must  look,  too, 
at  the  lai^e,  noble,  melancholy  landscapes  of  Philippe  de  Champagne ; 
and  the  two  magnificent  Italian  pictures  of  Leopold  Robert : — they  are, 
pterhaps,  the  very  finest  pictures  that  the  French  school  has  produced, 
— as  deep  as  Poussin,  of  a  better  colour,  and  of  a  wonderful  minuteness 
and  veracity  in  the  representation  of  objects. 


ON  THE  FRENCH  SCHOOL  OF  PAINTING.         47 

Every  one  of  Lesueur's  church-pictures  are  worth  examining  and 
admiring;  they  are  full  of  "unction"  and  pious  mystical  grace. 
"  Saint  Scholastica"  is  divine ;  and  the  "  Taking  down  from  the  Cross" 
as  nohle  a  composition  as  ever  was  seen ;  I  care  not  by  whom  the 
other  may  be.  There  is  more  beauty,  and  less  affectation,  about  this 
picture  than  you  will  find  in  the  performances  of  many  Italian  masters, 
with  high-sounding  names  [out  with  it,  and  say  Raphael  at  once).  I 
hate  those  simpering  Madonnas,  I  declare  that  the  "  Jardinifere"  is  a 
puking,  smirldng  Miss,  with  nothing  heavenly  about  her.  1  vow  that 
the  "Saint  Elizabeth"  is  a  bad  picture, — a  bad  composition,  badly 
drawn,  badly  coloured,  in  a  bad  imitation  of  Titian, — a  piece  of  vile 
affectation.  I  say,  tbat  when  Raphael  painted  this  picture  two  years 
before  his  death,  the  spirit  of  painting  had  gone  from  out  of  him;  he 
was  no  longer  inspired  ;  it  -aias  iimt  that  ke  should  die  !  ! 

There,— the  murder  is  out  !  My  paper  is  filled  to  the  brim,  and 
there  is  no  time  to  speak  of  Lesueur's  "  Crucifijdon,"  which  is  odiously 
coloured,  to  be  sure ;  but  earnest,  tender,  simple,  holy.  But  such 
things  are  most  difficult  to  translate  into  words ;— one  lays  down  the 
pen,  and  thinks  and  thinks.  The  figures  appear,  and  take  their  places 
one  by  one :  ranging  themselves  according  to  order,  in  light  or  in 
gloom,  the  colours  are  reflected  duly  in  the  Uttle  camera  obscura  of 
the  brain,  and  the  whole  picture  lies  there  complete ;  but  can  you 
describe  it?  No,  not  if  pens  were  fitch-brushes,  and  words  were 
bladders  of  paint    With  which,  for  the  present,  adieu. 

Your  faithfijl 

M.  A.T. 
7>  Mr.  RoBBKT  Macgilf, 

Ntwman  Strut,  Lendtn. 
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THE  PAINTER'S  BARGAIN. 

SIMON  GAMBOUGEwas  the  son  of  Solomon  Gambouge;  and 
as  all  the  world  knows,  both  father  and  son  were  astonishing^ 
clever  fellows  at  their  profession.  Solomon  painted  landscapes,  which 
nobody  bought ;  and  Simon  took  a  higher  line,  and  painted  portraits 
to  admiration,  only  nobody  came  to  sit  to  him. 

As  he  was  not  gaining  five  pounds  a  year  by  his  profession,  and 
had  arrived  at  the  age  of  twenty,  at  least,  Simon  detenniDCd  to  better 
himself  by  taking  a  wife, — a  plan  which  a  number  of  other  wise  men 
adopt,  in  similar  years  and  circumstances.'  So  Simon  prevailed  upon 
a  butcher's  daughter  (to  whom  he  owed  considerably  for  cutlets)  to 
quit  the  meat-shop,  and  follow  him.  Griskinissa — such  was  the  fair 
creature's  name—"  was  as  lovely  a  bit  of  mutton,"  her  father  s^d,  "  as 
ever  a  man  would  wish  to  stick  a  knife  into."  She  had  sat  to  the 
painter  for  all  sorts  of  characters  ;  and  the  curious  who  possess  any 
of  Gambouge's  pictures  will  see  her  as  Venus,  Minerva,  Madonna, 
and  in  numberless  other  characters  ;  Portrait  of  a  lady — Griskinissa ; 
Sleeping  Nymph — Griskinissa,  without  a  rag  of  cloUies,  lying  in  a 
forest ;  Maternal  Solicitude — Griskinissa  again,  with  young  Master 
Gambouge,  who  was  by  this  time  the  offspring  of  their  affections. 

The  lady  brought  the  painter  a  handsome  little  fortune  of  a  couple 
of  hundred  pounds  ;  and  as  long  as  this  sum  lasted  no  woman  could 
be  more  lovely  or  loving.  But  want  began  speedily  to  attack  their 
little  household ;  bakers'  bills  were  unpaid ;  rent  was  due,  and  the 
reckless  landlord  gave  no  quarter;  and,  to  crown  the  whole,  her  father, 
unnatural  butcher  !  suddenly  stopped  the  supplies  of  mutton-chops  ; 
and  swore  that  his  daughter,  and  the  dauber  her  husband,  should  have 
no  more  of  his  wares.  At  first  they  embraced  tenderly,  and,  kissing 
and  crying  over  their  little  infant,  vowed  to  heavsn  that  they  would  do 
without:  but  in  the  course  of  the  evening  Griskinissa  grewpeckish,  and 
poor  Simon  pawned  his  best  coat. 

When  thb  habit  of  pawning  is  discovered,  it  appears  to  the  poor 
a  kind  of  Eldorado.  Gambouge  and  his  wife  were  so  del^hted,  that 
they,  in  the  course  of  a  month,  made  away  with  her  gold  cluun,  her 
great  warming-pan,  his  best  crimson  plush  inexpressibles,  two  wigs, 
a  washhand  basin  and  ewer,  fire-irons,  window-curtains,  crockery,  and 
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arm-chaiis.  Griskinissa  said,  smiling,  that  she  had  found  a  second 
father  in  fur  uncle, — a  base  pun,  which  showed  that  her  mind  was 
corrupted,  and  that  she  was  no  longer  the  tender,  simple  Griskinissa 
of  other  days. 

I  am  soiry  to  say  that  she  had  taken  to  drinking ;  she  swallowed 
the  warming-pan  in  the  course  of  three  days,  and  fuddled  herself  one 
whole  evening  with  the  crimson  plush  breeches. 

Drinking  is  the  devil — the  father,  that  is  to  say,  of  all  vices. 
Griskjnissa's  faceand  her  mind  grew  ugly  together ;  her  good  humour 
changed  to  bilious,  bitter  discontent ;  her  pretty,  fond  epithets,  to  foul 
abuse  and  swearing ;  her  tender  blue  eyes  grew  watery  and  blear, 
and  the  peach-colour  on  her  cheeks  fled  from  its  old  habitation,  and 
crowded  up  into  her  nose,  where,  with  a  number  of  pimples,  it  stuck 
fast  Add  to  this  a  dirty,  draggle-tailed  chintz  ;  long,  matted  hair, 
wandering  into  her  eyes,  and  over  her  lean  shoulders,  which  were 
once  so  snowy,  and  you  have  the  picture  of  drunkenness  and  Mrs. 
Simon  Gamboi^e. 

Poor  Simon,  who  had  been  a  gay,  lively  fellow  enough  in  the  days 
of  his  better  fortune,  was  completely  cast  down  by  his  present  ill  luck, 
and  cowed  by  the  ferocity  of  his  wife.  From  morning  till  night  the 
neighbours  could  hear  this  woman's  tongue,  and  understand  her  doings ; 
bellows  went  skimming  across  the  room,  chairs  were  flumped  down  on 
the  floor,  and  poor  Gambouge's  oil  and  vamish-pots  went  clattering 
through  the  windows,  or  down  the  stairs.  The  baby  roared  all  day  ; 
and  Simon  sat  pale  and  idle  in  a  comer,  taking  a  small  sup  at  the 
brandy-bottle,  when  Mrs.  Gambouge  was  out  of  the  way. 

One  day,  as  he  sat  disconsolately  at  his  easel,  furbishing  up  a 
picture  of  his  wife,  in  the  character  of  Peace,  which  he  had  com- 
menced a  year  befote,  he  was  more  than  ordinarily  desperate,  and 
cursed  and  swore  in  the  most  pathetic  manner.  "  0  miserable  fete  of 
genius  ! "  cried  he,  "  was  I,  a  man  of  such  commanding  talents,  bom 
for  this  ?  to  be  bullied  by  a  fiend  of  a  wife  ;  to  have  my  master-pieces 
neglected  by  the  world,  or  sold  only  for  a  few  pieces  ?  Cursed  be  the 
love  which  has  misled  me ;  cursed  be  the  art  which  is  unworthy  of  me ! 
Let  me  dig  or  steal,  let  me  sell  myself  as  a  soldier,  or  sell  myself  to  the 
Devil,  I  should  not  be  more  wretched  than  I  am  now  ! " 
"  Quite  the  contrary,"  cried  a  small,  cheery  voice. 
"  What ! "  exclaimed  Gambouge,  trembling  and  surprised.  "  Who's 
there  f — where  are  you  ?— who  are  you  ? 

"You  were  just  speaking  of  me,"  said  the  voice. 
Gambouge  held,  in  his  left  hand,  his  palette ;  in  his  right,  a  bladder 
of  crimson  lake,  which  he  was  about  to  squeeze  out  upon  the  mahogany. 
"  Where  are  you  ?"  cried  be  again. 

"  S-q-u-e-c-i-e ! "  exclaimed  the  little  voice. 
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Gambouge  picked  out  tbe  nail  from  the  bladder,  and  gave  a 
squeeze ;  when,  as  sure  as  I  am  livu^,  a  little  imp  spurted  out  from 
the  hole  upon  the  palette,  and  began  laughing  in  the  most  singular 
and  oily  manner. 

When  first  bom  he  was  little  bigger  than  a  tadpole ;  then  he  grew 
to  be  as  big  as  a  mouse ;  then  he  arrived  at  the  size  of  a  cat ;  and  then 
he  jumped  off  the  palette,  and  turning  head  over  heels,  asked  the  poor 
painter  what  he  wanted  with  him. 

The  strange  little  animal  twisted  head  over  beds,  and  fixed  himself 
at  last  upon  the  top  of  Gambouge's  easel, — smearing  out,  with  his 
heels,  all  the  white  and  vermilion  which  had  just  been  laid  on  the 
allegoric  portrait  of  Mrs.  Gambouge, 

"  What  1 "  exclaimed  Simon,  "  is  it  the " 

"  Exactly  so  ;  talk  of  me,  you  know,  and  I  am  always  at  hand  ; 
besides,  I  am  not  half  so  black  as  I  am  painted,  as  you  will  see  when 
you  know  me  a  little  better." 

"  Upon  my  word,"  said  the  painter,  "  it  is  a  very  singular  surprise 
which  you  have  given  me^    To  teU  truth,  I  did  not  even  believe  in  your 


The  little  imp  put  on  a  theatrical  air,  and,  with  one  of  Mr,  Macready's 
best  looks,  said, — 

"  There  ue  mote  things  in  heaven  and  eaith,  Gamlx^o, 
Than  are  dreamed  of  in  yonr  philosophy." 

Gambouge,  being  a  Frenchman,  did  not  understand  the  quotation, 
but  felt  somehow  strangely  and  singularly  interested  in  the  conversation 
of  his  new  friend. 

Diabolus  continued  :  "  You  are  a  man  of  merit  and  want  money ; 
you  will  starve  on  your  merit ;  you  can  only  get  money  from  me. 
Come,  my  friend,  how  much  is  it?  I  ask  the  easiest  interest  in  the 
world :  old  Mordecai,  the  usurer,  has  made  you  pay  twice  as  heavily 
before  now :  nothing  but  the  signature  of  a  bond,  which  is  a  mere 
ceremony,  and  the  transfer  of  an  article  which,  in  itself,  is  a  supporition 
— a  valueless,  windy,  uncertain  property  of  yours,  called,  by  some  poet 
of  your  own,  ]  think,  an  animala,  vagula,  i/a/tdula—htili  \  (here  is  no 
use  beating  about  the  bush — I  mean  a  soul.  Come,  let  me  have  it ; 
you  know  you  will  sell  it  some  other  way,  and  not  get  such  good  pay 
for  your  bargain  !" — and,  having  made  this  speech,  the  Devil  pulled 
out  from  his  fbb  a  sheet  as  big  as  a.double  Times,  only  there  was  a 
different  siamfi  in  the  corner. 

It  is  useless  and  tedious  to  describe  law  documents  :  lawyers  only 
love  to  read  them  ;  and  they  have  as  good  in  Chitty  as  any  that  are  to 
be  found  in  the  Devil's  own  j   so  nobly  have  the  apprentices  emulated 
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the  skill  id  the  otaster.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  poor  Gambouge  read 
over  the  paper,  and  signed  it  He  was  to  have  all  he  wished  for  seven 
years,  and  at  the  end  of  that  time  was  to  become  the  property  of 

the ;  yMfefmH  th^,  durii^  the  course  of  the  seven  years  every 

sbgle  wish  which  he  might  form  should  be  gratified  by  the  other  of  the 
coDtracting  parties ;  otherwise  the  deed  became  null  and  non-avenue, 
and  Gambouge  should  be  left  "  to  go  to  the  — —  his  own  way." 

"  You  will  never  see  me  again,"  said  Diabolus,  in  shaking  hands 
with  po<»  Simon,  on  whose  fingers  be  left  such  a  mark  as  is  to  be  seen 
at  this  day— "never  at  least,  unless  you  want  me ;  for  everything  you 
ask  will  be  performed  in  the  most  quiet  and  every-day  manner : 
believe  me,  it  is  best  and  most  gentlemanlike,  and  avoids  anything  like ' 
scandal.  But  if  you  set  me  about  anything  which  is  extraordinary,  and 
out  of  the  course  of  nature,  as  it  were,  come  I  must,  you  know ;  and  of 
this  you  are  the  beat  judge."  So  saying,  Diabolus  disappeared ;  but 
whether  up  the  chimney,  through  the  keyhole,  or  by  any  odier  apietture 
or  contiivaJice,  nobody  knows.  Simon  Gambouge  was  left  in  a  fever 
of  delight,  as,  heaven  forgive  me  I  I  beUeve  many  a  worthy  man  would 
be,  if  he  were  allowed  an  opportunity  to  make  a  similar  bargain. 

"  Heigho  I "  said  Simon.  '.'  I  wonder  whether  this  be  a  reality  or  a 
dream.  1  am  sober,  I  know ;  for  who  will  give  me  credit  for  the  means 
to  be  drunk?  and  as  for  sleepii^,  I'm  too  hungry  for  that.  I  wish  I 
could  See  a  capon  and  a  bottle  of  white  wine." 

"  Monsieur  Simon  ! "  cried  a  voice  on  the  landing-place. 

"  Cest  ici,"  quoth  Gambouge,  hastening  to  open  the  door.  He  did 
so ;  and  lo  !  there  was  a  restaurateur's  boy  at  the  door,  supporting  a 
tray,  a  tin-covered  dish,  and  plates  on  the  same;  and,  by  its  side,  a  tall 
amber-coloured  flask  of  Sauteme. 

"  I  am  the  new  boy,  sir,"  exclaimed  this  youth,  on  entering ;  "  but 
I  believe  this  is  the  right  door,  and  you  asked  for  these  things." 

Simon  grinned,  and  said,  "  Certainly,  I  did  ask  for  these  things,"" 
But  such  was  the  effect  which  his  interview  with  the  demon  had  had  on 
his  innocent  mind,  that  he  took  them,  although  he  knew  that  they  were 
for  old  Simon,  the  Jew  dandy,  who  was  mad  after  an  opera  girl,  and 
lived  on  the  floor  beneath, 

"  Go,  my  boy,"  he  said  ;  "  it  is  good  ;  call  in  a  couple  of  hours,  and 
remove  the  plates  and  glasses." 

The  little  waiter  trotted  downstairs,  and  Simon  sat  greedily  down 
to  discuss  the  capon  and  the  white  win&  He  bolted  the  legs,  he 
devoured  the  wings,  he  cut  every  morsel  of  flesh  from  the  breast ; — 
seasoning  his  repast  with  pleasant  draughts  of  wine,  and  caring  nothing 
for  the  inevitable  bill,  which  was  to  follow  aU. 

"  Ye  gods  I "  said  he,  as  he  scraped  away  at  the  backbone,  "  what 
a  dinner  I  what  wine  I — and  bow  gaily  served  up  too  ! "    There  were 
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silver  forks  and  spoons,  and  the  remnants  of  the  fowl  were  upon  a 
silver  disb.  "  Why,  the  money  for  this  tUsh  and  these  spoons,"  cried 
Simon,  "  would  keep  me  and  Mrs.  G.  for  a  month !  I  WISH " — and 
here  Simon  whistled,  and  turned  round  to  see  that  nobody  was  peeping 
— "  I  wish  the  plate  were  mine." 

Oh,  the  horrid  progress  of  the  Devil !  "  Here  they  are,"  thought 
Simon  to  himself;  "why  should  not  I  take  tkeml"  And  take  tben» 
he  did.  "  Detection,"  said  he,  "  is  not  so  bad  as  starvation ;  and  I 
would  as  soon  live  at  the  galleys  as  hve  with  Madame  Gamboi^e." 

So  Gambouge  shovelled  dish  and  spoons  into  the  flap  of  bis 
surtout,  and  ran  downstairs  as  if  the  Devil  were  behind  him — as, 
indeed,  he  was. 

He  immediately  made  for  the  house  of  his  old  friend  the  pawn- 
broker— that  establishment  which  is  called  in  France  the  Mont  de 
Piit^.  "  I  am  obUged  to  come  to  you  again,  my  old  friend,"  said 
Simon,  "  with  some  family  plate,  of  which  I  beseech  you  to  take  care," 

The  pawnbroker  smiled  as  he  examined  the  goods.  "  I  can  give 
you  nothing  upon  them,"  said  he. 

"  What ! "  cried  Simon ;  "  not  even  the  worth  of  the  silver  ?  " 

"  No  ;  I  could  buy  them  at  that  price  at  the '  Cafd  Morisot,'  Rue 
de  la  Verrerie,  where,  I  suppose,  you  got  them  a  Uttle  cheaper."  And, 
so  saying,  he  showed  to  the  guilt-stricken  Gambouge  how  the  name  of 
that  ctrffee-house  was  inscribed  upon  every  one  of  the  articles  which  he 
had  wished  to  pawn. 

The  effects  of  conscience  are  dreadiiil  indeed.  Oh !  how  fearful 
is  retribution,  how  deep  is  despair,  how  bitter  is  remorse  for  crime — 
•taken  crime  is  found  out ! — otherwise,  conscience  takes  matters  much 
more  easily.    Gambouge  cursed  his  fate,  and  swore  henceforth  to  be 


"  But,  hark  ye,  my  friend,"  continued  the  honest  broker,  "  there  is 
no  reason  why,  because  I  cannot  lend  upon  these  things,  I  should  not 
buy  them :  they  will  do  to  melt,  if  for  no  other  purpose.  Will  you  have 
half  the  money  ?— speak,  or  I  peach." 

Simon's  resolves  about  virtue  were  dissipated  instantaneously. 
. "  Give  me  hal^"  he  said,  "  and  let  me  go, — What  scoundrels  are  these 
pawnbrokers  ! "  ejaculated  he,  as  he  passed  out  of  the  accursed  shop, 
"  seeking  every  wicked  pretext  to  rob  the  poor  man  of  his  hard-won 
gwn." 

When  he  had  marched  forwards  for  a  street  or  two,  Gambouge 
counted  the  money  which  he  had  received,  and  found  that  he  was  in 
possession  of  no  less  than  a  hundred  francs.  It  was  night,  as  he 
reckoned  out  his  equivocal  gains,  and  he  counted  them  at  the  light  of 
a  lamp.  He  looked  up  at  the  lamp,  in  doubt  as  to  the  course  he 
should  next  pursue ;  upon  it  was  inscribed  the  simple  number,  152, 
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"  A  gambling-house,"  thought  Gambouge.  "  I  wish  I  had  half  the 
moDcy  that  is  now  on  the  table  upstairs." 

He  mounted,  as  many  a  rogue  has  done  before  him,  and  found  half 
a  hundred  persons  busy  at  a  table  of  rouge  et  noir.  Gambouge's  five 
napoleons  looked  insignificant  by  the  side  of  the  heaps  which  were 
around  him ;  but  the  effects  of  the  wine,  of  the  theft,  and  of  the  detec- 
tion by  the  pawnbroker,  were  upon  him,  and  he  threw  down  his  capital 
stoutly  upon  the  o  o. 

It  is  a  dangerous  spot  that  o  o,  or  double  lero ;  but  to  Simon  it 
was  more  lucky  than  to  the  rest  of  the  world.  The  ball  went  spinning 
round — in  "its  predestined  circle  rolled,"  as  Shelley  has  it,  after 
Goethe — and  plumped  down  at  last  in  the  double  zero.  One  hundred 
and  thirty-five  gold  napoleons  (louis  they  were  then)  were  counted  out 
to  the  delighted  painter.  "  Oh,  Diabolus ! "  cried  he,  "  now  it  is  that  I 
begin  to  believe  in  thee !  Don't  talk  about  merit,"  he  cried ;  "  talk  about 
fortune.  Tell  me  not  about  heroes  for  the  fature — tell  me  of  eeroes," 
And  down  went  twenty  napoleons  more  upon  the  o. 

The  Devil  was  certainly  in  the  ball :  round  it  twirled,  and  dropped 
into  zero  as  naturally  as  a  duck  pops  its  head  into  a  pond.  Our  friend 
received  five  hundred  pounds  for  his  stake ;  and  the  croupiers  and 
lookers-on  began  to  stare  at  hun. 

There  were  twelve  thousand  pounds  on  the  table.  Suffice  it  to  say, 
that  Simon  won  half,  and  retired  from  the  Palais  Royal  with  a  thick 
bundle  of  bank-notes  crammed  into  his  dirty  three-cornered  hat.  He 
bad  been  but  half  an  hour  in  the  place,  and  he  had  won  the  revenues 
«f  a  prince  for  half  a  year  I 

Gambouge,  as  soon  as  he  felt  that  he  was  a  capitalist,  and  that  he 
had  a  stake  in  the  country,  discovered  that  he  was  an  altered  man. 
He  repented  of  his  foul  deed,  and  his  base  purloining  of  the  restaura- 
teur's plate.  "O  honesty  !"  he  cried,  "how  unworthy  is  an  action  like 
this  of  a  man  who  has  a  property  Uke  mine  ! "  So  he  went  back  to  the 
ftawnbroker  with  the  gloomiest  face  imaginable.  "  My  friend,"  said  h^ 
"  I  have  sinned  gainst  all  that  I  hold  most  sacred  :  I  have  foi^tten 
iny  family  and  my  religion.  Here  is  thy  money.  In  the  name  of  heaven, 
restore  me  the  plate  which  I  have  wrongfully  sold  thee  1 " 

But  the  pawnbroker  grinned  and  said,  "Nay,  Mr.  Gambouge,  I 
will  sell  that  plate  for  a  thousand  francs  to  you,  or  I  never  will  sell  it 
aialL" 

"  Well,"  cried  Gambouge,  "  thou  art  an  inexorable  ruffian,  Trois- 
boules ;  but  1  will  give  thee  all  I  am  worth."  And  here  he  produced 
a  billet  of  five  hundred  francs.  "  Look,"  said  he,  "  this  money  is  all 
I  own  ;  it  b  the  payment  of  two  years'  lodging.  To  raise  it,  I  have 
toiled  for  many  months ;  and,  failing,  I  have  been  a  criminal.  O 
■heaven !  I  slolt  tiiat  plaie  that  I  might  pay  my  debt,  and  keep  my 
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dear  wife  from  waiidering  houseless.  But  I  cannof  bear  this  load  of 
ignominy — I  cannot  suffer  the  thought  of  this  crime.  I  ■will  go  to  the 
person  to  whom  I  did  wrong.  I  will  starve,  I  will  confess ;  but  I  will, 
I  will  do  right. 

The  broker  was  alarmed.  "Give  me  thy  note,"  he  cried;  "here  is 
the  plate." 

"  Give  me  an  acquittal  first,"  cried  Simon,  almost  broken-hearted ; 
"  sign  me  a  paper,  and  the  money  is  yours."  So  Troisboules  wrote 
according  to  Gaftiboug^s  dictation  :  "  Received,  for  thirteen  ounces  of 
plate,  twenty  pounds," 

"  Monster  of  iniquity  ] "  cHed  the  painter,  "  fiend  of  wickedness  ! 
thou  art  caught  in  thme  own  snares.  Hast  thou  not  sold  me  five 
pounds'  worth  of  pliUe  for  twenty.  Have  I  it  not  in  my  pocket?  Art 
thou  not  a  convicted  dealer  in  stolen  goods  ?  Yield,  scoundrel,  yield 
thy  money,  or  I  will  bring  thee  to  justice  I " 

The  fifightened  pawnbroker  bullied  and  battled  for  a  while ;  but  he 
gave  up  his  money  at  last,  and  the  dispute  ended.  Thus  it  will  be  seen 
that  Diabolus  had  rather  a  hard  bargain  in  the  wily  Gambouge.  He 
bad  taken  a  victim  prisoner,  but  he  bad  assuredly  caught  a  Tartar. 
Simon  now  returned  home,  and,  to  do  him  justice,  paid  the  bill  for  his  ■ 
dinner,  and  restored  the  plate. 

And  now  I  may  add  (and  the  reader  should  ponder  upon  tUs,  as  a 
profound  picture  of  human  life),  that  Gambouge,  since  be  had  grown 
rich,  grew  likewise  abundantly  moraL  He  was  a  most  exemplary 
father.  He  fed  the  poor,  and  was  loved  by  them.  He  scorned  a  base 
action.  And  I  have  no  doubt  that  Mr.  Thurtell,  or  the  late  lamented 
Mr.  Greenacre,  in  similar  circumstances,  would  have  acted  like  the 
worthy  Simon  Gambouge. 

There  was  but  one  blot  upon  his  character — he  hated  Mrs.  Gam 
worse  than  ever.  As  he  grew  more  benevolent,  she  grew  more 
virulent :  when  he  went  to  plays,  she  went  to  Bible  societies,  and 
vice  virsA;  in  fact,  she  led  him  such  a  life  as  Xantippe  led  Socrates, 
or  as  a  dog  leads  a  cat  in  the  same  kitchen.  With  ail  his  fortune — 
.  for,  as  may  be  supposed,  Simon  prospered  in  all  ivorldly  things — he 
was  the  most  miserable  dog  in  the  whole  city  of  Paris.  Only  in  the 
point  of  drinking  did  he  and  Mrs.  Simon  agree ;  and  for  many  years, 
and  during  a  considerable  number  of  hours  in  each  day,  he  thus  dissi- 
pated, partially,  his  domestic  chagrin.  O  philosophy  t  we  may  talk  of 
thee  :  but,  except  at  the  bottom  of  the  wine-cup,  where  thou  liest  like 
truth  in  a  well,  where  shall  we  find  thee  ? 

He  lived  so  long,  and  in  his  worldly  matters  prospered  so  much, 
there  was  so  Uttle  sign  of  devilment  in  the  accomplishment  of  his 
wishes  and  the  increase  of  his  prosperity,  that  Simon,  at  the  end  of  six 
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years,  began  to  doubt  wbethoT  he  had  made  any  such  bai^in  at  all, 
as  that  i^ich  we  have  described  at  the  commencement  of  this  history. 
He  had  grown,  as  we  said,  very  pious  and  moral  He  went  regularly 
to  mass,  and  had  a  confessor  into  the  bargain.  He  resolved,  there- 
fore, to  consult  that  reverend  gentleman,  and  to  lay  before  him  the 
whole  matter, 

"  I  am  inclined  to  think,  holy  sir,"  said  Gambouge,  after  he  had 
concluded  his  history,  and  shown  how,  in  some  miraculous  way,  all  his 
desires  were  accomplished,  "that,  after  all,  this  demon  was  no  other 
than  the  creation  of  my  own  brain,  heated  by  the  effects  of  that  bottle 
of  wine,  the  cause  of  my  crime  and  my  prosperity. 

The  confessor  agreed  with  him,  and  they  walked  out  of  church 
comfortably  together,  and  entered  afterwards  a  cafi,  where  they  sat 
down  to  refresh  themselves  after  the  fatigues  of  iheir  devotion. 

A  respectable  old  gentleman,  with  a  number  of  orders  at  his  button- 
hole, presently  ento'ed  the  room,  and  sauntered  up  to  the  marble  table, 
before  which  reposed  Simon  and  his  clerical  friend.  "  Excuse  me, 
gentlemen,"  he  said,  as  he  took  a  place  opposite  them,  and  began 
reading  the  papers  of  the  day.  ' 

"  Bah ! "  said  he,  at  last, — "sont-ils  grands  ces  joumaux  Anglais  ! 
Look,  sir,"  he  said,  handii^  over  an  immense  sheet  of  The  Timet  to 
Mr.  Gambouge,  "  was  ever  anything  so  monstrous  ? " 

Gambouge  smiled  poUtely,  and  examined  the  proffered  p^e.  "  It 
is  enormous,"  he  said  ;  "  but  I  do  not  read  English." 

"  Nay,"  said  the  man  with  the  orders,  "  look  closer  at  it.  Signer 
Gambouge  ;  it  is  astonishing  how  easy  the  language  is."    ' 

Wondering,  Simon  took  the  sheet  of  paper.  He  turned  pale 
as  he  looked  at  it,  and  began  to  curse  the  ices,  and  the  waiter. 
"  Come,  M.  I'Abb^,"  he  said  ;  "  (he  heat  and  glare  of  this  place  are 
intolerable." 

The  stranger  rose  with  them.  "  Au  plaisir  de  vous  revoir,  mon 
cher  monsieur,"  said  he ;  "I  do  not  mind  speaking  before  the  Abb^ 
here,  who  will  be  my  very  good  friend  one  of  these  days  ;  but  I  thought 
it  necessary  to  refresh  your  memory,  concerning  our  little  business 
transaction  six  years  since  ;  and  could  not  exactly  talk  of  it  at  church, 
as  you  may  fancy." 

Simon  Gambouge  had  seen,  in  the  double-sheeted  Tinus,  the 
paper  ^gn&  by  himself,  which  the  little  Devil  had  pulled  out  of 
his  fob. 

There  was  no  doubt  on  the  subject ;  and  Simon,  who  had  but  a 
year  to  live,  grew  more  pious,  and  more  careful  than  ever.  He  had 
consultations  with  all  the  doctors  of  the  Sorbonne  and  all  the  lawyers 
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of  the  Palais.  But  hb  magnificence  grew  as  wearisome  to  him  as  his 
poverty  bad  been  before  ;  and  not  one  of  the  doctors  whom  he  con- 
sulted could  give  him  a  pennyworth  of  consolation. 

Then  he  grew  outrageous  in  his  demands  upon  the  Devil,  and  put 
him  to  all  sorts  of  absurd  and  ridiculous  tasks  ;  but  they  were  all  punc- 
tually performed,  until  Simon  could  invent  no  new  ones,  and  the  Devil 
sat  all  day  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets  doing  nothing. 

One  day,  Simon's  confessor  came  bounding  into  the  room,  with 
the  greatest  glee.  "  My  friend,"  said  he,  "  I  have  it !  Eureka : — I 
have  found  iL  Send  the  Pope  a  hundred  thousand  crowns,  build  a 
new  Jesuit  college  at  Rome,  give  a  hundred  gold  candlesticks  to 
St  Peter's  ;  and  tell  his  Holiness  you  will  double  all,  if  he  will  give 
you  absolution  I " 

Gambouge  caught  at  the  notion,  and  hurried  off  a  courier  to  Rome 
ventre  i  Urre.  His  Holiness  agreed  to  the  request  of  the  .petition, 
and  sent  him  an  absolution,  written  out  with  his  own  fist,  and  all  in 
due  form.  -  ■  ,  ,--i. 

"  Now,"  said  he,  "  foul  fiend,  I  defy  you  !  arise,  Diabolus  ! '  your 
codtract  is  not  worth  a  jot :  the  Pope  has  absolved  me,  and  1  am  safe 
on  the  road  to  salvation."  In  a  fervour  of  gratitude  he  clasped  the 
hand  of  his  confessor,  and  embraced  him  :  tears  of  joy  ran  down  the 
cheeks  of  these  good  men. 

They  heard  an  inordinate  roar  of  laughter,  and  there  was  Diabolus 
^tting  opposite  to  them,  holding  his  sides,  and  lashing  his  tail  about, 
as  if  he  would  have  gone  mad  with  glee. 

"  Why,"  said  he,  "what  nonsense  is  this  !  do  you  suppose  I  care 
about  thaif  and  he  tossed  the  Pope's  missive  into  a  comer. 
"  M.  I'Abbd  knows,"  he  said,  bowing  and  grinning,  "  that  though  th6 
Pope's  paper  may  pass  current  here,  it  is  not  worth  twopence  in  our 
country.  What  do  I  care  about  the  Pope's  absolution  ?  You  might 
just  as  well  be  absolved  by  your  under  butler," 

"  Egad,"  said  the  Abbd,  "  the  rogue  is  right — I  quite  forgot  the 
fact,  which  he  points  out  clearly  enough." 

"  No,  no,  Gambouge,"  continued  Diabolus,  with  horrid  familiarity, 
"  go  thy  ways,  old  fellow,  that   cock  won't  fight!'    And  he  retired 
up  the  chimney,  chuckling  at  his  wit  and  his  triumph.    Gambouge    : 
heard  his  tail  scutding  all  the  way  up,  as  if  he  had  been  a  sweeper  by 
profession. 

Simon  was  left  in  that  condition  of  grief  in  which,  according  to 
the  newspapers,  cities  and  nations  are  found  when  a  murder  is  com- 
mitted, or  a  lord  ill  of  the  gout—  a  situation,  we  may  say,  more  easy  to 
imagine  than  to  describe. 

To  add  to  his  woes,  Mrs.  Gambouge,  who  was  now  first  made 
acquajnted  with  his  compact,  and  its  probable  consequences,  raised 
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such  a  stonn  about  his  ears,  as  made  him  wish  almost  that  his  seven 
years  were  expired  She  screamed,  she  scolded,  she  swore,  she  wept, 
she  went  into  such  fits  of  hysterics,  that  poor  Gambouge,  lyho  had 
completely  knocked  under  to  her,  was  worn  out  of  his  life,  r  He 
was  allowed  no  rest,  night  or  day  ;  he  moped  about  his  fine  house, 
soljtaiy  and  wretched,  and  cursed  his  stars  that  he  ever  had  manned 
the  butcher's  daughter. 

It  wanted  six  months  of  the  time. 

A  sudden  and  desperate  resolution  seemed  all  at  once  to  have 
taken  possession  of  Simon  Gambouge.  He  called  his  family  and  his 
friends  together — he  gave  oae  of  the  greatest  feasts  that  ever  was  known 
in  the  city  of  Paris — he  gaily  presided  at  one  end  of  his  table,  while 
Mrs.  Gam,  splendidly  arrayed,  gave  herself  airs  at  the  other  extremity. 

After  dinner,  using  the  customary  formula,  he  called  upon  Diabolus 
to  appear.  The  old  ladies  screamed,  and  hoped  he  would  not  appear 
naked  ;  the  young  ones  tittered,  and  longed  to  see  the  monster  :  every- 
body was  pate  with  expectation  and  affright 

A  very  quiet,  gentlemanly  man,  neatly  dressed  in  black,  made  his 
appearance,  to  the  surprise  of  all  present,  and  bowed  all  round  to  the 
company.  "  I  will  not  show  my  credenlials"  he  said,  blushing,  and 
pointing  to  his  hoofs,  which  were  cleverly  hidden  by  his  pumps  and 
shoe-buckles,  "unkss  the  ladies  absolutely  wish  it;  but  I  am  the 
person  you  want,  Mr.  Gambouge ;  pray  tell  me  what  is  your  will." 

"  Vou  know,"  said  that  gentleman,  in  a  stately  and  determine 
voice,  "  that  you  are  bound  to  me,  according  to  our  agreement,  for  six 
months  to  come."  ■ .  J  ."- 

"  I  am,"  replied  the  new  comer,  ' 

"  You  are  to  do  all  that  I  ask,  whatsoever  it  may  be,  or  you  fotfeit 
the  bond  which  I  gave  you  f " 

"  It  is  true." 

"You  declare  this  before  the  present  company?" 

"  Upon  my  honour,  as  a  gentleman,"  said  Diabolus,  bowing,  and 
laying  his  hand  upon  his  waistcoat 

A  whisper  of  applause  ran  round  the  room  :  all  were  charmed  with 
the  bland  manners  of  the  fascinating  stranger. 

"  My  love,"  continued  Gambouge,  mildly  addressing  his  lady,  "  will 
you  he  so  polite  as  to  step  this  way?  You  know  I  must  go  soon,  and 
I  am  anxious,  before  this  noble  company,  to  make  a  provision  for  one 
who,  in  sickness  as  in  health,  in  poverty  as  in  riches,  has  been  my 
truest  and  fondest  companion."  -■•:'-' 

Gambouge  mopped  bis  eyes  with  his  bandkeTcbief— all  the  company 
did  likewise.  Diabolus  sobbed  audibly,  and  Mrs.  Gambouge  siiUed  lip 
to  her  husband's  side,  and  took  him  tenderly  by  the  hand.  "  Sihionl ! " 
aaid  she,  "  is  it  true  ?  and  do  you  really  love  your  Griskinissa  ? " 
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Simon  continued  solemnly ;  "  Come  hither,  Diabolus ;  you  are 
bound  to  obey  mc  in  all  things  for  the  sk  months  during  which  our 

contract  has  to  run ;  tal^e,  then,  Griskinissa  Gambouge,  live  alone  with 
her  for  half  a  year,  never  leave  her  from  morning  till  night,  obey  ail 
her  caprices,  follon  all  her  whims,  and  listen  to  all  the  abuse  which 
falls  from  her  infernal  tongue.  Do  this,  and  I  ask  no  more  of  you  ;  I 
will  deliver  myself  up  at  the  appointed  time." 

Not  Lord  G ■  when  flogged  by  Lord  B in  the  House, — not 

Mr.  Cartlitch,  of  Astleys  Amphitheatre,  in  his  most  pathetic  passages, 
could  look  more  crestfallen,  and  howl  more  hideously,  than  Diabolus 
did  now.  "  Take  another  year,  Gambouge,"  screamed  he ;  "  two  more 
— ten  more — a  century ;  roast  me  on  Laurence's  gridiron,  boil  me  in 
holy  water,  but  don't  ask  that ;  don't,  don't  bid  me  live  with  Mrs, 
Gambouge ! "  ' 

Simon  smiled  sternly.  "  I  have  said  it,"  he  cried ;  "  do  this,  or  our 
contract  is  at  an  end." 

The  Devil,  at  this,  grinned  so  horribly  that  every  drop  of  beer  in 
die  house  turned  sour :  he  gnashed  his  teeth  so  frightfully  that  every 
person  in  the  company  well  nigh  fainted  with  the  cbolic.  He  slapped 
down  the  great  parchment  upon  the  floor,  trampled  upon  it  madly, 
and  lashed  it  with  his  hoofs  and  his  tail :  at  last,  spreading  out  a 
mighty  pair  of  wings  as  wide  as  from  here  to  Regent  Street,  he  slapped 
Gambouge  with  his  tail  over  one  eye,  and  vanished,  abruptly,  through 
the  keyhole, 

Gambouge  screamed  with  pain  and  started  up.  "  Yon  drunken, 
lazy  scoundrel  I "  cried  a  shrill  and  w^-known  voice,  "  you  have  been 
asleep  these  two  hours  :  "  and  here  he  received  another  terrific  box  on 
the  ear. 

It  was  too  true,  he  had  fallen  asleep  at  his  work ;  and  the  beautiful 
vision  had  been  dispelled  by  the  thumps  of  the  tipsy  Griskinissa. 
Nothing  remained  to  corroborate  his  story,  except  the  bladder  of  lake, 
and  this  was  spurted  all  over  bis  waistcoat  and  breeches," 

"  1  wish,"  said  the  poor  fellow,  rubbing  his  tingling  cheeks,  "  that 
dreams  were  true ;"  and  he  went  to  work  again  at  his  portrait. 

My  last  accounts  of  Gambouge  are,  that  he  has  left  the  arts,  and 
is  footman  in  a  small  family,  Mrs.  Gam  takes  in  washing ;  and  it 
is  s^d  that  bei  continual  dealings  with  soap-suds  and  hot  water  have 
been  the  only  things  in  life  which  have  kept  her  from  spontaneous 
combustion. 
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CARTOUCHE. 

I  HAVE  been  much  interested  with  an  account  of  the  exploits 
of  Monsieur  Louis  Dominic  Cartouche,  and  as  Newgate  and  the 
bighirays  are  so  much  the  fashion  with  us  in  England,  ve  may  be 
■Jloired  to  look  abroad  for  histories  of  a  similar  tendency.  It  is 
pleasant  to  find  that  virtue  is  cosmopolite,  and  may  exist  among 
wooden-shoed  Papists  as  well  as  honest  Church-of-£ngland  men. 

Louis  Dominic  was  bom  in  a  quarter  of  Paris  called  the  Courtille, 
»ays  the  historian  whose  work  lies  before  me ; — bom  in  the  Courtille, 
and  in  the  year  1693.  Another  biographer  asserts  that  he  was  bom 
two  years  later,  and  in  the  Marais ; — of  respectable  parents,  of  course. 
Think  oi  the  talent  that  our  two  countries  produced  about  this  time  ; 
Marlborough,  Villars,  Mandrin,  Turpin,  Boileau,  Dryden,  Swift, 
Addison,  Moli^e,  Racine,  Jack  Sheppard,  and  Louis  Cartouche, — all 
famous  within  the  same  twenty  years,  and  fighting,  writing,  robbing 
A  PenviJ 

Well,  Marlborough  was  no  chicken  when  he  b^an  to  show  his 
genius ;  Swift  was  but  a  dull,  idle,  college  lad ;  but  if  we  read  the 
lu^ories  of  some  other  great  men  mentioned  in  the  above  list— I  mean 
the  thieves,  especially — we  shall  find  that  they  all  commenced  very 
early  ;  they  shewed  a  passion  for  their  ait,  as  little  Raphael  did,  or 
little  Moiait ;  and  the  history  of  Cartouche's  knavoies  begins  almost 
with  his  breeches. 

Dominic's  parents  sent  him  to  school  at  the  college  of  Clermont 
(now  Louis  le  Grand) ;  and  although  it.  has  never  been  discovered  that 
the  Jesuits,  who  directed  that  seminary,  advanced  him  much  in  classical 
tx  theological  knowledge.  Cartouche,  in  revenge,  showed,  by  repeated 
instances,  his  own  natural  bent  and  genius,,  which  no  difficulties  were 
strong  enough  to  overcome.  His  first  great  action  on  record,  although 
not  successful  in  the  end,  and  tinctured  with  the  innocence  of  youth,  is 
yet  highly  creditable  to  him.  He  made  a  general  swoop  of  a  hundred 
and  twenty  nightcaps  belonging  to  his  companions,  and  disposed  of 
them  to  his  satisfaction  ;  but  as  it  was  discovered  that  of  all  the  youths 
in  the  college  of  Clermont,  he  only  was  the  possessor  of  a  cap  to  sleep 
in,  suspicion  (which,  alas  I  was  confirmed)  immediately  fell  upon  him  ; 
and  1^  tbb  little  piece  of  youthful  naiveU,  a  scheme,  prettily  conceived 
and  smartly  performed,  «fas  rendered  naught. 
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Cartouclie  had  a  wonderful  love  for  good  eating,  and  put  all  the 
apple-women  and  cooks,  who  came  to  supply  the  students,  under  con- 
tribution. Not  always,  however,  desirous  of  robbing  these,  he  used  to 
deal  with  them,  occasionally,  on  honest  principles  of  barter  ;  that  is, 
whenever  he  could  get  hold  of  his  schoolfellows'  knives,  books,  rulers, 
or  playthii^s,  which  he  used  fairly  to  exchange  for  tarts  and  ginger- 
It  seemed  as  if  die  presiding  genius  of  evil  was  determined  to 
patronize  this  young  man ;  for  before  he  bad  been  long  at  college,  and 
soon  after  he  had,  with  the  greatest  difdculty,  escaped  horn  the  nightcap 
scrape,  an  apportunity  occurred  by  which  he  was  enabled  to  gratify 
both  his  propensities  at  once,  and  not  only  to  steal,  but  to  steal  sweet- 
meats. It  happened  that  the  principal  of  the  college  received  some 
pots  of  Narbonne  honey,  which  came  under  the  eyes  of  Cartouche, 
and  in  which  that  young  gendeman,  as  soon  as  ever  he  saw  them, 
determined  to  put  his  fingers.  The  president  of  the  college  put  aside 
his  honey-pots  in  an  apartment  within  his  own ;  to  which,  except  by 
the  one  door  which  led  into  the  room  which  his  leverence  usually 
occupied,  there  was  no  outlet.  There  was  no  chimney  in  the  room  ; 
and  the  windows  looked  into  the  court,  where  there  was  a  porter  at 
night,  and  where  crowds  passed  by  day.  What  was  Cartouche  to  do  ? 
— have  the  honey  he  musL 

Over  this  chamber,  which  contained  what  his  soul  longed  after,  and 
over  the  president's  rooms,  there  ran  a  set  of  unoccupied  garrets,  into 
which  the  dexterous  Cartouche  penetrated.  These  were  divided  from 
the  rooms  below,  according  to'  the  fashion  of  those  days,  by  a  set  of 
laige  beams,  which  reached  across  the  whole  building,  and  across 
which  rude  planks  were  laid,  which  formed  the  ceiling  of  the  lower 
storey  and  the  floor  of  the  upper.  Some  of  these  planks  did  young 
Cartouche  remove ;  and  having  descended  by  means  of  a  rope,  tied  a 
couple  of  others  to  the  necJc  of  the  honey-pots,  climbed  back  again, 
and  drew  up  his  prey  in  safety.  He  then  cunningly  fixed  the  planks 
again  in  their  old  places,  and  retired  to  gorge  himself  upon  his  booty. 
And,  now,  see  the  punishment  of  avarice  !  Everybody  knows  that  the 
brethren  of  the  order  of  Jesus  are  bound  by  a  vow  to  have  no  more 
than  a  certain  small  sum  of  money  in  their  possession.  The  principal 
of  the  College  of  Clermont  had  amassed  a  larger  sum,  in  defiance  of 
this  rule  :  and  where  do  you  think  the  old  gendeman  had  hidden  it  ? 
In  the  honey-pots  i  As  Cartouche  dug  his  spoon  into  one  of  them,  he 
brought  out,  besides  a  quantity  of  golden  honey,  a  couple  of  golden 
louis,  which,  with  ninety-eight  more  of  their  fellows,  were  comfortably 
hidden  in  the  pots.  Litde  Dominic,  who,  before,  had  cut  rather  a  poor 
figure  among  his  fellow-students,  now  appeared  in  as  fine  clothes  as 
any  of  them  could  boast  of;  and  when  asked  by  his  parents,  on  going 
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home,  how  he  came  by  tbem,  said  that  a  young  nobleman  of  bb  school- 
fellows bad  taken  a  violent  fancy  to  him,  and  made  him  a  present  of  a 
couple  of  his  suits.  Cartouche,  the  elder,  good  man,  went  to  thank 
the  young  nobleman ;  but  none  such  could  be  found,  and  young 
Cartouche  disdained  to  give  any  explanation  of  his  manner  of  gaining 
the  money. 

Here,  again,  we  have  to  regret  and  remark  the  inadvertence  of 
youth.  Cartouche  lost  a  htmdred  louis — for  what  ?  For  a  pot  of 
honey  not  worth  a  couple  of  shillings.  Had  he  fished  out  the  pieces, 
and  replaced  the  pots  and  the  honey,  he  might  have  been  safe,  and  a 
respectable  citizen  all  his  life  after.  The  principal  would  not  have 
dared  to  confess  the  loss  of  his  money,  and  did  not,  openly ;  but  he 
vowed  vengeance  against  the  stealer  of  his  sweetmeat,  and  a  rigid 
search  was  made.  Cartouche,  as  usual,  was  fixed  upon  ;  and  in  the 
tick  of  his  bed,  lo  1  there  were  found  a  couple  of  empty  honey-pots  ! 
From  this  scrape  there  is  no  knowing  how  he  would  have  escaped,  had 
not  the  president  himself  been  a  little  anxious  to  hush  the  matter  up  ; 
and  accordingly,  young  Cartouche  was  made  to  disgorge  the  residue  of 
his  iU-gotten  gold  pieces,  old  Cartouche  made  up  the  deficiency,  and 
his  son  was  allowed  to  remain  unpunished — until  the  next  time. 

This,  you  may  fancy,  was  not  very  long  in  coming ;  and  though 
history  has  not  made  us  acquainted  with  the  exact  crime  which  Louis 
Dominic  next  committed,  it  must  have  been  a  serious  one ;  for  Car- 
touche, who  had  borne  philosophically  all  the  whippings  and  punish- 
ments which  were  administered  to  him  at  college,  did  not  dare  to  face 
that  one  which  his  indignant  father  had  in  pickle  for  him.  As  he  was 
coming  home  from  school,  on  the  first  day  after  his  crime,  when  he 
received  permission  to  go  abroad,  one  of  bis  brothers,  who  wa>  on  the 
look-out  for  him,  met  him  at  a  short  distance  from  home,  and  told  him 
what  was  in  preparation ;  which  so  frightened  this  young  thief,  that  he 
declined  returning  home  alt(^;ether,  and  set  out  upon  the  wide  world 
to  shift  for  himself  as  he  could. 

Undoubted  as  his  genius  was,  he  had  not  arrived  at  the  full  exercise 
of  it,  and  his  gains  were  by  no  means  equal  to  his  appetite.  In  what- 
e:ver  professions  he  tried, — whether  he  joined  the  gipsies,  which  he 
did, — whether  he  picked  pockets  on  the  Pont  Neuf,  which  occupation 
history  attributes  to  him, — poor  Cartouche  was  always  hungry.  Hungry 
and  ra^ed,  he  wandered  from  one  place  and  profession  to  another,  and 
regretted  the  honey-pots  at  Clermont,  and  the  comfortable  soup  and 
beuilli  at  home. 

Cartouche  had  an  uncle,  a  kind  man,  who  was  a  merchant,  and  had 
dealii^s  at  Rouen,  One  day,  walking  on  the  quays  of  that  chy,  this 
gentleman  saw  a  very  miscraUe,  dirty,  starving  lad,  who  had  just  made 
a  pounce  upon  some  bones  and  turnip-peelings,  that  had  heen  flung  out 
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on. the  quay,  and  was  eating  them  as  greedily  as  if  they  had  been 

turkeys  and  trufBes.  The  worthy  man  examined  the  lad  a  little  closer. 
O  heavens!  it  was  their  runaway  prodigal — it  was  little  Louis  Dominic  I 
The  merchant  was  touched  by  his  case ;  and  forgetting  the  nightcaps, 
the  honey-pots,  and  the  rags  and  dirt  of  little  Louis,  took  hhn  to  his 
arms,  and  kissed  and  hu^ed  him  with  the  tenderest  aSectioa  Louis 
kissed  and  hugged  too,  and  blubbered  a  great  deal ;  he  was  very 
repentant,  as  a  njan  often  is  when  he  is  hungry ;  and  he  went  home 
with  his  uncle,  and  his  peace  was  made ;  and  his  mother  got  him  new 
clothed,  and  filled  his  belly,  and  for  a  while  Louis  was  as  good  a  son  as 
might  be. 

But  why  attempt  to  baulk  the  progress  of  genius  ?  Louis's  was  not 
to  be  kept  down.  He  was  sixteen  years  of  age  by  this  time — a  smart, 
lively  young  fellow,  and,  what  is  more,  desperately  enamoured  of  a 
lovely  washerwoman.  .  To  be  successful  in  your  love,  as  Louis  knew, 
you  must  have  something  more  than  mere  flames  and  sentiment ; — a 
washer,  or  any  other  woman,  cannot  live  upon  sighs  only:  but  must 
have  new  gowns  and  caps,  and  a  necklace  every  now  and  then,  and  a 
few  handkerchiefs  and  silk  stockings,  and  a  treat  into  the  country  or 
to  the  play.  Now,  how  are  all  these  things  to  be  had  without  money? 
Cartouche  saw  at  once  that  it  was  impossible ;  and  as  his  father  would 
give  him  none,  he  was  obliged  to  look  for  it  elsewhere.  He  took  to  his 
old  courses,  and  lifted  a  purse  here,  and  a  watch  thov  ;  and  found, 
moreover,  an  accommodatmg  gentleman,  who  took  the  wares  off  his 

This  gentleman  introduced  him.  into  a  very  select  and  ^reeable 
society^in  which  Cartouche's  merit  began  speedily  to  be  recognized, 
and  in  .which  he  learnt  how  pleasant  it  is  in  life  to  have  friends  to 
assist  onp,  and  how  much  may  be  done  by  a  proper  division  of  labour. 
M.  Cartouche,  in  fact,  formed  part  of  a  regular  company  or  gang  of 
gentlemen,  who  were  associated  together  for  the  purpose  of  making 
war  on  the  public  and  the  law. 

Cartouche  had  a  lovely  young  sister,  who  was  to  be  married  to  a 
rich  young  gentleman  from  the  provinces.  As  is  the  fashion  in  France, 
the  parents  had  arranged  the  match  among  themselves ;  and  the 
young  people  had  never  met  until  just  before  the  time  appointed  for 
the  marriage,  when  the  bridegroom  came  up  to  Paris  with  his  tide- 
deeds,  and  settlements,  and  money.  Now  there  can  hardly  be  found 
in  history  a  finer  instance  of  devotion  than  Cartouche  now  exhibited. 
He  went  to  his  captain,  explained  the  matter  to  him,  and  actuaUy,  for 
the  good,  of  his  country,  as  it  were  (the  thieves  might  be  caDed  his 
country),  saoificed  his  sister's  husband's -property.  Informations  were 
taken,  the  house  of  the  bridegroom  was  reconnoitred,  and,  one  nigh^ 
Cartouche,  in  company  with  some  chosen  friends,  made  his  first  visit  to 
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the  bouse  of  his  brother-in-law.  All  the  people  were  gone  to  bed ; 
and,  doubtless,  far  fear  of  disturbing  the  porter,  Cartouche  and  his 
companions  spared  him  the  trouble  of  opening  the  door,  by  ascending 
quietiy  at  the  window.  They  anived  at  the  room  where  the  bride- 
groom kept  his  great  chest,  and  set  industriously  to  work,  filing  and 
picking  the  locks  which  defended  the  treasure. 

The  bridegroom  slept  in  the  nent  room  ;  but  however  tenderly 
Cartouche  and  his  workmen  handled  their  tools,  from  fear  of  disturbing 
his  slumbers,  their  benevolent  design  was  disappointed,  for  awaken 
him  they  did ;  and  quietly  slipping  out  of  bed,  he  came  to  a  place 
where  he  had  a  complete  view  of  ail  that  was  going  on.  He  did  not 
cry  out,  or  frighten  himself  sillily ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  contented 
himself  with  watching  the  countenances  of  the  robbers,  so  that  he 
might  recognize  them  on  another  occasion  ;  and,  though  an  avaricious 
roan,  he  did  not  feel  the  slightest  anxiety  about  his  money-chest ;  for 
the  &ct  is,  he  had  removed  all  the  cash  and  papers  the  day  before. 

As  soon,  however,  as  they  had  broken  all  the  locks,  and  found  the 
nothing  which  lay  at  the  bottom  of  the  chest,  he  shouted  with  such  a 
loud  voice,  "  Here,  Thomas  !— John  !— officer  ! — keep  the  gate,  fire  at 
the  rascals  !"  that  they,  incontinently  taking  fright,  skipped  nimbly 
out  of  window,  and  left  the  house  free. 

Cartouche,  after  this,  did  not  care  to  meet  his  brother-in-law,  but 
eschewed  all  those  occasions  on  which  the  latter  was  to  be  present  at 
his  father's  house.  The  evening  before  the  marriage  came ;  and  then 
his  father  insisted  upon  his  appearance  among  the  other  relatives  of 
the  bride's  and  bridegroom's  families,  who  were  all  tb  assemble  and 
make  merry.  Cartouche  was  obliged  to  yield  ;  and  brought  with  him 
one  or  two  of  his  companions,  who  had  been,  by  the  way,  present  in 
the  affair  of  the  empty  money-boxes  ;  and  though  he  never  fancied  that 
there  was  any  danger  in  meeting  his  brother-in-law,  for  he  had  no  idea 
that  he  had  been  seen  on  the  night  of  the  attack,  with  a  natural 
modesty,  which  did  him  really  credit,  he  kept  out  of  the  young  bride- 
groom's sight  as  much  as  he  could,  and  showed  no  desire  to  be 
presented  to  him.  At  supper,  however,  as  he  was  sneaking  modestly 
down  to  a  side-tabl^'  his  father  shouted  after  him,  "Ho,  Dominic, 
come  hither,  and  sit  opposite  to  your  brother-in-law :"  which  Dominic 
did,  his  friends  following.  The  bridegroom  pledged  him  very  grace- 
fidly  in  a  bumper ;  and  was  in  the  act  of  making  him  a  very  pretty 
speech  on  the  honour  of  an-  alliance  with  such  a  family,  and  on  the 
pleasures  of  brother-in-lawship  in  general,  when,  looking  in  his  face — ye 
gods  !  he  saw  the  very  man  who  had  been  filing  at  his  money-chest  a 
few  nights  ago  I  By  his  side,  too,  sat  a  coojde  more  of  the  gang.  The 
poor  fellow  turned  deadly  pale  and  sick,  and,  setting  his  glass  downj  ran 
quickly  out  of  the  room,  for  he  thought  he  was  in  company  of  a  whole 
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gang  of  robbers.  And  when  he  got  home,  he  wrote  a  letter  to  the 
elder  Cartouche,  humbly  declining  any  connexion  with  his  family. 

Cartouche  the  elder,  of  course,  angrily  asked  the  reason  of  such  an 
abrupt  dissolution  of  the  engagement ;  and  then,  much  to  his  horror, 
heard  of  bis  eldest  son's  doings.  "You  would  not  have  me  marry  into 
such  a  family?"  said  the  ex-bridegroom.  And  old  Cartouche,  an 
honest  old  citizen,  confessed,  with  a  heavy  heart,  that  he  would  not. 
What  was  he  to  do  with  the  lad  ?  He  did  not  like  to  ask  for  a  Ictlrc  de 
cachet,  and  shut  him  up  in  the  Bastile.  He  determined  to  give  him  a 
year's  discipline  at  the  monastery  of  St.  Lazare. 

But  how  to  catch  the  young  gentleman  ?  Old  Cartouche  knew  that, 
were  he  to  tell  his  son  of  the  scheme,  the  latter  would  never  obey,  and, 
therefore,  he  determined  to  be  very  cunning.  He  told  Dominic  that 
he  was  about  to  make  a  heavy  bargdn  with  the  fathers,  and  should 
require  a  witness ;  so  they  stepped  into  a  carriage  together,  and  drove 
unsuspectingly  to  the  Rue  St.  Denis.  But,  when  they  arrived  near 
the  convent.  Cartouche  saw  several  ominous  figures  gathering  round 
the  coach,  and  felt  that  his  doom  was  sealed.  However,  he  made  as  if 
he  knew  nothing  of  the  conspiracy  \  and  the  carriage  drew  up,  and  his 
father  descended,  and,  bidding  him  wait  for  a  minute  in  the  coach, 
promised  to  return  to  him.  Cartouche  looked  out ;  on  the  other  side 
of  the  way  half-a-dozen  men  were  posted,  evidently  with  the  blention 
of  arresdng  him. 

Cartouche  now  performed  a  great  and  celebrated  stroke  of  genius, 
which,  if  he  had  not  been  professionally  employed  in  the  morning,  he 
never  could  have  executed.  He  had  in  his  pocket  a  piece  of  linen, 
which  he  had  laid  hold  of  at  the  door  of  some  shop,  and  from  which  he 
quickly  tore  three  suitable  stripes.  One  he  tied  round  his  head,  aAer 
the  fashion  of  a  nightcap  :  a  second  round  his  waist,  like  an  apron ; 
and  with  the  third  he  covered  his  hat,  a  round  one,  with  a  large  brim. 
His  coat  and  his  periwig  he  left  behind  him  in  the  carriage  ;  and  when, 
he  stepped  out  from  it  (which  he  did  without  asking  the  coachman  to 
let  down  the  steps),  he  bore  exactly  the  appearance  of  a  cook's  hoy 
carrying  a  dish ;  and  with  this  he  slipped  through  the  exempts  quite 
unsuspected,  and  bade  adieu  to  the  Lazarists  and  his  honest  father, 
who  came  out  speedily  to  seek  him,  and  was  not  a  little  annoyed  to 
find  only  his  coat  and  wig. 

With  that  coat  and  w^.  Cartouche  left  home,  father,  firiends, 
conscience,  remorse,  society,  behind  him.  He  discovered  (like  a  great 
ntunber  of  other  philosophers  and  poets,  when  they  have  committed 
rascally  actions)  that  the  world  was  all  going  wrong,  and  he  quarrelled 
withit  outright.  One  of  the  first  stories  told  of  the  illustrious  Cartouche, 
when  he  became  professionally  and  openly  a  robber,  redounds  highly 
to  his  credit,  and  shows  that  he  knew  how  to  take  advantage  of  the 
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occuion,  and  how  much  he  had  improved  in  the  course  of  a  very  few 
years'  experience.  His  courage  and  ingenuity  nere  vastly  admired 
by  his  friends ;  so  much  50,  tliat  one  day,  the  captain  of  the  band 
thought  fit  to  compliment  him,  and  vowed  that  when  he  {the  captain) 
died.  Cartouche  should  infallibly  be  called  to  the  command-in-chief. 
This  conversation,  so  flattering  to  Cartouche,  was  carried  on  between 
the  two  gentlemen,  as  they  were  walking,  one  night,  on  the  quays  by 
the  side  of  the  Seine.  Cartouche,  when  the  captain  made  the  last 
lemark,  blushingly  protested  against  it,  and  pleaded  his  extreme  youth 
.as  a  reason  why  his  comrades  could  never  put  entire  trust  in  him. 
"  Psha,  man  I "  said  the  captain,  "  thy  youth  is  in  thy  favour ;  thou 
wilt  live  only  the  longer  to  lead  thy  troops  to  victory.  As  for  strength, 
bravery,  and  cunning,  wert  thou  as  old  as  Methuselah,  thou  couldst 
sot  be  better  provided  than  thou  art  now,  at  eighteen."  What  was 
the  reply  of  Monsieur  Cartouche  ?  He  answered,  not  by  words,  but 
by  actions.  Drawing  his  knife  from  his  girdle,  he  instantly  dug  it 
into  the  captain's  left  side,  as  near  his  heart  as  possible  ;  and  then, 
seizing  that  imprudent  commander,  precipitated  him  violently  into  the 
waters  of  the  Seine,  to  keep  company  with  the  gudgeons  and  liver- 
fods.  When  he  returned  to  the  band,  and  recounted  how  the  captain 
bad  basely  attempted  to  assassinate  him,  and  how  he,  on  the  contrary, 
had,  by  exertion  of  superior  skill,  overcome  the  captain,  not  one  of 
the  society  beUeved  a  word  of  his  history ;  but  they  elected  him  captain 
forthwith.  I  think  bis  Excellency  Don  Rafael  Maroto,  the  pacificator 
of  Spain,  is  an  amiable  character,  for  whom  history  has  not  been 

Being  arrived  at  this  exalted  position,  there  is  no  end  of  the  feats 
vhich  Cartouche  performed ;  and  his  band  reached  to  such  a  pitch  of 
floiy,  that  if  there  had  been  a  hundred  thousand,  instead  of  a  hundred 
of  diem,  who  knows  but  that  a  new  and  popular  dynasty  might  not 
have  been  founded,  and  "  Louis  Dominic,  premier  Empereur  des 
Francis,"  might  have  performed  iimumerable  glorious  actions,  and 
ftzed  himself  in  the  hearts  of  his  people,  just  as  other  monarchs  have 
idone,  a  hundred  years  afler  Cartouche's  death. 

A  story  similar  to  the  above,  and  equally  moral,  is  that  of  Car- 
touche, who,  in  company  with  two  other  gentlemen,  robbed  the  cecke, 
m  packet-boat,  from  Melun,  where  they  took  a  good  quantity  of  booty, 
— maldng  the  passengers  lie  down  on  the  decks,  and  rifling  them  at 
leisure.  "  This  money  will  be  but  very  little  among  three,"  whispered 
Cartouche  to  his  neighbour,  as  the  three  conquerors  were  making 
merry  over  their  gains  :  "if  you  were  but  to  pull  the  trigger  of  your 
pistol  in  the  neigbboiuhood  erf  your  comrade's  ear,  perhaps  it  might  go 
off,  and  then  there  would  be  but  two  of  us  to  share."  Strangely 
enough,  as  Cartouche  said,  the  ^stol  did  go  off,  and  No.  3  perished. 
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"  Give  him  another  ball,"  said  Cartouche ;  and  another  was  fired  into 
Mm.  But  no  sooner  had  Cartouche's  comrade  discharged  both  his. 
pistols,  than  Cartouche  himself,  seized  with  a  furious  indignation,  drew 
his  :  "  Learn,  monsler,"  cried  he,  "  not  to  be  bo  greedy  of  gold,  and 
perish,  the  victim  of  thy  disloyalty  and  avarice  1 "  So  Cartouche  slew 
the  second  robber;  and  there  is  no  man  in  Europe  who  can  say  that 
the  latter  did  not  merit  well  his  punishment 

I  could  fill  volumes,  and  not  mere  sheets  of  paper,  with  tales  of  the- 
triumphs  of  Cartouche  and  his  band ;  how  he  robbed  the  Cotmtess  of 

O ,  going  to  Dijon,  in  her  coach,  and  how  the  Counicss  fell  in  lov& 

with  him,  and  was  faithful  to  him  ever  after ;  how,  when  the  lieutenant 
•^police  offered  a  reward  of  a  hundred  pistoles  to  any  man  who  would 
bring  CaMouche  before  him,  a  noble  Marquess,  in  a  coach  and  six, 
drove  up  to  the  bote!  of  the  police ;  and  the  noble  Marquess,  desiring 
to  see  Monsieur  de  la  Reynie,  on  matters  of  the  highest  moment, 
alone,  the  latter  introduced  him  into  his  private  cabinet :  and  how, 
when  there,  the  Marquess  drew  from  his  pocket  a  long,  curiously- 
shaped  dagger :  "  Look  at  this.  Monsieur  dc  la  Reynie,"  said  he  ; 
"  this  dagger  is  poisoned  ! " 

"  Is  it  possible?"  said  M.  de  la  Reynie. 
"  A  prick  of  it  would  do.  for  any  man,"  said  the  Marquess. 
"  You  don't  say  so  I "  said  M.  de  la  Reynie. 

"  I  do,  though ;  and,  what  is  more,"  says  the  Marquess,  in  a 
terrible  voice,  "  if  you  do  not  instaatiy  lay  yourself  fiat  on  the  ground, 
with  ypur  face  towards  it,  and  your  hands  crossed  over  your  back,  or 
if  you  make  the  slightest  noise  or  cry,  I  will  stick  this  poisoned  da^er 
between  your  ribs,  as  sure  as  my  name  is  Cartouche  I " 

At  the  sound  of  this  dreadful  name,  M.  de  la  Reynie  sunk  incon~ 
tinenily  down  on  his  stomach,  and  submitted  to  be  carefully  ga^ed 
and  corded  ;  after  which  Monaeur  Cartouche  laid  his  hands  upon  all 
the  money  which  was  kept  in  the  lieutenant's  cabinet  Alas  !  and 
alas  I  many  a  stout  bailiff  and  many  an  honest  fellow  of  a  spy,  went, 
for  that  day,  without  his  pay  and  his  victuals. 

There  is  a  story  that  Cartouche  once  took  the  diligence  to  Lille, 
and  found  in  it  a  certain  Abb^  Potter,  who  was  full  of  indignation 
against  this  monster  of  a  Cartouche,  and  said  that  when  he  went  back 
to  Paris,  which  he  proposed  to  do  in  about  a  fortnight,  be  should  give 
the  lieutenant  of  police  some  information,  which  would  infallibly  lead 
to  the  scoundrel's  capture.  But  poor  Potter  was  disappointed  in  his 
designs ;  for,  before  he  could  fulfil  them,  he  was  made  the  victim  of 
Cartouche's  cruelty. 

A  letter  came  to  the  UeuteMnt  (rf  policy  to  state  that  Cartouche 
had  travelled  to  Lille,  in  company  with  the  Abb<!  de  Potter,  of  that 
town ;  that,  on  the  reverend  gentleman's  return  towards  Paris,  Car- 
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touche  bad  waylaid  him,  murdered  him,  taken  his  papers,  and  would 
come  to  Paris  himself,  bearing  the  name  and  clothes  of  the  unfortunate 
Abb^  by  the  Lille  coach,  on  such  a  day.  The  Lille  coach  arrived, 
was  surrounded  by  police  agents;  the  monster  Cartouche  was  there, 
sure  enough,  in  the  Abba's  guise.  He  was  seized,  bound,  flung  into 
prison,  brought  out  to  be  examined,  and,  on  examination,  found  to  be 
110  other  than  the  Abbd  Potter  himself !  It  is  pleasant  to  read  thus  of 
tho  relaxations  of  great  men,  and  find  them  condescending  to  joke  like 
the  meanest  of  us. 

Anodier  diligence  adventure  is  recounted  of  the  famous  Cartouche. 
It  happened  that  he  met,  in  the  coach,  a  young  and  lovely  lady,  clad 
in  widow's  weeds,  and  bound  to  Paris,  with  a  couple  of  servants.  The 
poor  thing  was  the  widow  of  a  rich  old  gentleman  of  Marseilles,  and 
was  going  to  the  capital  to  arrange  with  her  lawyers,  and  to  settle  her 
husband's  wiU.  The  Count  de  Grinche  (for  so  her  fellow-passenger 
was  called)  was  quite  as  candid  as  the  pretty  widow  had  been,  and 
stated  that  he  was  a  captain  in  the  regiment  of  Nivernois ;  that  he  was 
going  to  Paris  to  buy  a  colonelcy,  which  his  relatives,  the  Duke  de 
Bouillon,  the  Prince  de  Montmorency,  the  Commandeur  de  U  Trimoille, 
with  all  their  interest  at  court,  could  not  fail  to  procure  for  him.  To 
be  short,  in  the  course  of  the  four  days'  journey,  the  Count  Louis 
Dominic  de  Grinche  played  his  cards  so  well,  that  the  poor  little  widow 
half  forgot  her  late  husband ;  and  her  eyes  glistened  with  tears  as  the 
Count  kissed  her  hand  at  parting — at  parting,  he  hoped,  only  for  a  few 

Day  and  night  the  insinuating  Count  followed  her ;  and  when,  at 
"the  end  of  a  fortnight,  and  in  the  midst  of  a  ISle-i-liU,  he  plunged,  one 
morning,  suddenly  on  his  knees,  and  said,  "Leonora,  do  you  love 
me  ? "  the  poor  thing  heaved  the  gentlest,  tenderest,  sweetest  sigh  in 
the  world ;  and,  sinking  her  blushing  head  on  his  shoulder,  whispered, 
"  Oh,  Dominic,  je  faime  !  Ah  1 "  said  she,  "  how  noble  is  it  of  my 
Dominic  to  take  me  with  the  litde  I  have,  and  he  so  rich  a  nobleman  I " 
The  fact  is,  tie  old  Baron's  titles  and  estates  had  passed  away  to  his 
nephews  J  his  dowager  was  only  left  with  three  hundred  thousand  livres, 
in  rentes  ntr  I'itat, — a  handsome  sum,  but  nothing  to  compare  to  the 
rent-roll  of  Count  Dominic,  Count  de  la  Grinche,  Seigneur  de  la  Haute 
Pigre,  Baron  de  la  Bigome;  he  had  estates  and  wealth  which  might 
authorize  him  to  aspire  to  the  hand  of  a  duchess,  at  least. 

The  unfortunate  widow  never  for  a  moment  suspected  the  cruel 
trick  that  was  about  to  be  played  on  her ;  and,  at  the  request  of  her 
affianced  husband,  sold  out  her  money,  and  realized  it  in  gold,  to  be 
made  over  to  him  on  the  day  when  the  contract  was  to  be  signed.  The 
day  arrived ;  and,  according  to  the  custom  in  France,  the  relations  of 
both  parties  attended.    The  widow's  relatives,  though  respectable,  were 


68  THE  PARIS  SKETCH  BOOK. 

not  of  the  lirst  nobility,  b«ng  chiefly  persons  of  the  finance  or  the  roi^  ; 
there  wu  the  president  of  the  court  of  Arms,  and  his  lady ;  a  farmer- 
general;  a  Judge  of  3  court  of  Paris;  and  other  such  grave  and  respect- 
able people.  As  for  Monsieur  le  Comte  de  la  Grinche,  he  was  not 
bound  for  names  ;  and,  having  the  whole  peerage  to  choose  from, 
brought  a  host  of  Montmorencies,  Crtfquis,  De  la  Tours,  and  Guises 
at  his  back.  Hb  komnte  d'affaires  brought  his  papers  in  a  sack,  and 
displayed  the  plans  of  his  estates,  and  the  titles  of  his  glorious  ancestry. 
The  widow's  lawyers  had  her  money  in  sacks ;  and  between  the  gold 
on  the  one  side,  and  the  parchments  on  the  other,  lay  the  contract 
which  was  to  make  the  widow's  three  hundred  thousand  francs  the 
prop<^  of  the  Count  de  Grinche,  The  Count  de  la  Grinche  was  just 
about  to  sign;  when  the  Marshal  de  Villars,  stepping  up  to  him,  said, 
"  Captain,  do  you  know  who  the  president  of  the  court  of  Anaa,  yonder, 
is  ?  It  is  old  Manasseh,  the  fence,  of  Brussels.  I  pawned  a  gold  watch 
to  him,  which  I  stole  from  Cadogan,when  I  was  with  Malhrook's  army 
in  Flanders." 

Here  the  Due  de  la  Roche  Guyon  came  forward,  very  much 
alanned.  "  Run  me  through  the  body  1 "  said  his  Grace,  "  but  the 
comptroller-general's  lady,  there,  is  no  other  than  that  old  hag  of  a 

Margoton  who  keeps  the "    Here  the  Due  de  la  Roche  Guyon's 

voice  felL 

Cartouche  smiled  graciously,  and  walked  up  to  the  table.  He  took 
up  one  of  the  widow's  fifteen  thousand  gold  pieces; — it  was  as  pretty  a 
bit  of  copper  as  you  could  wish  to  see.  "  My  dear,"  said  he,  politely, 
"  there  is  some  mistake  here,  and  this  business  had  better  stop." 

"  Count ! "  gasped  the  poor  widow. 

"  Count  be  hanged ! "  answered  the  brid^^room,  sternly ;  "  my  name 
is  Cartouche  l " 
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ON  SOME  FRENCH  FASHIONABLE  NOVELS: 

WITH  A  PLEA  ?0R  ROMANCES  IN  GENERAL. 

THERE  is  an  old  story  of  a  Spaaish  court  painter,  who,  being 
pressed  for  monej-,  and  having  received  a.  piece  of  damask 
which  he  was  to  wear  in  a  state  procession,  pawned  the  damask,  and 
appeared,  at  the  show,  dressed  out  in  some  very  fine  sheets  of  paper, 
which  he  bad  painted  so  as  exactly  to  resemble  silk.  Nay,  his  coat 
looked  so  much  richer  than  the  doublets  of  all  the  rest,  that  the 
Emperor  Charles,  in  whose  honour  the  procession  was  given,  remarked 
the  painter,  and  so  his  deceit  was  found  out. 

I  have  often  thought  that,  in  respect  of  sham  and  real  histories,  a 
similar  fact  may  be  noticed ;  the  ^am  story  appearing  a  great  deal 
more  agreeable,  Ufe-like,  and  natural  than  the  true  one:  and  all  who, 
from  laziness  as  well  as  principle,  are  inclined  to  follow  the  easy  and 
comfortable  study  of  novels,  may  console  themselves  with  the  notion 
that  they  are  studying  matters  quite  as  important  as  history,  and  that 
their  favourite  duodecimos  are  as  instructive  as  the  biggest  quartos  in 
the  world. 

If  then,  ladies,  the  big-wigs  begin  to  sneer  at  the  course  of  our 
studies,  calling  our  darling  romances  foolish,  trivial,  noxious  to  the 
mind,  enervators  of  intellect,  fathers  of  idleness,  and  what  not,  let  us 
at  once  take  a  high  ground,  and  say, — Go  you  to  your  own  employ- 
ments, and  to  such  dull  studies  as  you  fancy;  go  and  bob  for  triangles, 
from  the  Pons  Asinonim  j  go  enjoy  your  dull  black  draughts  of  meta- 
physics; go  tumble  over  history  books,  and  dissert  upon  Herodotus 
and  livy;  tfwr  histories  are,  perhaps,  as  true  aa  yours;  our  drink  is 
the  brisk  sparkling  champagne  dnnk,  from  the  presses  of  Colbum, ' 
Bentley  and  Co.;  our  walks  are  over  such  sunshiny  pleasure-grounds 
as  Scott  and  Shakspeare  have  laid  out  for  us ;  and  if  our  dwellings  are 
castles  in  the  air,  we  find  them  excessively  splendid  and  commodious; 
—be  not  you  envious  because  you  have  no  wiugs  to  fly  thither.  I.et 
the  big-wigs  despise  us;  such  contempt  of  their  neighbours  is  the 
custom  of  all  barbarous  tribes , — witness,  the  learned  Chinese :  Ttppoo 
Sultaun  declared  that  there  were  not  in  all  Europe  ten  thousand  men ; 
the  Sklavonic  hordes,  it  is  said,  so  entitled  themselves  from  a  word  in 
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their  jar^n,  which  signifies  "to  speak  ;"  the  ruffians  imagining  that 
they  had  a.  monopoly  of  this  agreeable  faculty,  and  that  all  other 
nations  were  dumb. 

Not  so :  others  may  be  deaf;  but  the  novelist  has  a  loud,  eloquent, 
instructive  language,  though  his  enernies  may  despise  or  deny  it  ever 
so  much.  What  is  more,  one  could,  perhaps,  meet  the  stoutest  historian 
on  his  own  ground,  and  argue  with  him;  showing  that  sham  histories 
were  much  truer  than  real  histories ;  which  are,  in  fact,  mere  con- 
temptible catalogues  of  names  and  places,  that  can  have  no  moral 
effect  upon  the  reader. 

JuHos  Csesar  beat  Pompey  at  I^arealia, 
The  Duke  of  Marlbonragh  beat  Marshal  Tallai^  at  Blenheim. 
The  Constable  of  Bourbon  beat  Francis  the  First  at  Pavia. 
And  what  have  we  here  ? — so  majiy  names,  simply.  Suppose  Pharsalla 
bad  been,  at  that  mysterious  period  when  names  were  given,  called 
Pavia;  and  that  Julius  Cxsair's  family  name  had  been  John  Churchill; 
— the  fact  would  have  stood  in  history  thus : — 

"  Pompey  ran  away  from  the  Duke  of  Mu-lborough  at  Pavia." 
And  why  not  ? — we  should  have  been  just  as  wise.    Or  it  might  be 
stated,  that— 

"The  tenth  legion  charged  the  French  infantiy  at  Blenheim;  and  Oesar, 
writing  home  to  his  mamma,  said,  " Madante,  tmt  al perdu fors  PAenneur." 

What  a.  contemptible  science  this  is,  then,  about  which  quartos  are 
written,  and  sixty-volumed  Biographies  Universelles,  and  Lardner's 
Cabinet  Cyclopadias,  and  the  like  I  the  facts  are  nothing  in  it,  the 
names  everything ;  and  a  gendeman  might  as  well  improve  his  mind 
by  learning  Walker's  "  Gazetteer,"  or  getting  by  heart  a  fifty-years-old 
edition  of  the  "  Court  Guide." 

Having  thus  disposed  of  the  historians,  let  us  come  to  the  point  in 
question — the  novelists. 

On  the  tille-page  of  these  volumes  the  reader  has,  doubtless, 
'  remarked,  that  among  the  pieces  introduced,  some  are  announced 
as  "copies"  and  "compositions."  Many  of  the  histories  have,  accord- 
ingly, been  neatly  stolen  from  the  collections  of  French  authors  (and 
mutilated,  according  to  the  old  saying,  so  that  their  owners  should  not 
know  them);  and,  for  compositions,  we  intend  to  favour  the  public 
with  some  studies  of  French  modern  works,  that  have  not  as  yet,  we 
believe,  attracted  the  notice  of  the  English  public 

Of  such  works  there  appear  many  hundreds  yearly,  as  may  be  seen 
by  the  Fj'ench  catalogues ;  but  the  writfer  has  not  so  much  to  do  with 
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works  political,  philosophical,  historical,  metaphysical,  scientifical, 
theological,  as  with  those  for  which  he  has  beea  putti&g  forward  a 
plea — novels,  namely ;  on  which  he  has  expended  a  great  deal  of  time 
and  study.  And  pusing  from  novels  in  general  to  French  novels,  let 
us  confess,  with  much  humiliation,  that  we  borrow  from  these  stories 
a  great  deal  more  knowledge  of  French  society  than  from  our  own 
personal  observation  we  ever  can  hope  to  gain  :  for,  let  a  gentleman 
who  has  dwelt  two,  foot,  or  ten  years  in  Paris  (and  has  not  gone  thither 
for  the  purpose  of  making  0,  book,  when  three  weeks  are  sufficient) — 
let  an  English  gentleman  say,  at  the  end  of  any  given  period,  how 
much  he  knows  of  French  society,  how  many  French  houses  he  has 
entered,  and  how  many  French  friends  he  has  made  ? — He  has  enjoyed, 
aX  the  end  of  the  year,  say — 

At  the  English  Ambassador's,  so  many  soiri^es. 

At  houses  to  which  he  has  brought  lelters,  so  many  tea>parliet. 

At  C1I&,  so  many  dinners. 

At  French  private  houses,  say  three  dinnen,  and  very  lucky  (00. 

He  has,  we  say,  seen  an  immense  number  of  wax  candles,  cops 
of  tea,  glasses  of  orgeat,  and  French  people,  in  best  clothes,  enjoyii^ 
the  same ;  but  intimacy  there  is  none ;  we  see  but  the  outsides  of 
the  people.  Year  by  year  we  live  in  France,  and  grow  grey,  and 
sec  CO  more.  We  play  6c^6  with  Monsieur  de  TrSfle  every  night; 
but  what  know  we  of  the  heart  of  the  man — of  the  inward  ways, 
thoughts,  and  customs  of  Trffle  ?  If  we  have  good  legs,  and  love 
-the  amusement,  we  dance  with  Countess  Flicflac,  Tuesdays  and 
Thursdays,  ever  since  the  Peace ;  and  how  far  are  we  advanced  in 
.acquaintance  with  her  since  we  first  twirled  her  round  a  room  ?  We 
know  her  velvet  go.wn,  and  her  diamonds  (about  three-fourths  of  them 
.are  sham,  by  the  way)  \  we  know  her  smiles,  and  her  simpers,  and  her 
rouge — but  no  more :  she  may  turn  into  a  kitchen  wench  at  twelve 
-on  Thursday  night,  for  aught  we  know  ;  her  voiture,  a  pumpkin  ;  and 
Jier  gtns,  so  many  rats  :  but  the  real,  rougeless,  intivtt  Filctlac,  we 
know  not.  This  privilege  is  granted  to  no  Englishman  :  we  may 
understand  the  French  language  as  well  as  Monsieur  de  Levizac,  but 
never  can  penetrate  into  FlicSac's  confidence :  our  ways  are  not  her 
ways  ;  our  manners  of  thinking,  not  hers  :  when  we  say  a  good  thing, 
in  the  course  of  the  night,  we  are  wondrous  lucky  and  pleased  ;  Flicflac 
will  trill  you  off  fifty  in  ten  minutes,  and  wonder  at  the  bitist  of  the 
Briton,  who  has  never  a  word  to  say.  We  are  married,  and  have 
fourteen  children,  and  would  just  as  soon  make  love  to  the  Pope  of 
Rome  as  to  any  one  but  our  own  wife,  If  you  do  not  make  love  to 
FlicRac,  from  the  day  after  her  marriage  to  the  day  she  reaches  sixty, 
«bc  thinks  you  a  fooL    We  won!l  play  at  ifcart^  with  Trefle  on  Sunday 
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nights  ;  and  are  seen  walkmg,  about  one  o'clock  (accompanied  by 
fourteen  red-haired  children,  with  fourteen  gleaming  prayer-bootg), 
away  from  the  church.  "Grand  Dieul"  cries  Trifle,  "  is  that  mas 
mad  t  He  won't  play  at  cards  on  a  Sunday ;  he  goes  to  church  on  a 
Sunday  :  he  has  fourteen  children  ! " 

Was  ever  Frenchman  known  to  do_Iikewise  ?  Pass  we  on  to  our 
argument,  which  is,  that  with  our  English  notions  and  moral  and 
physical  constitution,  it  is  quite  impossible  that  we  should  become- 
intimate  with  our  brisk  neighbours  ;  and  when  such  authors  as  Lady 
Morgan  and  Mrs,  Trollope,  having  frequented  a  certain  number  <^ 
tea-parties  in  the  French  capital,  begin  to  prattle  about  French  man- 
ners and  men, — with  all  respect  for  the  talents  of  those  ladies,  we 
do  believe  their  information  not  to  be  worth  a  sixpence ;  they  speak 
to  us,  not  of  men,  but  of  tea-parties.  Tea-parties  are  the  same  all 
the  world  over ;  with  the  exception  that,  with  the  French,  there  are 
mc»e  lights  and  prettier  dresses  ;  and  with  us,  a  mighty  deal  more 

There  is,  however,  a  cheap  and  delightful  way  of  travelling,  that 
a  man  may  perfoirn  in  his  easy  chair,  without  .expense  of  passports  or 
post-boys.  On  the  wings  of  a  novel,  from  the  next  circulating  library, 
he  sends  his  imagination  a-gadding,  and  gains  acquaintance  with 
people  and  manners  whom  he  could  not  hope  otherwise  to  know. 
Twopence  a  volume  bears  us  whithersoever  we  will ; — back  to  Ivanhoe 
and  Cceur  de  Lion,  or  to  Waverley  and  the  Young  Pretender,  along 
with  Walter  Scott ;  up  to  the  heights  of  fashion  with  the  charming 
enchanters  of  the  silver-fork  school ;  or,  better  still,  to  the  snug  inn- 
parlour,  or  the  jovial  tap-room,  with  Mr.  Pickwick  and  his  faithful 
Sancho  Weller.  I  am  siu«  that  a  man  who,  a  hundred  years  hence, 
should  sit  down  to  write  the  history  of  our  time,  would  do  wrong  to 
put  that  great  contemporary  history  of"  Pickwick"  aside  as  a  frivolous 
work.  It  contains  true  character  under  false  names ;  and,  Uke 
"  Roderick  Random,"  an  inferior  work,  and  "  Tom  Jones"  (one  that 
is  immeasurably  superior),  gives  us  a  better  idea  of  the  state  and 
ways  of  the  people  than  one  could  gather  from  any  more  pompous  or 
authentic  histories. 

We  have,  therefore,  introduced  into  these  volumes  one  or  two 
short  reviews  of  French  fiction  writers,  of  particular  classes,  whose 
Paris  sketches  may  give  the  reader  some  notion  of  manners  in  that 
capital.  If  not  original,  at  least  the  drawings  are  accurate  ;  for,  as 
a  Frenchman  might  have  lived  a  thousand  years  in  England,  and 
never  -could  have  written  "  Piclcwick,"  an  Enghshman  cannot  hope 
to  give  a  good  description  of  the  inward  thoughts  and  ways  of  his 
neighbours. 

To  a  person  inclined  to  study  these,  in  that  light  and  amusing 
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bsliion  in  which  the  novelist  treats  them,  let  us  recommend  the  works 
of  k  new  writer,  Monsieur  de  Bernard,  who  has  painted  actual  man- 
ners, without  those  monstrous  and  terrible  exaggerations  in  which  late 
French  writers  have  indulged  ;  and  who,  if  he  occasionally  wounds 
the  English  sense  of  propriety  (as  what  French  man  or  woman  alive 
will  not  i^  does  so  more  by  slighting  than  by  outraging  it,  as  with  their 
laboured  descriptions  of  all  sorts  of  imaginable  wickedness,  some  of 
his  brethren  of  the  press  have  done.  M.  de  Bernard's  characters  are 
men  and  women  of  genteel  society — rascals  enough,  but  living  in  no 
state  of  convulsive  crimes  ;  and  we  follow  him  in  his  lively,  malicious 
account  of  their  manners,  without  risk  of  lighting  upon  any  such 
horrors  as  Balzac  or  Dumas  has  provided  for  us. 

Let  us  give  an  instance : — it  is  from  the  amusing  novel  called 
"  Les  Ailes  d'lcare,"  and  contains  what  is  to  us  quite  a  new  picture 
of  a  French  fashionable  rogue.  The  fashions  will  change  in  a  few 
years,  and  the  rogue,  of  course,  with  them.  Let  us  catch  this  delightful 
fellow  ere  he  ilies.  It  is  impassible  to  sketch  the  character  in  a  more 
sparkling,  gentlemanlike  way  than  M.  de  Bernard's  ;  but  such  light 
things  are  very  difficult  of  tianslation,  and  the  sparkle  sadly  evaporates 
during  the  process  of  decanting. 


"My  DEAR  Victor,— It  issii  in  the  morning:  I  have  just  come  from  the 
Engliih  Ambassador's  ball,  and  as  my  plans  for  the  day  do  not  admit  of  my 
sleepily,  I  wrile  you  a  line  ;  for,  at  this  moment,  tatmated  as  I  am  witb  the 
enchantments  (rf  a  fairy  night,  all  other  pleasures  would  be  too  wearisome  to 
keep  me  awake,  except  (hat  of  conveising  with  yon.  Indeed,  were  I  not  to 
write  to  yon  now,  when  should  I  find  the  posubihty  of  doing  so  ?  Time  fliei 
here  with  such  a  frightful  rapidity,  my  pleasures  and  my  affairs  whirl  onwardi 
together  in  such  a  torrentuoos  galopadc,  tlmt  I  am  compeUed  to  seize  occasion 
by  the  forelock  i  for  each  moment  has  tts  imperious  employ.  Do  not  then 
accoM  Die  of  n^ligence  1  if  my  correspondence  has  not  always  that  regularity 
which  I  would  fiun  give  il,  attribute  the  fault  solely  to  the  whirlwind  in  which 
I  live,  and  which  carries  me  hither  and  thither  at  its  wilL 

"  However,  yon  are  not  the  oidy  person  with  whom  I  am  behindhand  :  I 
assare  you,  on  the  contrary,  that  yon  are  one  of  a  very  numerous  and  fashion- 
able company,  to  whom,  towards  the  dischaige  of  my  debts,  I  propose  Co  con- 
secrate four  hours  to-day,  T  give  yon  Ihe  prererence  to  all  the  world,  even  to 
the  lovely  Duchess  of  San  Severino,  a  delicious  Italian,  whom,  for  my  special 
hap[Hnes^  I  met  last  summer  at  die  Wateis  of  Aix.  1  have  also  a  most  im- 
portant negotiation  to  conclude  witb  one  of  our  Princes  of  Finance  :  bnt 
liimftrtt,  I  commence  with  thee  :  friendship  before  love  or  money — friendship 
before  everything.  My  despatches  concluded,  I  am  engaged  lo  ride  with  the 
Marqnli  de  Grignenre,  tlie  Comte  de  Casrijan,  and  Lord  Cobfaam,  in  order 
that  we  may  recover,  for  a  brealdast  at  the  Rocher  de  Cancale  [hat  Grignenre 
baa  loat,  the  appetite  which  we  alt  of  ui  to  crnelly  abused  last  night  at  the 
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Ambassador's  gnl*.  On  my  honour,  my  dear  fellow,  everybodjn'U  att-eifHct 
fnstigittix  and  a  (tmferlaUt  minbelant.  Fancy,  for  a  banquet-ball,  ■  royKl 
orangeiy  hung  with  white  dama<ik  ;  (he  boiei  of  the  shrubi  transformed  into  so 
many  sideboards  \  lights  gleaming  Chiough  the  foliage ;  and,  for  guests,  the 
loveliest  women  and  most  brilliuit  mvalleis  of  Puis.  Orleans  and  Nemoun 
were  there,  dancing  and  eating  like  simple  mortals.  In  a  word,  Albion  did  the 
thing  veiy  handsomely,  and  I  accord  it  my  esteem. 

"  Here  I  pause,  to  call  for  my  valet-de-chambre,  and  oJl  for  tea  j  for  my 
head  Is  heavy,  and  I've  no  time  for  a  headache.  In  serving  me,  this  rascal  of 
u  FrMifric  has  broken  a  cup,  true  Japan,  upon  my  honour — the  rogue  does 
nothing  else.  Yesterday,  for  lustaoce,  did  he  not  thump  me  prodigiously,  by 
letting  fall  b.  goblet,  afler  Cellini,  of  which  the  carving  alone  cost  me  three 
hundred  Irancs  ?  I  must  positively  put  the  wretch  out  of  doors,  to  ensure  the 
safety  of  my  furniture  ;  and  in  consequence  of  this,  Eneas,  an  audacious  young 
negro,  in  whom  wisdom  h«.lh  not  waited  for  years— Eneas,  my  groom,  I  say, 
will  probably  be  elevated  to  the  post  of  valet-de-chambre.  But  where  was  1 1 
I  think  I  was  speaking  to  you  of  an  oyster  breakfast,  to  which,  on  oar  return 
from  the  Park  (du  Bois),  a  company  of  pleasant  rakes  are  Invited.  After 
quitting  Borel'i,  we  propose  lo  adjourn  to  the  Barriire  du  Comtiat,  where  Lord 
Cobhun  proposes  to  try  some  bull-di^,  which  he  bos  brought  over  from 
England— one  of  these,  O'Connell,  (Lord  Cobhom  is  a  Tory,)  has  a  face  in 
which  I  place  much  confidence  :  I  have  a  bet  of  ten  louis  with  Castijars  on 
the  strength  of  It.  After  the  light,  we  shall  moke  our  accustomed  appearance 
at  the  '  Caf^  de  Paris, '  (the  only  place,  by  the  way,  where  a  man  who  respects 
himself  may  be  seen,) — and  then  away  with  frocks  and  ipuis,  and  on  with  oui 
dress-coats  for  the  rest  of  the  evening.  In  the  first  place,  I  shall  go  doie  for.  a 
couple  of  hours  at  the  Opera,  where  my  presence  is  indispensable  ;  for  Coralie, 
a  charmmg  creature,  passes  this  ev^dng  from  the  rank  of  the  nUr  to  that  of  the 
1^1,  in  »,  fas-dc-trois,  and  our  box  paUronixes  her.  After  the  Opera,  I  mnM 
show  my  face  at  two  or  three  laiem  in  the  Faubourg  St.  Honor^  ;  and  having 
thus  performed  my  duties  to  the  world  of  bshion,  I  return  to  the  exercise  of  my 
rights  OS  B  member  of  the  Camival.  At  two  o'clock  all  the  world  meets  at  the 
'Hiditre  Ventadour :  lions  and  tigers — the  whole  of  our  menagerie,  will  be  pre- 
sent. Evo^  t  off  we  go  t  roaring  and  iMunding  Bacchanal  aod  Satumal ;  'tis 
agreed  that  we  shall  be  everything  that  is  low.  To  conclude,  we  sup  tritl) 
Castijars,  the  most  'furiously  dishevelled'  oigy  that  ever  was  known." 

The  rest  of  the  letter  is  on  matters  of  finance,  equally  curious  and 
instructive.  But  pause  we  for  the  present,  to  consider  the  fashionable 
part :  and  caricature  as  it  is,  we  have  an  accurate  picture  of  the  actual 
French  dandy.  Bets,  breakfasts,  riding,  dinners  at  the  "  Caf^  de 
Paris,"  and  delirious  Camival  balls  :  the  animal  goes  through  all  suclt 
frantic  pleasures  at  the  season  that  precedes  Lent.  He  has  a  won- 
drous respect  for  English  "gentlemen-sportsmen;"  he  imitates  their 
clubs — their  love  of  horse-flesh :  he  calls  his  palefrenier  a  groom, 
wears  blue  bird's-eye  neckcloths,  sports  his  pink  out  htioting,  rides 
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steeple-chases,  and  has  his  Jockey  Club.  The  "tigers  and  lions" 
alluded  to  in  Che  report,  have  beea  borrowed  from  our  own  country, 
and  a  great  compliment  is  it  to  Monsieur  de  Bernard,  the  writer  of  the 
above  amusing  sketch,  chat  he  has  such  a  knowledge  of  English  names 
and  things,  as  to  give  a  Tory  lord  the  decent  title  of  Lord  Cobham, 
and  to  call  his  dog  O'ConnelJ.  Paul  de  Kock  calls  an  English  noble- 
man, in  one  of  his  last  novels,  Lord  Boulingreg,  and  appears  vasCljr 
delighted  at  the  verisimilitude  of  the  title. 

For  the  "  mgissements  it  bondissemenis,  baechanali  el  sa/umaU, 
^■a/ofi  in/gmal,  ronde  du  sabbat  tout  h  trembUment"  these  words  give 
a  most  clear,  untranslateable  idea  of  the  Carnival  ball.  A  sight  more 
hideous  can  hardly  strike  a  man's  eye.  I  was  present  at  one  where 
the  four  thousand  guests  whirled  screaming,  reeling,  roaring,  out  of  the 
ball-room  in  the  Rue  St.  Honorf,  and  tore  down  to  the  column  in  the 
Place  Vendome,  round  which  they  went  shrieking  their  own  music, 
twenty  miles  an  hour,  and  so  tore  madly  back  again.  I^t  a  man  go 
alone  to  such  a  place  of  amusement,  and  the  sight  for  him  is  perfectly 
terrible  :  the  horrid  frantic  gaiety  of  the  place  puts  him  in  mind  more 
-of  the  merriment  of  demons  than  of  men  :  bang,  bang,  drums,  trumpets, 
•chairs,  pistol-shots,  pour  out  of  the  orchestra,  which  seems  as  mad  as 
the  dancers ;  whii,  a  whirlwind  of  paint  and  patches,  all  the  costumes 
under  the  sun,  all  the  ranks  in  the  empire,  all  the  he  and  she  scoundrels 
«f  the  capital,  writhed  and  twisted  together,  rush  by  you  ;  if  a  man 
falls,  woe  be  to  hitn  ;  two  thousand  screaming  menads  go  trampling 
over  his  carcass  :  they  have  neither  power  nor  will  to  stop. 

A  set  of  Malays  drunk  with  bhang  and  running  amuck,  a  company 
of  howling  dervishes,  may  possibly,  at  our  own  day,  go  through  similar 
frantic  vagaries  j  but  I  doubt  if  any  civilized  European  people  but  the 
French  would  permit  and  enjoy  such  scenes.  Yet  our  neighbours  see 
iitUe  shame  in  them  ;  and  it  is  very  true  that  men  of  all  classes,  high 
and  low,  here  congregate  and  give  themselves  up  to  the  disgusting 
worship  of  the  genius  of  the  place.-^From  the  dandy  of  the  Boulevart 
and  the  "  Cafd  Anglais,"  let  us  turn  to  the  dandy  of  "  Flicoteau's  "  and 
the  Pays  Latin— the  Paris  student,  whose  exploits  among  the  grisettes 
are  so  celebrated,  and  whose  fierce  republicanism  keeps  gendannes 
for  ever  on  the  alert.    The  following  is  M.  de  Bernard's  description 

"  1  became  acquainted  with  Dambergeac  when  we  were  students 
at  the  Ecole  de  Droit  j  we  lived  in  the  same  Hotel  on  the  Place  du 
Panth6in.  No  doubt,  madam,  you  have  occasionally  met  little 
children  dedicated  to  the  Virgin,  and,  to  this  end,  clothed  in  white 
raiment  from  head  to  foot :  my  friend,  Dambergeac,  had  received  « 
different  consecration.  His  father,  a  great  patriot  of  the  Revolution, 
liad  determined  that  his  son  should  bear  into  the  world  a  sign  erf 
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indetible  republicanism  ;  so,  to  the  great  displeasure  of  his  godmother 
and  the  parish  curate,  Dambergeac  was  christened  by  tbe  pagan  name 
of  Harmodius.  It  was  a  kind  of  moral  tricolor-cockade,  which  the 
child  was  to  bear  through  the  vicissitudes  of  all  the  revolutions  to 
come.  Under  such  influences,  my  friend's  character  began  to  develope 
itself,  and,  fired  by  the  example  of  his  father,  and  by  the  warm 
atmosphere  of  his  native  place,  Marseilles,  he  grew  up  to  have  an 
independent  spirit,  and  a  grand  liberality  of  politics,  which  were  at 
their  height  when  first  I  made  his  acquaintance. 

"  He  was  then  a  young  man  of  eighteen,  with  a  tall,  slim  figure,  a 
broad  chest,  and  a  flaming  black  eye,  out  of  all  which  personal  channs 
he  knew  how  to  draw  the  most  advantage  ;  and  though  his  costume 
was  such  as  Staub  might  probably  have  criticized,  he  had,  never- 
theless, a  style  peculiar  to  himself— to  himself  and  the  students,  among 
whom  he  was  tte  leader  of  the  fashion.  A  tight  black  coat,  buttoned 
up  to  the  chin,  across  the  chest,  set  off  that  part  of  his  person  ;  a  low- 
crowned  hat,  with  a  voluminous  rim,  cast  solemn  shadows  over  a 
countenance  bronzed  by  a  southern  sun ;  he  wore,  at  one  time,  enor- 
mous flowing  black  locks,  which  he  sacrificed  pitilessly,  however,  and 
adopted  a  Brutus,  as  being  more  revolutionary  :  finally,  he  carried  an 
enormous  club,  that  was  his  code  and  digest :  in  like  manner,  De  Reti 
used  to  carry  a  stiletto  in  his  pocket,  by  way  of  a  breviary. 

"Although  of  different  ways  of  thinking  in  politics,  certain 
sympathies  of  character  and  conduct  united  Dambergeac  and  myself, 
and  we  speedily  became  close  friends.  I  don't  think,  in  the  whole 
course  of  his  three  years'  residence,  Dambergeac  ever  went  through  a 
single  course  of  lectures.  For  the  examinations,  he  trusted  to  luck, 
and  to  his  own  facility,  which  was  prodigious  :  as  for  honours,  he 
never  aimed  at  them,  but  was  content  to  do  exactly  as  little  as  was 
necessary  for  him  to  gain  his  degree.  In  like  manner  he  sedulously 
avoided  those  horrible  circulating  libraries,  where  daily  are  seen  to 
congregate  the  'reading  men'  of  our  schools.  But,  in  revenge,  there 
was  not  a  milliner's  shop,  or  a  Imgh-^s,  in  all  our  Quartier  Latin, 
which  he  did  not  industriously  frequent,  and  of  which  he  was  not  the 
oracle.  Nay,  it  was  said  that  his  victories  were  not  confined  to  the 
left  bank  of  the  Seine  ;  reports  did  occasionally  come  to  us  of  fabulous- 
adventures  by  him  accomplished  in  the  far  regions  of  the  Rue  de  la 
,  Paix  and  the  Boulevard  Poissonni^re.  Such  recitals  were  for  us  less 
favoured  mortals,  like  tales  of  Bacchus  conquering  in  the  East ;  they 
excited  our  ambition,  but  not  our  jealousy;  for  the  superiority  of 
Harmodius  was  acknowledged  by  us  all,  and  we  never  thought  of  a 
rivalry  with  him.  No  man  ever  cantered  a  hack  through  the  Champs 
£lys6ss'  with  such  elegant  assurance ;  no  man  ever  made  such  a 
massacre  of  dolls  at  the  shootii^  gallery ;  or  won  you  a  rubber  at 
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billiards  with  more  easy  grace ;  or  thundered  out  a  couplet  out  of 
B^ranger  with  such  3  roaiing  melodious  bass.  He  was  the  tnonarcb 
of  Che  Prado  in  winter  :  in  summer  of  the  ChuumiJre  and  Moot  Par- 
nasse.  Not  a  frequenter  of  those  fashionable  places  of  entertainment 
showed  a  more  amiable  laissex-aller  in  the  dance — that  peculiar  dance 
at  which  gendarmes  think  proper  to  blush,  and  which  squeamish 
society  has  banished  from  her  salons.  In  a  word,  Haimodius  was  the 
prince  of  mauvais  suj'eis,  a  youth  with  all  the  accomplishments  of 
Gdttingen  and  Jena,  and  all  the  eminent  graces  of  bis  own  country. 

"  Besides  dissipation  and  gallantry,  our  friend  had  one  other  vast 
and  absorbing  occupation — politics,  namely ;  in  which  he  was  as 
turbulent  and  enthusiastic  as  in  pleasure-  Za  Patru  was  his  idol,  his 
heaven,  his  nightmare ;  by  day  he  spouted,  by  night  he  dreamed,  of 
his  coimtry.  I  have  spoken  to  you  of  bis  coiffure  i  la  Sylla  ;  need  I 
mention  his  pipe,  his  meerschaum  pipe,  of  which  General  Foy's  head 
was  the  bowl ;  his  handkerchief  with  the  Charte  printed  thereon  ;  and 
his  celebrated  tricolor  braces,  which  kept  the  rallying  sign  of  his 
country  ever  close  to  his  heart?  Besides  these  outward  and  visible 
signs  of  sedition,  he  had  inward  and  secret  plans  of  revolution  :  he 
belonged  to  clubs,  frequented  associations,  read  the  ConstUuiionnel 
(Liberals,  in  those  days,  swore  by  Ilie  ConsHtutionrnt),  harangued  peers 
and  deputies  who  had  deserved  well  of  their  country;  and  if  death 
happened  to  fall  on  such,  and  the  Cenililuiionncl  declared  their  merit, 
Harmodius  was  the  very  first  to  attend  their  obsequies,  or  to  set  his 
shoulder  to  their  cofSns. 

"  Such  were  his  Castes  and  passions  ;  his  antipathies  were  not  less 
lively.  He  detested  three  things  :  a  Jesuit,  a  gendarme,  and  a  claqueur 
at  a  theatre.  At  this  period,  missionaries  were  rife  about  Paris,  and 
endeavoured  to  re-illume  the  zeal  of  the  faithful  by  public  preachings 
in  the  churches.  '  In/Ames  JdsuitM /'  would  Harmodius  exclaim,  who, 
in  the  excess  of  his  toleration,' tolerated  nothing  ;  and,  at  the  head  of  a 
band  of  philosophers  like  himself,  would  attend  with  scrupulous 
exactitude  the  meetings  of  the  reverend  gentlemen.  But,  instead  of  a 
contrite  heart,  Harmodius  only  brought  the  abomination  of  desolation 
into  their  sancCuary.  A  perpetual  fire  of  fulminating  balls  would  bang 
from  under  the  feet  of  the  fatchfid ;  odours  of  impure  asafcetida  would 
mingle  with  the  fumes  of  the  incense ;  and  wicked  drinking  choruses 
would  rise  up  along  with  the  holy  canticles,  in  hideous  dissonance, 
reminding  one  of  the  old  orgies  under  Che  reign  of  the  Abbot  of 
Unreason. 

"  His  hatred  of  the  gendarmes  waa  equally  ferocious :  and  as  for 
the  claqueurs,  woe  be  Co  them  when  Haimodius  was  in  the  pit !  They 
knew  him,  and  trembled  before  him,  like  the  earth  before  Alexander ; 
and  his  famous  vrar-cty, '  La  Carte  au  ekaptati  / '  was  so  much  dreaded, 
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that  the  '  entrepriiteurs  di  iueeis  dramatiques'  demanded  twice  as  much 
to  do  the  Oddon  Theatre  (which  we  students  and  Hannodius  fre- 
quented), as  to  applaud  at  any  other  place  of  amusement :  and,  indeed, 
their  double  pay  was  hardly  gained  ;  Hannodius  taking  care  that  they 
should  earn  the  most  of  it  under  the  benches." 

This  passage,  with  which  we  have  taken  some  liberties,  will  give  the 
reader  a  more  lively  idea  of  the  reckless,  jovial,  turbulent  Farisstudent, 
than  any  with  which  a  foreigner  could  furnish  him  :  the  grisette  is  his 
heroine  :  and  dear  old  B^ranger,  the  cynic-epicurean,  has  celebrated 
him  and  her  in  the  most  delightful  verses  in  the  world.  Of  these  we 
may  have  occasion  to  say  a  word  or  two  anon.  Meanwhile  let  us 
follow  Monsieur  de  Bernard  in  his  amusing  descriptions  of  his  countiy- 
men  somewhat  farther ;  and,  having  seen  how  Dambeigeac  was  a  - 
ferocious  republicati,  being  a  bachelor,  let  us  see  how  age,  sense, 
and  a  little  government  pay — the  great  agent  of  conversions  in  France 
— nay,  in  England— has  reduced  him  to  be  a  pompous,  quiet,  loyal 
supporterof  the  juste  milieu  ;  his  fonner  portrait  was  that  of  the  student, 
the  present  will  stand  for  an  admirable  Uvely  likeness  of 

THX  SOUS-PKfcPBT. 

"  Saying  that  I  would  wait  for  Dambergeac  in  his  own  study,  I  was  Intro- 
daced  into  that  apartment,  and  saw  around  me  the  usual  futniture  of  a  man  in 
his  station.  There  was,  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  a  large  bureau,  surrounded 
by  orthodox  arm-chairs  ;  and  there  were  many  shelves  with  boxesdulyticketed; 
there  were  i  number  of  maps,  and  among  them  a  great  one  of  the  department 
over  which  Dambergeac  ruled  ;  and  facing  the  windows,  on  a  wooden  pedestal, 
stood  a  plaster-casl  of  the  '  Hei  da  Franfou.'  Recollecting  my  friend's  former 
republicanism,  I  smiled  at  this  piece  of  furniture  ;  but  before  I  had  time  to 
cany  my  observations  any  farther,  a  heavy  rolling  sound  of  eairiage-wheels, 
that  caused  the  windows  to  ratUe  and  seemed  to  shake  the  vrhole  edifice  of  the 
sub-prefecture,  called  my  attention  to  the  court  without.  Its  iron  gates  were 
flung  open,  and  in  rolled,  with  a  great  deal  of  din,  a  chariot  escorted  by  a  brace 
of  gendarmes,  sword  in  hand.  A  tall  gentleman,  with  a  cocked-hat  and 
feathers,  wearing  a  blue  and  silver  uniform  coat,  descended  from  the  vehicle  i 
and  having,  with  much  grave  condescension,  saluted  bis  escort,  mounted  the 
stair.  A  moment  afterwards  the  door  of  the  study  was  opened,  and  I  embraced 
my  friend. 

"  After  the  first  warmth  and  salutations,  we  l>egan  to  examine  each  other 
with  an  equal  curiosity,  for  eight  years  had  elapsed  since  we  had  last  met 

"  *Yoo  are  grown  very  thin  and  pal(i'  said  Harmodius,  after  a  moment. 

"  '  In  revenge  I  lind  you  fat  and  rosy  :  if  I  am  a  walking  satire  on  celibacy, 
— you,  at  least,  are  a  living  pan^yric  on  marriage." 

"  In  fact  a  great  change,  and  such  an  one  as  many  people  would  call  a 
change  for  the  better,  had  taken  place  in  my  frimd  :  he  had  grown  lat,  and 
a  decided  dispo^Iion  to  become  what  French  people  call  a  id 
it  is,  a  very  fat  one.    Hii  complexion,  bronzed  before  was  now 
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eleai  wliite  uid  red  :  tliare  wen  no  more  politics!  allusions  in  hla  hair,  which 
was,  on  the  conuary,  neatly  frizzed,  and  brushed  over  the  forehead,  shell-shape. 
This  head-dress,  joined  to  *  thin  pair  of  whiskers,  cnl  crescent-wise  from  the 
ear  to  the  nose,  gave  my  friend  a  regular  ImrgMis  physiognomy,  wan-doll-like  1 
he  looked  a  great  deal  too  well ;  and,  added  to  this,  the  solemnity  of  his  pre- 
fcctural  costume  gave  his  whole  appearance  a  pompous  well-fed  look  that  by 
no  means  pleased. 

"  *I  surprise  yon,' said  I,  'in  the  midst  of  your  splendour  :  do  you  know 
Ihat  this  costume  and  yonder  attendants  have  a  look  excessively  awful  and 
splendid  T    You  entered  your  palace  just  now  with  the  air  of  a  pasha. ' 

"  '  Yon  see  me  in  uniform  in  honour  of  Monseigneur  the  Bishop,  who  has 
just  made  his  diocesan  visit,  and  whom  I  have  jost  conducted  to  the  limit  of  the 
arnndtssimeat. ' 

" '  What  ! '  said  I,  '  yon  have  geodarmes  for  guards,  and  dance  attendance 
on  bishops?  There  are  no  more  janissariesand  Jesuits,  Isupposet'  The  sub- 
prefect  smiled. 

"  'I  assure  you  that  my  gendarmes  are  very  worthy  fellows  ;  and  that  among 
the  gentlemen  who  compose  our  clergy  there  are  some  of  the  very  best  rank  and 
talent :  besides,  my  wife  is  niece  to  one  of  the  vicars-geoeral. ' 

"  '  What  have  you  done  with  that  great  TaSEO  beard  that  poor  Armandine 
used  to  love  so  ? ' 

"  'My  wife  does  not  like  a  beard ;  and  you  know  that  what  is  permitted  to 
a  student  is  not  very  becoming  to  a  magistrate. ' 

"  1  b^an  to  laugh.  '  Ilarmodius  and  a  magistrate  [ — how  shall  I  tttl 
couple  the  two  words  together?  But  tell  me,  in  your  correspondence*,  year 
■ndiences,  your  sittings  with  village  mayors  and  petty  councils,  how  do  yon 
manage  to  remain  awake  ? ' 

"  'In  the  commencement,'  said  Harmodius, gravely,  ' it  jmj  very  difficult  j 
and,  in  order  to  keep  my  eyes  open,  I  used  to  stick  pins  into  my  legs  ;  now, 
however,  I  am  used  to  it ;  and  I'm  sure  1  don't  take  more  than  fifty  pinches  oif 
snnffat  autting.' 

" '  Ah  !  ipropos  of  snuff :  you  are  near  Spain  here,  and  were  always  a 
tamonssmoker.  Give  meacigar,— it  will  take  away  the  mnsty  odour  of  these 
piles  of  papers.' 

" '  Imposdble,  my  dear ;  I  don't  smoke ;  my  wife  caimot  bear  a  cigar. ' 
"  His  wife  I  thought  1 :  always  his  wife  ;  and  .1  remember  Juliette,  who 
really  grew  sick  at  the  smell  of  a  pipe,  and  Harmodins  would  smoke,  until,  at 
las^  the  poor  thing  grew  to  smoke  herself,  like  a  trooper.     To  compensate, 
however,  as  much  as  possible  for  the  loss  of  my  cigar,  Dambergeac  drew  from 
Jiis  pocket  an  enormous  gold  snuff-boT,  on  wliich  figured  the  sel&ame  head 
that  I  had  liefore  remarked  in  plaster,  but  this  time  surrounded  with  a  ring  of 
pretty  princes  and  priaceEses,  all  nicely  painted  in  miniature.     As  for  the  statue 
of  Louis  Philippe,  that,  m  the  cabinet  of  an  oSdal,  is  a  thing  of  course  ;  but 
the  muff-box  seemed  to  indicate  a  degree  of  sentimental  and  personal  devotion, 
roch  IS  the  old  Royalists  were  only  supposed  to  be  guilty  o£ 
"  'What  I  you  are  tamed  decided  juste  milieu? '  said  I, 
"  '  I  am  a  soos-pr^et,'  answered  Harmodins, 
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"  I  had  DotMng  to  say,  bnl  held  my  tongne,  wondeiuig,  not  at  the  change 
which  had  taken  place  in  the  habits,  inannen,  and  opiniom  of  my  friend,  but 
at  my  own  folly,  which  led  me  to  fancy  that  I  should  find  the  Student  of  'i6  in 
the  functionary  of  '34.     At  this  moment  a  domesbc  appeared. 

"  'Madame  is  wailing  for  Monsienr,'  said  he  :  'the  last  bell  has  gone,  and 
mass  beginning.' 

"  '  Mass  ! '  said  I,  bounding  up  from  my  chair.  '  You  at  mass,  like  a 
decent  serious  Christian,  without  crackers  in  your  pocket,  and  bored  keys  to 
whistle  Ihraughl'  The  sous-prtfet  rose,  his  countenance  was  calm,  and  an 
indulgent  smile  played  upon  his  lips,  as  he  said,  '  My  airondissement  is  very 
devout ;  and  not  (0  interfere  with  the  belief  of  the  population  is  the  maxim  of 
eveiy  wise  politician  :  I  have  precise  orders  from  Government  on  the  point,  too, 
and  go  to  eleveo-o'cloclt  mass  every  Sunday.' " 

There  is  a  great  deal  of  curious  matter  for  specitlation  in  the 
accounts  here  so  wittily  given  by  M.  de  Bernard  :  but,  perhaps,  it  is 
still  more  curious  to  think  of  what  he  has  not  written,  and  to  judge  of 
his  characters,  not  so  much  by  the  words  in  which  he  describes  ttiem, 
as  by  the  unconscious  testimony  that  the  words  all  together  convey.  In 
the  first  place,  our  author  describes  a  swindler  imitating  the  maniiers 
of  a  dandy ;  and  many  swindlers  and  dandies  be  there,  doubtless,  in 
London  as  well  as  in  Paris.  But  there  is  about  the  present  swin<Uer, 
and  about  Monsieur  Dambergeac  the  student,  and  Monsieur  Dam- 
bergeac  the  sous-pr^fet,  and  his  friend,  a  rich  store  of  calm  internal 
dehauek,  which  does  not,  let  us  hope  and  pray,  exist  Ln  England. 
Hearken  to  M.  de  Gustan,  and  his  smirking  whispers  about  the 
Duchess  of  San  Severino,  who  pour  son  bonktur  parlictcUer,  &c  &c. 
Listen  to  Monsieur  Dambeigeac's  friend's  remoastrances  concerning 
fatfvre  fuliet,  .who  grew  sicic  at  the  smell  of  a  pipe  ;  to  his  naive 
admiration  at  the  fact  that  the  sous-pr^fet  goes  to  church  :  and  we 
may  set  down,  as  axioms,  that  religion  is  so  uncommon  among  the 
Parisians,  as  to  awaken  the  surprise  of  all  candid  observers ;  that  gal- 
lantry is  so  common  as  to  create  no  remark,  and  to  be  considered  as 
a  matter  of  course.  With  us,  at  least,  the  converse  of  the  proposition 
prevails :  it  is  the  man  professing  iVreligion  who  would  be  remarked 
and  reprehended  in  England ;  and,  if  the  second-named  vice  exists, 
at  any  rate,  it  adopts  the  decency  of  secrecy,  and  is  not  made  patent 
and  notorious  to  all  the  world.  A  French  gentleman  thinks  no  more 
of  proclaiming  that  he  has  a  mistress  than  that  he  has  a  tailor  ;  and 
one  lives  the  time  of  Boccaccio  over  again,  in  the  thousand  and  one 
French  novels  which  depict  society  in  that  country. 

For  instance,  here  are  before  us  a  few  specimens  (do  not,  madam, 
be  alarmed,  you  can  skip  the  sentence  if  you  like],  to  be  found  in  as 
many  admirable  witty  tales,  by  the  befote-lauded  Monsieur  de  Bernard. 
He  is  more  remarkable  than  any  other  French  author,  to  otii  notion. 
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for  writing  like  a  gendeman  ;  there  is  ease,  grace  and  ton,  in  his  style, 
which,  if  we  judge  aright,  cannot  be  discovered  in  Balzac,  or  Souli^, 
or  Dumas.  We  have,  then — "  Gerfaut,"  a  novel :  a  lovely  creature  is 
married  to  a  brave,  haughty,  Aisacian  nobleman,  who  allows  her  to 
spend  her  winters  at  Paris,  he  remaining  on  his  terres,  cultivating, 
carousing,  and  hunting  the  boar.  The  lovely  creature  meets  the  fas- 
cinating Gerfaut  at  Paris;  instantly  the  latter  makes  love  to  her ;  aduel 
takes  place :  baron  killed ;  wife  throws  herself  out  of  window ;  Gerfaut 
plunges  into  dissipation  ;  and  so  the  tale  ends. 

Next ;  "  La  Femme  de  Quarante  Ans,"  a  capital  tale,  full  of  exqui- 
site fun  and  sparkling  satire;  La  femme  de  quarante  ans  has  a  husband 
and  three  lovers ;  all  of  whom  find  out  their  mutual  connexion  one 
stairy  night ;  for  the  lady  of  forty  is  of  a  romantic  poetical  turn,  and 
has  given  her  three  admirers  a  star  apUcej  saying  to  one  and  the 
other,  "  Alphonse,  when  yon  pale  orb  rises  in  heaven,  think  of  me  ;" 
"  Isidore,  when  that  bright  planet  sparkles  in  the  sky,  remember  your 
Caroline,"  &c. 

"  Un  Acte  de  Vertu,"  from  which  we  have'taken  Dambergeac's 
history,  contains  him,  the  husband—a  wife — and  a  brace  of  lovers  ; 
and  a  great  deal  of  fun  takes  place  in  the  manner  in  which  one  lover 
supplants  the  otiier. — Pretty  morals,  truly  1 

If  we  exajnine  an  author  who  rejoices  in  the  aristocratic  name  of 
le  Comte  Horace  de  Viel-Castel,  we  find,  though  with  infinitely  less 
wit,  exactly  the  same  intrigues  going  on.  A  noble  Count  lives  in  the 
Fauljourg  St  Honor^,  and  has  a  noble  Duchess  for  a  mistress  :  he 
introduces  her  Grace  to  the  Countess  his  wife.  The  countess  his  wife, 
in  order  to  ramcner  her  lord  to  his  conjugal  duties,  is  counselled,  by  a 
friend,  to  pretend  to  take  a  lover:  one  is  found,  who,  poor  fellow! 
takes  the  affair  in  earnest :  climax—duel,  death,  despair,  and  what 
not?  In  the  "Faubourg  St  Germain,"  another  novel  by  the  same 
write*,  which  professes  to  describe  the  very  pink  of  that  society  which 
Napoleon  dreaded  more  than  Russia,  Prussia,  and  Austria,  there  is 
an  old  husband,  of  course ;  a  sentimental  young  German  nobleman, 
who  falls  in  love  with  his  wife  ;  and  the  moral  of  the  piece  lies  in  the 
showing  up  of  the  conduct  of  the  lady,  who  is  reprehended— not  for 
deceiving  ber  husband  (poor  devil  I) — but  for  being  a  flirt,  tatd  taking 
a  ttcettd  lover,  to  the  utter  desp^r,  confusion,  and  annihilation  of 
the  first 

Why,  ye  gods,  do  Frenchmen  marry  at  all  ?  Had  P^  Enfantin 
(who,  it  is  said,  has  shaved  his  ambrosial  beard,  and  is  now  a  deik 
in  a  banking-house)  been  allowed  to  carry  out  his  chaste,  just, 
dignified  social  scheme,  what  a  deal  of  marital  discomfort  might  have 
been  avoided : — would  it  not  be  advisable  that  a  great  reformer  and 
lawgiver  of  our  own,  Mr.  Robert  Owen,  should  be  presented  at  the 
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Tuilciies,  and  there  propound  his  scheme  for  the  r^eneratioa  of 

'  He  might,  pertiaps,  be  spared,  for  our  country  is  not  yet  sufGcientlf 
advanced  to  give  such  a  philosopher  fair  pla.y.  In  London,  as  yet, 
there  are  no  blessed  Bureaux  de  Mariage,  where  an  old  bachelor 
may  have  a  charming  young  maiden — for  his  money :  or  a  widow  of 
seventy  may  buy  a  gay  young  fellow  of  twenty,  for  a  certain  number 
of  bank-billets.  If  mariagts  de  convenance  take  place  here  {as  they 
will  wherever  avarice,  and  poverty,  and  desire,  and  yearning  after 
riches  are  to  be  found),  at  least,  thank  God,  such  unions  are  not 
arranged  upon  a  regular  organized  system :  there  is  a  fiction  of  attach- 
ment with  us,  and  ihext  is  a  consolation  in  the  deceit  ("  the  homage," 
according  to  the  old  mot  of  Rochefoucauld,  "  which  vice  pays  to 
virtuc'O  ;  for  the  very  falsehood  shows  that  the  virtue  exists  some* 
where.  We  once  heard  a  furious  old  French  colonel  inveighing  against 
the  chastity  of  'En^ish  demoiselles :  "  Figurez-vous,  sir,"  said  he  (he 
had  been  a  prisoner  in  England),  "  that  these  women  come  down  to 
dinner  in  low  dresses,  and  walk  out  alone  with  the  men  I " — and,  pray 
heaven,  so  may  they  walk,  fancy-free  in  all  sorts  of  maiden  medita- 
tions, and  suffer  no  more  molestation  than  that  young  lady  of  whom 
Mooresings,  and  who  (there  must  have  been  a  famous  lord-Ueutenant  in 
those  days)  walked  through  all  Ireland,  with  rich  and  rare  gems,  beauty, 
and  a  gold  ring  on  her  stick,  without  meeting  or  thinking  of  haim. 

Now,  whether  Monsieur  de  Viel-Castel  has  given  a  true  picture  of 
the  Faubourg  St.  Germain,  it  is  impossible  for  most  foreigners  to  say ; 
but  some  of  his  descriptions  will  not  fail  to  astonish  the  English 
reader  (  and  all  are  filled  with  that  remarkable  naif  contempt  of  the 
institution  called  marriage  which  we  have  seen  in  M,  de  Bernard 
The  romantic  young  nobleman  of  Westphalia  arrives  at  Paris,  and  is 
admitted  into  what  a  celebrated  female  author  calls  la  crime  de  la  crime 
de  la  haute  voUe  of  Parisian  society.  He  is  a  youth  of  about  twenty 
years  of  age.  "  No  passion  had  as  yet  come  to  move  his  heart,  and  give 
life  to  his  faculties ;  he  was  awaiting  and  fearing  the  moment  of  love  : 
calling  for  it,  and  yet  tremblingat  its  approach;  feeling,  in  the  depths  of 
his  soul,  that  that  moment  would  create  a  mighty  change  in  his  being, 
and  decide,  perhaps,  by  its  influence,  the  whole  of  his  future  life." 

Is  it  not  remarkable  that  a  young  nobleman,  with  these  ideas, 
should  not  pitch  upon  a  demoiselle,  or  a  widow,  at  least  ?  but  no,  the 
rogue  must  have  a  married  woman,  bad  luck  to  him  ;  and  what  his 
fate  is  to  be,  is  thus  recounted  by  our  author,  in  the  shape  of 

A  FKENCH  FASHIONABLE  COHVBRBATION. 

"  A  lady,  with  ■  great  deal  of  esprit,  to  whom  forty  yews'  enperience  of 
the  great  world  had  given  a  prodigious  perspicacity  of  jndgnient,  the  Duchess 
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<A  ClioJux,  arbiCress  of  tlie  opinion  to  be  held  od  all  new  comers  to  Che  Faubourg 
Saint  Germain,  and  of  their  destin;  and  ceceplion  in  it  ;~one  of  those  women, 
in  a  word,  who  make  or  ruin  a  man, — said,  in  speaking  of  Gerard  de  Stolljerg, 
irhom  she  received  at  her  own  house,  and  met  everjmhere,  '  This  young  German 
will  never  gain  for  himself  the  title  of  an  exquisite,  or  a  man  of  bonnes  fortunes, 
among  as.  In  spite  of  his  calm  and  politeness,  I  think  I  call  see  in  his  cha- 
racter some  rude  and  insurmountable  difficulties,  which  time  will  only  mcrease, 
and  which  will  prevent  him  for  ever  from  bending  to  the  exigencies  of  either 
ptofcssinn  ;  but,  unless  I  very  much  deceive  myself,  he  will,  one  day,  be  the 
tiKto  of  a  veritable  romance.  * 

' ' '  He,  madame  I '  answered  a  young  man,  of  fair  complexion  and  fair  hair, 
,ODe  of  the  most  devoted  slaves  of  the  fashion  : — 'He,  Madame  la  Duchesse? 
why,  the  man  is,  at  best,  but  an  original,  fished  out  of  the  Rhine  :  a  dull,  heavy 
-creature,  as  much  capable  of  understanding  a  woman's  heart  as  I  am  of  speaking 
bas-breton.' 

" '  Well,  Monsieur  de  Belport,  yon  will  speak  bas-breton.  Monsieur  de 
Stolbd^has  not  your  admirable  ease  of  manner,  nor  your  facility  of  telling 
pretty  nothings,  nor  your — in  a  word,  that  particular  somcthiDg  which  makes 
joa  the  most  recherche  man  of  the  Faubourg  Saint  Germain  ;  and  even  I  avow 
to  yon  that,  were  I  still  young,  and  a  coquette,  and  that  I  toak  U  into  my  head 
jS)  havi  a  lover,  I  would  prefer  you.' 

"All  this  was  said  by  tbe  Duchess,  with  a  certain  air  of  raillery  and  such  a 
mixture  of  earnest  and  maUce,  that  Monsieur  de  Belport,  piqued  not  a  little, 
conid  not  help  saying,  as  he  bowed  profoundly  ^fore  tbe  Duchess's  chair,  '.  And 
might  I,  madam,  be  permitted  to  ask  the  reason  of  this  preference  t ' 

"  '  O  mon  Dien,  oui,'  said  the  Duchess,  always  in  the  same  tone  ;  'because 
a  lover  like  you  would  never  think  of  carrying  bis  attachment  to  the  height  of 
pasion;  and  these  passions,  do  you  know,  have  frightened  me  all  my  life? 
One  ^cannot  retreat  at  viill  from  the  grasp  of  a  passionate  lover  ;  one  leaves 
behind  one  some  fragment  of  one's  moral  sdf,  at  the  best  part  of  one's  phyucal 
life.  A  pas^on,  if  it  does  not  kilt  you,  adds  cmtlly  to  your  years  j  in  a  word, 
it  is  the  very  lowest  possible  taste.  And  now  you  nndeistand  why  I  ^oold 
prefer  you,  M.  de  Belport — you  who  are  reputed  to  be  the  leader  of  the 
fashicm.' 

" '  Perfectly,'  mntmured  the  gentleman,  piqued  more  and  more. 

"  '  Gerard  de  Stolbei^  naJV  be  passionate.  I  don't  know  what  woman  wHl 
please  him,  or  will  be  pleased  by  him  '  (here  the  Duchess  of  Chalux  spoke  more 
gravely) ;  '  but  bis  love  will  be  no  play,  I  repeat  it  to  you  once  more.  All  this 
astonishes  you,  because  you,  great  leaders  of  the  ton  that  you  are,  never  can 
fancy  that  a  hero  of  romance  should  be  found  among  your  number.  Gerard  de 
Stolberg— bnt  look,  here  he  comes  1 ' 

"M.  de  Belport  rose,  and  quitted  the  Duchess,  without  believing  in  her 
proplieey ;  bat  he  could  not  avoid  smiling  as  he  passed  near  tbe  Jietv  *f 
romatae. 

"It  wfs  becauBe  M.  de  Stolberg  had  never,  in  all  his  life,  been  a  hero  of 
romance,  or  even  an  appreatice-heto  of  romance. 
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"  Gerard  de  Slolberg  vas  not,  as  yet,  initiated  into  the  thousand  seciels  in 
the  chronicle  of  the  great  world  :  he  knew  but  superficially  the  society  in  which 
he  lived ;  anii.,  therefore^  he  devoted  his  evening  to  the  gathering  of  all  the 
infonnation  which  he  could  acquire  Iram  the  indiscreet  conveisationa  of  the 
people  about  him.  His  whole  msn  became  ear  and  memory  ;  so  much  was 
Stolberg  convinced  of  the  necessity  of  becoming  a  diligent  student  in  this  new 
school,  where  was  taught  the  art  of  knowing  and  advancing  in  the  great  world. 
In  the  reeess  of  a  window  he  learned  more  on  this  one  night  than  months  of 
investigation  would  have  taught  him.  The  talk  of  a.  ball  is  more  indiscreet  than 
the  confidential  chatter  of  a  company  of  idle  women.  No  man  present  at  a 
ball,  whether  listener  or  speaker,  thinks  he  has  a  right  to  affect  any  indulgmce 
for  his  companions,  and  (he  most  learned  in  malice  will  always  pass  for  the 
most  witty. 

"  'Howl'  said  the  Viscount  de  Mondl^^ ;  'the  Duchess  of  Rivesalte 
arrives  alone  to-night,  without  hn  inevitable  Donnilly  ! ' — .^nd  the  Viseonnl, 
as  he  spoke,  pointed  towards  a  tall  and  slender  young  woman,  wlio,  gliding 
ratber  than  iralking,  met  the  ladies  by  whom  she  passed,  with  a  graceful  and 
modest  salute,  and  replied  to  the  looks  of  the  men  by  brilliant  vcUtd glanas  full 
sfctquitiy  and  attaek. 

"'Parbleul'  said  an  elegant  pcrson^e  standing  near  the  Viscount  de 
Mondrag^  '  don't  you  see  Donnilly  ranged  behind  the  Duchess,  in  quality  of 
train-bearer,  and  hiding,  under  his  long  locks  and  bis  great  screen  of  mous- 
taches, the  blushing  consciousnesi  of  his  good  tuck  ?  They  call  him  tkt  fourth 
chapttr  of  the  Duchess's  memoirs.  The  little  Marquise  d'AIbeias  is  ready  to 
die  out  of  spite  ;  but  the  best  of  the  joke  is,  that  she  has  only  taken  poor  de 
Vendre  for  a  lover  in  order  to  vent  her  spleeo  on  Mm.  Look  at  him  against 
,  the  chimney  jninder ;  if  the  Marchioness  do  not  break  at  once  with  hJTi  by 
quitting  him  for  somebody  else,  the  poor  fellow  will  turn  an  idiot.' 

'"  Is  he  jealous  T '  asked  a  young  man,  looking  as  if  he  did  not  know  what 
jealousy  was  and  as  if  he  had  no  time  to  be  jealous. 

"Jealous  ! — the  very  incarnation  of  jealousy  ;  the  second  edition,  revisecJ, 
corrected,  and  considerably  enlarged ;  as  jealous  as  poor  Gressigny,  who  is 
dying  of  it.' 

"  '  What  1  Gressigny  too  ?  why,  'tis  growing  quite  into  fashion  :  ^ad  !  / 
must  try  and  be  jealous,' said  Monsieur  de  Beauval.  'But  seel  here  comes 
thedelicions  Duchess  of  Bellefiore,' "  &c.  &c  &c  • 


Enough,  enough  :  this  kind  of  fashionable  Parisian  conversation, 
which  is,  says  our  author, "  a  prodigious  labour  of  improvbing,"  a 
" chef-d'ceuvre,"  a  "strange  and  sbgular  thing,  in  which  monotony  is 
unknown,^  seems  to  be,  if  correctly  reported,  a  "strange  and  singular 
thing"  indeed;  but  somewhat  monotonous  at  least  to  an  English, 
reader,  and  "  prodigious  "  only,  if  we  may  take  leave  to  say^o,  for  the 
wonderful  rascality  which  all  the  conversationalists  betray.  Miss 
Neverout  and  the  Colonel,  in  Swift's  famous  dialogue,  are  a  thousand 
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tiroes  more  eritertainrng  and  moral ;  and,  besides,  we  can  laugti  at 
those  worthies  as  well  as  with  them  ;  whereas  the  "prodigious"  French 
wits  are  to   us  quite  incomprehensible.     Fancy  a  duchess  as  old  as 

Lady herself,  and  who  should  begin  to  tell  us  "  of  what  she  would 

do  if  ever  she  had  a  mind  to  take  a  lover ; "  and  another  duchess,  with 
a  fourth  lover,  tripping  modestly  among  the  ladies,  and  returning  the 
gaze  of  the  men  by  veiled  glances,  full  of  coquetry  and  attack  ! — 
Parbleu,  if  Monsieur  de  Viel-Castel  should  find  himself  among  a 
society  of  French  duchesses,  and  they  should  tear  his  eyes  out,  and 
'  send  the  fashionable  Orpheus  floating  by  the  Seine,  liis  slaughter 
might  almost  be. considered  as  justifiable  Countkiik. 


n,<:,i,7=rir,Goot;sle  " 
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A   GAMBLER'S  DEATH. 

ANYBODY  who  was  at  C school  some  twelve  years  since,  must 
recollect  Jack  Attwood  :  he  was  the  most  dashing  lad  in  the 
place,  with  more  money  in  his  pocket  than  heloiiged  to  the  whole  fifth 
fonn  in  which  we  were  companions. 

When  he  was  about  fifteen,  Jack  suddenly  retreated  from  C — — , 
and  presently  we  heard  that  he  had  a  commission  in  a  cavalry  regi- 
ment, and  was  to  have  a  great  fortune  from  his  father,  when  that  old 
gentleman  should  die.  Jack  himself  came  to  confirm  these  stories  a 
few  months  afler,  and  paid  a  visit  to  his  old  school  chums.  He  had 
laid  aside  his  little  school-jacket  and  inky  corduroys,  and  now  appeared 
in  such  a  splendid  military  suit  as  won  the  respect  of  all  of  us.  His 
hair  was  dripping  with  oil,  his  hands  were  covered  with  rings,  he  had  a 
dusky  down  over  his  upper  lip  which  looked  not  unlike  a  moustache, 
and  a  multiplicity  of  frogs  and  braiding  on  his  surtout  which  would 
have  sufficed  to  lace  a  field-marshaL  When  old  Swishtail,  the  usher, 
passed  in  his  seedy  black  coat  and  gdters.  Jack  gave  him  such  a  look 
of  contempt  as  set  us  all  a-laughing ;  in  fact  it  was  his  turn  to  laugh 
now  :  for  he  used  to  roar  very  stoutly  some  months  before,  when 
Swishtail  was  in  the  custom  of  belabouring  him  with  his  great  cane. 

Jack's  talk  was  all  about  the  regiment  and  the  fine  fellows  in  it : 
how  he  had  ridden  a  steeple-chase  with  Captain  Boldero,  and  licked 
him  at  the  last  hedge  i  and  how  he  had  very  nearly  fought  a  duel  with 
Sir  Geotge  Grig,  about  dancing  with  Lady  Mary  Slamken  at  a  ball. 
"  I  soon  made  the  baronet  know  what  it  was  to  deal  with  a  man  oT 
the  n — th,"  said  Jack.  "  Dammee,  sir,  when  I  lugged  out  my  barkers, 
and  talked  of  fighting  across  the  mess~room  table,  Grig  turned  as  pale 
as  a  sheet,  or  as " 

"  Or  as  you  used  to  do,  Attwood,  when  Swishtail  hauled  you  up," 
piped  out  little  Hicks,  the  foundation-boy. 

It  was  beneath  Jack's  dignity  to  thrash  anybody,  now,  but  a  grown- 
up baronet ;  so  he  let  off  litde  Hicks,  and  passed  over  the  general 
titter  which  was  raised  at  his  expense.  However,  he  entertained  us 
with  his  histories  about  lords  and  ladies,  and  so-and-so  "  of  ours," 
until  we  thought  him  one  of  the  greatest  men  in  his  Majesty's  service, 
and  until  the  school-bell  rung ;  when,  with  a  heavy  heart,  we  got  our 
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books  together,  and  marched  in  to  be  whacked  by  old  Swiahtdl.  I 
promise  you  he  revenged  himself  od  us  for  Jack's  contempt  of  him. 
I  got  that  day  at  least  twenty  cuts  to  my  share,  which  ought  to  have 
belonged  to  Comet  Altwood,  of  the  n — th  dragoons. 

When  we  came  to  think  more  coolly  over  our  quondam  school- 
feUow's  swaggering  lalk  and  manner,  we  were  not  quite  so  impressed 
by  his  merits  as  at  his  first  appearance  among  us.  We  recollected 
how  he  used,  in  former  times,  to  tell  us  great  stones,  which  were  so 
monstrously  improbable  that  the  smallest  boy  in  the  school  would 
scout  at  them ;  how  often  we  caught  him  tripping  in  facts,  and  how 
unblushingly  he  admitted  his  little  errors  on  the  score  of  veracity.  He 
and  I,  though  never  great  friends,  had  been  close  companions  ;  I  was  • 
Jack's  fonn-fellow  (we  fought  with  amazing  emulation  for  the  last  place 
in  the  class) ;  but  still  I  was  rather  hurt  at  the  coolness  of  my  old  com- 
rade, who  had  forgotten  all  our  former  intimacy,  in  his  steeple- chases 
whb  Captain  Boldero  and  his  duel  with  Sir  George  Grig. 

Nothing  more  was  heard  of  Attwood  for  some  years  ;  a  tailor  one 
day  came  down  to  C ,  who  had  made  clothes  for  Jack  in  his  school- 
days, and  fiinusbed  him  with  regimentals  :  he  produced  a  long  bill  for 
one  hundred  and  twenty  pounds  and  upwards,  and  asked  where  news 
might  be  had  of  his  customer.  Jack  was  in  India,  with  bis  regiment, 
shooting  tigers  and  jackals,  no  doubt.  Occasionally,  from  that  distant 
country,  some  magnificent  rumour  would  reach  us  of  his  proceedings. 
Once  I  heard  that  he  had  been  called  to  a  court-martial  for  unbecom- 
ing conduct ;  another  time,  that  he  kept  twenty  horses,  and  won  the 
gold  plate  at  the  Calcutta  races.  Presently,  however,  as  the  recollec- 
tions of  the  fifth  form  wore  away.  Jack's  image  disappeared  likewise, 
and  I  ceased  to  ask  ot  think  about  my  college  chum. 

A  year  since,  as  I  was  smoking  my  cigar  in  the  "Eetaminet  du 
Grand  Balcon,"  an  excellent  smoking-shop,  where  the  tobacco  is  unex- 
ceptionable, and  the  Hollands  of  singular  merit,  a  dark-looking,  thick-- 
set  man,  in  a  greasy  well-cut  coat,  with  a  shabby  hat,  cocked  on  one 
side  of  his  dirty  face,  took  the  place  opposite  me,  at  the  little  marble 
table,  and  called  for  brandy.  I  did  not  much  admire  the  impudence 
or  the  appearance  of  my  friend,  nor  the  fixed  stare  with  which  he 
chose  to  examine  me.  At  last,  he  thrust  a  great  greasy  hand  across 
the  table,  and  said, "  Titmarsh,  do  you  forget  your  old  friend  Attwood?" 

I  confess  my  recognition  of  him  was  not  so  joyful  as  on  the  day 
ten  years  earlier,  when  he  had  come,  bedizened  with  lace  and  gold 

rings,  to  see  us  at  C school :  a  man  in  the  tenth  part  of  a  century 

leams  a  deal  of  worldly  wisdom,  and  his  band,  which  goes  naturally 
forward  to  seize  the  gloved  finger  of  a  millionaire,  or  a  milor,  draws 
instinctively  back  from  a  dirty  fist,  encompassed  by  a  ragged  wrist- 
band and  a  tattered  cuff.    But  Attwood  was  in  nowise  so  backward ; 
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and  the  iron  squeeze  with  which  he  shook  my  passive  paw,  proved 
that  he  was  either  very  affectionate  or  very  poor.  You,  my  dear  sir, 
who  are  reading  this  history,  know  very  well  the  great  art  of  shaking 
hands  :  recollect  bow  you  shook  Lord  Dash's  hand  the  other  day, 
and  how  you  shook  off  poor  Blank,  when  he  came  to  borrow  five 
pounds  of  you. 

However,  the  genial  influence  of  the  Hollands  speedily  dissipated 
anything  like  coolness  between  us ;  and,  in  the  course  of  an  hour's 
conversation,  we  became  almost  as  intimate  as  when  we  were  suffering 
together  under  the  ferule  of  old  Swishtail.  Jack  told  me  that  he  had 
quitted  the  army  in  disgust ;  and  that  his  father,  who  was  to  leave  him 
a  fortune,  had  died  ten  thousand  pounds  in  debt :  he  did  not  touch 
upon  his  own  circumstances ;  but  I  could  read  them  in  his  elbows,  which 
were  peeping  through  his  old  frock.  He  talked  a  great  deal,  however, 
of  runs  al  luck,  good  and  bad ;  and  related  to  me  an  infallible  plan  for 
breaking  all  the  play-banks  in  Europe — a  great  number  of  old  tricks ; 
— and  a  vast  quantity  of  gin-punch  was  consumed  on  the  occasion;  so 
long,  in  fact,  did  our  conversation  continue,  that,  I  confess  it  with 
shame,  the  sentiment,  or  something  stronger,  quite  got  the  better  of  me, 
and  I  have,  to  this  day,  no  sort  of  notion  how  our  palaver  concluded. 
— Only,  on  the  next  morning,  I  did  not  possess  a  certain  five-pound 
note,  which  on  the  previous  evening  was  in  my  sketch-book  (by  far  the 
prettiest  drawing  by  the  way  in  the  coUection) ;  but  there,  instead,  was 
a  strip  of  paper,  thus  inscribed : — 

lOU 
Five  Pounds.    JOHK  Attwood, 

Late  of  the  N — th  Dragoons. 

I  suppose  Attwood  borrowed  the  money,  from  this  remarkable  and 
ceremonious  acknowledgment  on  his  part :  had  I  been  sober  I  wouhl 
just  as  soon  have  lent  him  the  nose  on  my  face;  for,  in  my  then 
circumstances,  the  note  was  of  much  more  consequence  to  me. 

As  I  lay,  cursing  my  ill  fortune,  and  thinking  how  on  earth  I  should 
manage  to  subsist  for  the  next  two  months,  Attwood  burst  into  my 
little  garret— his  face  strangely  flushed— singing  and  shoutir^  as  if  it 
had  been  the  night  before.  "  Titmarsh,"  cried  he,  "  you  are  my  pre- 
server I — my  best  friend  !  Look  here,  and  here,  and  here ! "  And  at 
every  word  Mr.  Attwood  produced  a  handful  of  gold,  or  a  glittering 
heap  Of  five-franc  pieces,  or  a  bundle  of  greasy,  dusky  bank-notes, 
more  beautiful  than  either  silver  or  gold  ;— he  had  won  thirteen 
thousand  francs  after  leaving  me  at  midnight  in  my  garret.  He  sepa- 
rated my  poor  litde  all,  of  six  pieces,  from  this  shining  and  imposing 
collection  ;  and  the  passion  of  envy  entered  my  soul :  I  felt  far  more 
anxious  now  than  before,  although  starvation  wa'i  then  staring  me  in 
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tb«  face;  I  hated  Attwood  for  cheating  me  out  of  all  this  wealth. 
Poor  fellow  I  it  luid  been  better  for  htm  bad  be  never  seen  a  shilling 
of  it 

However,  a  grand  breakfast  at  the  CafS  Anglais  dissipated  my 
chagrin  J  and  I  will  do  my  friend  the  justice  to  say,  that  he  nobly  shared 
some  portion  of  his  good  fortune  with  me.  As  far  as  the  creature 
comforts  were  concerned  I  feasted  as  well  as  he,  and  never  was  par- 
ticular as  to  settling  -axf  share  of  the  reckoning. 

Jack  DOW  changed  his  lodgings;  had  cards,  with  Captain  Attwood 
engraved  on  them,  and  drove  about  a  prancing  cab-horse,  as  tall  as  the 
giiaffe  at  the  Jardin  des  Plantes ;  he  had  as  many  (rogs  on  his  coat  as 
in  the  old  days,  and  frequented  all  the  flash  restaurateurs'  and  boarding- 
houses  of  the  capitaL  Madame  de  Saint  Laurent,  and  Madame  la 
Baronne  de  Vaudrey,  and  Madame  la  Comtesse  de  Don  Jonville,  ladies 
of  the  highest  rank,  who  keep  a  sociJU  ckoisie  and  condescend  to  give 
dinners  at  five  francs  a-head,  vied  with  each  other  in  their  attentions 
to  Jack.  His  was  the  wing  of  the  fowl,  and  the  largest  portion  of  the 
Chariot  te-Russe  ;  his  was  the  place  at  the  £cart£  table,  where  the 
Counlcss  would  ease  him  nightly  of  a  few  pieces,  declaring  that  he  was 
the  most  charming  cavalier,  la  fieur  d'Albion.  Jack's  society,  it  may 
te  seen,  was  not  very  select ;  nor,  in  truth,  were  his  inclinations  :  he 
was  a  careless,  dare-devil,  Macheath  kind  of  fellow,  who  might  be  seen 
daily  with  a  wife  on  each  arm. 

It  may  be  supposed  that,  with  the  life  he  led,  his  five  hundred 
pounds  of  winnings  would  not  last  him  loi^ ;  nor  did  they ;  but,  for 
some  time,  his  luck  never  deserted  him ;  and  his  cash,  instead  of 
Rowing  lower,  'Seemed  always  to  maintain  a  certain  level :  he  played 
<very  night. 

Of  course,  such  a  humble  fellow  as  I  could  not  hope  for  a  continued 
acquaintance  and  intimacy  with  Attwood.  He  grew  overbearing  and 
coo],  1  thought  i  at  any  rate  I  did  not  admire  my  situation  as  his 
follower  and  dependant,  and  left  his  grand  dinner  for  a  certain  ordi- 
nary, where  I  could  partake  of  five  capital  dishes  for  ninepence. 
Occasionally,  however,  Attwood  favoured  me  with  a  visit,  or  gave  me 
a  drive  behind  his  great  cab-horse.  He  had  fornied  a  whole  host  of 
friends  besides.  There  was  Fips,  the  barrister;  heaven  knows  what 
he  was  doing  at  Paris ;  and  Gortz,  the  West  Indian,  who  was  there  on 
the  same  business,  and  Flapper,  a  medical  student, — all  these  three  1 
«net  one  night  at  Flapper's  rooms,  where  Jack  was  invited,  and  a  great 
*  spread"  was  laid  in  honour  of  him. 

Jack  arrived  rather  late^he  looked  pale  and  agitated ;  and,  though 
he  ate  no  supper,  he  drank  raw  brandy  in  such  a  manner  as  made 
Flapper's  eyes  wink :  the  poor  fellow  had  but  three  bottles,  and  Jack 
tud  fair  to  swallow  them  aU.    However,  the  West  Indian  generously 
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remedied  the  evil,  and  producing  a  napoleon,  we  speedily  got  the 
change  for  it  in  the  shape  of  four  bottles  of  champagne. 

Our  supper  was  uproariously  harmonious  %  Fips  sang  the  good 
"  Old  English  Gentleman ; '  Jack,  the  "  British  Grenadiers ; "  and  your 
humble  servant,  when  called  upon,  sang  that  beautiful  ditty,  "  When 
the  Bloom  is  on  the  Rye,"  in  a  manner  that  drew  tears  from  every  eye, 
except  Flapper's,  who  was  asleep,  and  Jack's,  who  was  singing  the 
"  Bay  of  Biscay  O,"  at  ihe  same  time,  Gorti  and  Fips  were  aJl  the 
time  lunging  at  each  other  with  a  pair  of  single-sticks,  the  barrister 
having  a  very  strong  notion  that  he  was  Richard  the  Third,  At  last 
Fips  hits  the  West  Indian  such  a  blow  across  his  sconce,  that  the  other 
grew  furious ;  he  seized  a  champ^fne-hottle,  which  was,  providentially, 
empty,  and  hurled  it  across  the  room  at  Fips  ;  had  that  celebrated 
barrister  not  bowed  his  head  at  the  moment,  the  Queen's  Bench  would 
have  lost  one  of  its  most  eloquent  practitioners. 

Fips  stood  as  straight  as  he  could  ;  his  cheek  was  pale  with  wrath. 
"  M-m-ister  Go-gorlz,"  he  said,  "  I  always  heard  you  were  a  black- 
guard ;  now  I  can  pr-pr-peperove  it  Flapper,  your  pistols  !  every 
ge-ge-genlmn  knows  what  I  mean." 

Young  Mr.  Flapper  had  a  small  pair  of  pocket-pistols,  which  the- 
tipsy  barrister  had  suddenly  remembered,  and  with  which  he  proposed 
to  sacrifice  the  West  Indian.  Gortz  was  nothing  loth,  but  was  quite  as 
valorous  as  the  lawyer. 

Attwood,  who,  in  spite  of  his  potations,  seemed  the  soberest  man 
of  the  party,  had  much  enjoyed  the  scene,  until  this  sudden  demand  for 
the  weapons.  "  Pshaw  ! "  said  he,  eagerly,  "  don't  give  these  men  the 
means  of  murdering  each  other ;  sit  down  and  let  us  have  another 
song."  But  they  would  not  be  still ;  and  Flapper  forthwith  produced 
his  pistol-case,  and  opened  it,  in  order  that  the  duel  might  take  place 
on  the  spot.  There  were  no  pistols  there  !  "  I  Beg  your  pardon,''  said 
Attwood,  looking  much  conftised ;  "  I — I  took  the  pistols  home  with 
me  to  clean  them  ! " 

I  don't  know  what  there  was  in  his  tone,  or  in  the  words,  but  we 
were  sobered  all  of  a  sudden.  Attwood  was  conscious  of  the  singular 
effect  produced  by  him,  for  he  blushed,  and  endeavoured  to  speak  of 
other  things,  but  we  could  not  bring  our  spirits  back  to  the  mark  again, 
and  soon  separated  for  the  night.  As  we  issued  into  the  street  Jack 
took  me  aside,  and  wluspered,  "  Have  you  a  napoleon,  Titmarsh,  in 
your  purse  P "  Alas  !  I  was  not  so  rich.  My  reply  was,  that  I  wa& 
coming  to  Jack,  only  in  the  morning,  to  borrow  a  similar  sum. 

He  did  not  make  any  reply,  but  turned  away  homeward  ;  I  never 
beard  him  speak  another  word. 

Two  mornings  after  (for  none  of  our  party  met  on  the  day  sue- 
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ceeding  the  supper),  I  was  awakened  by  my  porter,  who  brought  a 
pressing  letter  from  Mr.  Gortz  : — 

"  Dear  T. — I  wish  yoa  would  come  ov< 
about  Attwood. — Yours  tiuly, 

I  immediately  set  forward  to  Gortz's;  he  lived  in  the  Rue  du 
Heldes,  a  few  doors  from  Attwood's  new  lodging.  If  the  reader  is 
curious  to  know  the  house  in  which  the  catastrophe  of  this  history 
took  place,  he  has  but  to  inarch  some  twenty  doors  down  from  the 
Boulevard  des  Italiens,  when  he  will  see  a  fine  door,  with  a  naked 
Cupid  shooting  at  him  from  the  halt,  and  aVenus  beckoning  him  up  the 
stairs.  On  arriving  at  the  West  Indian's,  at  about  mid-day  (it  was  a 
Sunday  morning),  I  found  that  gentleman  in  his  dressing-gown,  discuss- 
ing, in  the  company  of  Mr.  Fips,  a  lai^e  plate  of  bifteck  auxpotnmei. 

"  Here's  a  pretty  row  ! "  said  Gortz,  quoting  from  his  letter ; — 
"  Attwood's  off— have  a  hit  of  beefeteak  ? " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  exclaimed  1,  adopting  the  familiar  phrase- 
ology of  my  acquaintances  ; — "  Atlwood  off? — has  be  cut  his  slick  ? " 

"  Not  bad,"  said  the  feeling  and  elegant  Fips — "  not  such  a  bad 
guess,  my  boy  ;  but  he  has  not  exactly  cui  his  stick." 

"What  then?" 

"  Why,  kis  throat."  The  man's  mouth  was  fiill  of  bleeding  beef  as 
he  uttered  this  gentiemanly  witticism. 

I  wish  1  could  say  that  I  was  myself  in  the  least  affected  by  the 
news.  I  did  not  joke  about  it  like  my  friend  Fips  ;  this  was  more 
for  propriety's  sake  than  for  feeling's ;  but  for  my  old  school  acquaint- 
ance, the  friend  of  my  early  days,  the  merry  associate  of  the  last  few 
months,  I  own,  with  shame,  that  I  had  ngt  a  tear  or  a  pang.  In 
some  German  tale  there  is  an  account  of  a  creature  most  beautiful  and 
bewitchmg,  whom  ail  men  admire  and  follow  ;  hut  this  charming  and 
fantastic  spirit  only  leads  them,  one  by  one,  into  ruin,  and  then  leaves 
tbem.  The  novelist,  who  describes  her  beauty,  says  that  his  heroine 
is  a  fairy,  and  has  no  heart.  I  think  the  intimacy  which  is  begotten 
over  the  wine-hottle  is  a  spirit  of  this  nature ;  I  never  knew  a  good 
feeling  come  from  it,  or  an  honest  friendship  made  by  it ;  it  only  entices 
men  and  ruins  them  ;  it  is  only  a  phantom  of  friendship  and  feeling, 
called  up  by  the  delirious  blood,  and  the  wicked  spells  of  the  wine. 

But  to  drop  this  strain  of  moralizing  (in  which  the  writer  is  not  too 
anxious  to  proceed,  for  he  cuts  in  it  a  most  pitiful  figure),  we  passed 
sundry  criticisms  upon  poor  Attwood's  character,  expressed  our  horror  at 
his  death— which  sentiment  was  fully  proved  by  Mr.  Fips,  who  declared 
that  the  notion  of  it  made  him  feel  quite  faint,  and  was  obliged  to 
drink  a  large  glass  of  brandy ;  and,  finally,  we  agreed  that  we  would  go 
and  see  the  poor  fellow's  corpse,  andwitness,  if  necessary,  his  burial. 
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Flapper,  who  had  joined  us,  was  the  first  to  propose  this  visit :  he 
said  he  did  not  miod  the  fifteen  francs  which  Jack  owed  him  for 
billiards,  but  he  was  anxious  to  get  back  his  pistol.  Accordingly,  we 
sallied  forth,  and  speedily  arrived  at  the  hotel  which  Attwood  inhabited 
still.  He  had  occupied,  for  a  time,  very  fine  apartments  in  this  house : 
and  it  was  only  on  airiving  there  that  day  that  we  found  he  had  been 
gradually  driven  from  his  magnificent  suite  of  rooms  au  premier,  to  a 
little  chamber  in  the  fifth  story : — we  mounted,  and.found  him.  -It  was 
a  little  shabby  room,  with  a  few  articles  of  rickety  furniture,  and  a  bed 
in  an  alcove  ;  the  light  from  the  one  window  was  falling  full  upon  the 
bed  and  the  body.  Jack  was  dressed  in  a  fine  lawn  shirt ;  he  had  kept 
it,  poor  fellow,  to  die  in;  for  in  all  his  drawers  and  cupboards  there 
was  not  a  single  article  of  clothing  \  he  had  pawned  everything  by 
which  he  could  raise  a  penny — desk,  books,  dressing-case,  and  clothes ; 
and  not  a  single  half-penny  was  found  in  his  possession.* 

He  was  lying  as  I  have  drawn  him,  one  hand  on  bis  breast,  the 
other  falling  towards  the  ground. '  There  was  an  expression  of  perfect 
cahn  on  the  face,  and  no  mark  of  blood  to'  stain  the  side  towards  the 
light.  On  the  other  side,  however,  there  was  a  great  pool  of  black 
blood,  and  in  it  the  pistol ;  it  looked  more  like  a  toy  than  a  weapon 
to  take  away  the  life  of  this  vigorous  young  man.  In  his  forehead,  at 
the  side,  was  a  small  black  wound ;  Jack's  life  had  passed  through 
it :  it  was  little  bigger  than  a  mole. 


"  Regardez  un  peu,"  smd  the  landlady,  "  messieurs,  il  m'a  %iA€  trois 
matelas,  et  il  me  doit  quarante  quatre  francs." 

*  In  order  to  account  for  these  trivial  details,  the  reader  must  be  told  that 
the  story  is,  for  the  chief  part,  a  fact ;  and  that  the  litde  sketch  in  this  page  was 
ta^nfiom  naiure.  The  letter  was  likewise  a  copy  from  one  found  in  the 
manner  described. 
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This  was  all  bis  epitaph :  he  had  spoiled  three  mattresses,  and 
owed  the  landlady  four-and-forty  francs.  In  the  whole  world  there  was 
not  a  soul  to  love  him  or  lament  him.  We,  his  friends,  were  looking  at 
his  body  more  as  an  object  of  curiosity,  watching  it  with  a  kind  of 
interest  with  which  one  follows  the  fifth  act  of  a  tragedy,  and  leaving 
it  with  the  same  feeling  with  which  one  leaves  the  theatre  when  die 
play  is  over  and  the  curtain  is  down. 

Beside  Jack's  bed,  on  his  little  "  table  de  nuit,"  lay  the  remains  of 
his  last  meal,  and  an  open  letter,  which  we  read.  It  was  from  one  of 
his  suspicious  acquaintances  of  foimer  days,  and  ran  thus  : — 

"Oil  es  tu,  cher  Jack  !  toAji  you  not  come  ami  ste  me — lumc  doisde  I'ai^nt, 
entcnds  ta?^ — onclmpean,  une  cachemire,  a  hox  of  Ou  Play.  Viensdemain  soir, 
je  t'attendrai  at  eight  o'clock.  Passage  des  Panoramaa.  My  Sir  is  at  kis 
ctuntry.  "  Adieu  k  demain. 

"  Samedi"  "Fifinb." 

I  shuddered  as  1  walked  through  this  very  Passage  des  Panoramas, 
in  the  evening.  The  girl  was  there,  pacing  to  and  ho,  and  lookiug  in 
the  countenance  of  every  passer-by,  to  recognize  Attwood,  "Adieu  a 
DEMAiN  I  "—there  was  a  dreadful  meaning  in  the  words,  which  the 
writer  of  them  little  knew.  "Adieu  i  demainl" — the  morrow  was 
come,  and  the  soul  of  the  poor  suicide  was  now  in  the  presence  of 
God.  I  dare  not  think  of  his  fate ;  for,  except  in  the  fact  of  his 
poverty  and  desperation,  was  he  worse  than  any  of  us,  his  companions, 
who  had  shared  his  debauches,  and  inarched  with  him  up  to  the  very 
brink  of  the  grave  ? 

There  is  but  one  more  circumstance  to  relate  regarding  poor  Jack 
— bis  burial  j  it  was  of  a  piece  with  his  death. 

He  was  nailed  into  a  paltry  coffin  and  buried,  at  the  expense  of  the 
arrondissement,  in  a  nook  of  the  burial-place  beyond  the  Bamfere  de 
I'Etoile:  They  buried  him  at  six  o'clock,  of  a  bitter  winter's  morning, 
and  it  was  with  difficulty  that  an  English  clergyman  could  be  found  to 
read  a  service  over  his  grave.  The  three  men  who  have  figured  in  this 
history  acted  as  Jack's  mourners  ;  and  as  the  ceremony  was  to  take 
place  so  early  in  the  morning,  these  men  sat  up  the  night  through,  and 
were  a/mcst  ^unk  as  they  followed  his  ctrfGn  to  its  restbg-place.' 

MORAL, 

"When  we  turned  out  in  our  great-coats,"  said  one  of  them  after- 
wards, "  reeking  of  cigars  and  brandy-and- water,  d e,  sir,  we 

quite  frightened  the  old  buck  of  a  parson  ;  he  did  not  much  like  our 
company."  After  the  ceremony  was  concluded,  these  gentlemen  were 
very  hiq>py  to  get  home  to  a  warm  and  comfortable  breakfast,  and 
finished  the  day  royally  at  Frascati's. 
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NAPOLEON  AND  HIS  SYSTEM. 

ON  PRINCE  LOUIS  NAPOLEON'S  WORK. 

ANY  person  who  recollects  the  history  of  the  absurd  outbreak  of 
Strasbuig,  in  which  Prince  Louis  Napoleon  Bonapane  figured, 
three  years  ago,  must  remember  Cfiat,  howevpr  silly  the  revolt  was, 
however  foolish  its  pretext,  however  doubtful  ils  aim,  and  inexpe- 
rienced its  leader,  there  was,  nevertheless,  a  party,  and  a  considerable 
one  in  France,  that  were  not  unwilling'  to  lend  the  new  projectors 
their  aid.  The  troops  who  declared  against  the  Prince,  were,  it  was 
said,  all  but  willing  to  declare  for  him ;  and  it  was  certain  that,  in 
many  of  the  regiments  of  the  army,  there  existed  a  strong  spirit  of 
disaffection,  and  an  eager  wish  for  the  return  of  the  imperial  system 
and  family. 

As  to  the  good  that  was  to  be  derived  from  the  change,  that  is 
another  question.  Why  the  Emperor  of  the  French  should  be  better 
than  the  King  of  the  French,  or  the  King  of  the  French  better  than 
the  King  of  France  and  Navarre,  it  is  not  our  business  to  inquire; 
but  all  the  three  monarchs  have  no  lack  of  supporters  ;  republicanism 
has  no  lack  of  supporters :  SL  Simonianism  was  followed  by  a 
respectable  body  of  admirers  j  Robespierrism  has  a  select  party  of 
friends.  If,  in  a  country  where  so  many  quacks  have  had  their  day, 
Prince  Louis  Napoleon  thought  he  might  renew  the  imperial  quackery, 
why  should  he  notf  It  has  recollections  with  it  that  must  always  be 
dear  to  a  gallant  nation  ;  it  has  certain  claptraps  in  its  vocabulary  that 
can  never  fail  to  inflame  a  vain,  restless,  grasping,  disappointed  one. 

In  the  first  place,  and  don't  let  us  endeavour  to  disguise  it,  they 
hale  us.  Not  all  the  protestations  of  friendship,  not  all  the  wisdom 
of  Lord  Palmerston,  not  all  the  diplomacy  of  our  distinguished  pleni- 
potentiary, Mr.  Henry  Lytton  Bulwer— and  let  us  add,  not  all  the 
benefit  which  both  countries  would  derive  from  the  alliance — can  make 
it,  in  our  times  at  least,  permanent  and  cordial.  They  hate  us. 
The  Carlist  organs  revile  us  with  a  querulous  fury  that  never  sleeps ; 
the  moderate  party,  if  they  admit  the  utility  of  our  alliance,  are 
continually  pointing  out  our  treachery,  our  insolence,  and  our  mon- 
strous infractions  of  it ;   and  for  the  Republicans,  as  sure  as  the 
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morning  comes,  the  columns  bf  thdir  journals  thunder  out  voHeys  of 
fierce  denunciations  against  oui'  unfortunate  country.  They  live  by 
feeding  the  natural  hatred  against  England,  by  keeping  old  wounds 
open,  by  recurring  ceaselessly  to  the  history  of  old  quarrels,  and  as 
in  these  we,  by  God's  help,  by  land  and  by  sea,  in  old  times  and  late, 
have  had  the  uppermost,  they  perpetuate  the  shame  and  mortification 
of  the  losing  party,  the  bitterness  of  past  defeats,  and  the  eager  desire 
to  avenge  them,  A  party  which  knows  how  to  exploiter  this  hatted 
wilt  always  be  popular  to  a  certain  extent ;  and  the  imperial  scheme 
has  this,  at  least,  among  its  conditions. 

Then  there  is  the  favourite  claptrap  of  the  "  natural  frontier." 
The  Frenchman  yearns  to  be  bounded  by  the  Rhine  and  the  Alps ; 
and  next  follows  the  cry,  "  Let  France  take  her  place  among  nations, 
and  direct,  as  she  ought  to  do,  the  affahs  of  Europe."  These  are  the 
two  chief  articles  contained  in  the  new  imperial  programme^  if  we 
may  credit  the  journal  which  has  been  established  to  advocate  the 
cause.  A  natural  boundary — stand  among  the  nations — popular  ' 
development — Russian  alliance,  and  a  reduction  of  la  perftde  Albion 
to  its  proprer  insignificance.  As  yet  we  know  little  more  of  the  plan  : 
and  yet  such  foundations  are  sufficient  to  build  a  party  upon,  and 
with  such  windy  weapons  a  substantial  Government  is  to  be  over- 
thrown ! 

In  order  to  give  these  doctrines,  such  as  they  are,  a  chance  of 
findu^  favour  with  his  countrymen.  Prince  Louis  has  the  advantage 
of  being  able  to  refer  to  a  fonner  great  professor  of  them — his  uncle 
Napoleon.  His  attempt  is  at  once  pious  and  prudent ;  it  exalts  the 
memory  of  the  uncle,  and  furthers  the  interests  of  the  nephew,  who 
attempts  to  show  what  Napoleon's  ideas  really  were  ;  what  good  had 
already  resulted  from  the  practice  of  them  j  how  cruelly  they  had 
been  thwarted  by  foreign  wars  and  difficulties  ;  and  what  vast  ben^ts 
would  have  resulted  from  them  ;  ay,  and  (it  is  reasonable  to  conclude) 
might  still,  if  the  French  nation  would  be  wise  enough  to  pitch  upon 
a  governor  that  would  continue  the  iniemipted  sdieme.  It  is,  how- 
ever, to  be  borne  in  mind  that  the  Emperor  Napoleon  had  certain 
arguments  in  favour  of  his  opinions  for  the'  tune  being,  which  his 
nephew  has  not  employed.  On  the  13th  Vend^miaire,  when  General 
Bonaparte  believed  in  the  excellence  of  a  Directory,  it  may  be  remem- 
bered that  he  aided  his  opinions  by  forty  pieces  of  artillery,  and  by 
Colonel  Murat  at  the  head  of  his  dragoons.  There  was  no  resisting 
SQch  a  philosopher ;  the  Directory  was  established  forthwith,  and  the 
sacred  (uiiise  of  the  minority  triumphed.  In  like  manner,  when  the 
General  was  convinced  of  the  weakness  of  the  Directory,  and  saw 
fully  the  necessity  of  estabhshii^  a  Consulate,  what  were  his  ail- 
ments ?    More»n,  Lannes,  Murat,  Beitfater,  Lederc,  Lefebvre— -gentle 
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apostles  of  the  truth  ! — marched  to  St.  Cloud,  and  there,  with  fixed 
bayonets,  caused  it  to  prevail  Error  vanished  in  an  instant.  At 
once  Ave  hundred  of  its  high-priests  tumbled  out  of  windows,  and  lo  \ 
three  Consuls  appeared  to  guide  the  destinies  of  France  I  How  much 
more  expeditious,  reasonable,  and  clinching  was  this  argument  of  the 
iSth  Brumaire,  than  any  one  that  can  be  found  in  any  pamphlet  \  A 
fig  for  your  duodecimos  and  octavos  1  Talk  about  points,  there  are 
none  like  those  at  the  end  of  a  bayonet ;  and  the  most  powerful  of 
styles  is  a  good  rattling  "article"  from  a  nine-pounder. 

At  least  this  is  our  interpretation  of  the  manner  in  which  were 
always  propagated  the  Idiei  Napolionimnes.  Not  such,  however, 
is  Prince  Louis's  belief;  and,  if  you  wish  to  go  along  with  him  in 
opmion,  you  will  discover  that  a  more  Uberal,  peaceable,  prudent 
Prince  never  existed  :  you  will  read  that  "  the  mission  of  Napoleon  " 
was  to  be  the  "  teslamentaty  executor  of  the  revolutioaj"  and,  the 
Prince  should  have  added,  the  legatee ;  or,  more  justly  still,  as  well  as 
the  executor,  he  should  be  called  the  executioner,  and  then  his  title 
would  be  complete.  In  Vendfemiaire,  the  mihtary  Tartufe,  he  threw 
aside  the  Revolution's  natural  heirs,  and  made  her,  as  it  were,  aiUr 
her  will  J  on  the  ittth  of  Brumaire  he  strangled  her,  and  on  the  19th 
seized  on  her  property,  and  kept  it  until  force  deprived  him  of  it 
Illustrations,  to  be  sure,  are  no  arguments,  but  the  example  is  the 
Prince's,  not  ours. 

In  the  Prince's  eyes,  then,  his  uncle  b  a  god ;  of  all  monarchs, 
the  most  wise,  upright,  and  merciful.  Thirty  years  ago  the  opinion 
had  millions  of  supporters ;  while  millions  again  were  ready  to  avouch 
the  exact  contrary.  It  is  curious  to  think  of  the  former  difference  rf 
opinion  concerning  Napoleon  ;  and,  in  reading  his  nephew's  rapturous 
encomiums  of  him,  one  goes  back  to  the  days  when  we  ourselves 
were  as  loud  and  mad  in  his  dispraise.  Who  does  not  remember  his 
own  personal  hatred  and  horror,  twenty-five  years  ago,  for  the  man 
whom  we  used  to  call  the  "  bloody  Corsican  upstart  and  assassin  f " 
What  stories  did  we  not  believe  of  him?  —  what  murders,  rapes, 
robberies,  not  lay  to  his  charge  ? — we  who  were  living  within  a  fewmites 
of  his  territory,  and  might,  by  books  and  newspapers,  be  made  as  well 
acquainted  with  his  merits  or  demerits  as  any  of  his  own  countrymen. 

Then  was  the  age  when  the  Idies  NapoUonitnms  might  have  passed 
through  many  editions ;  for  while  we  were  thus  outrageously  bitter,  our 
neighbours  were  as  extravagantly  attached  to  him  by  a  strange  in- 
fatuation— adored  him  like  a  god,  whom  we  chose  to  consider  as  a 
fiend;  and  vowed  that,  under  his  government,  their  nation  had  attained 
its  highest  pitch  of  grandeur  and  glory.  In  revenge  there  existed  in 
England  (as  is  proved  by  a  thousand  authentic  documents)  a  monster 
so  hideous,  a  tyrant  so  ruthless  and  bloody,  that  the  world's  histovy 
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cannot  shoir  his  parallel.  This  nifSan's  name  was,  during  the  early 
part  of  the  French  revolution,  Pilletcoboiu^.  Pittetcobourg's  emissaries 
were  in  every  corner  of  France ;  Pittetcobourg's  gold  chinked  in  the 
pockets  of  every  traitor  in  Europe ;  it  menaced  the  life  of  the  god-like 
Robespierre ;  it  drove  into  cellars  and  fits  of  delirium  even  the  gentle 
philanthropist,  Marat ;  it  fourteen  times  caused  the  dagger  to  be  lifted 
against  the  bosom  of  the  First  Consul,  Emperor,  and  King, — that  first, 
great,  glorious,  irresistible,  cowardly,  contemptible,  bloody  hero  and 
fiend,  Bonaparte,  before  mentioned. 

On  our  side  of  the  Channel  we  have  had  leisure,  long  since,  to  re- 
consider our  verdict  against  Napoleon ;  though,  to  be  sure,  we  have 
not  changed  our  opinion  about  Pittetcobourg.  After  five-and-thirty 
years  all  parties  bear  witness  to  his  honesty,  and  speak  with  affectionate 
reverence  of  his  patriotism,  his  genius,  and  his  private  virtue.  In 
France,  however,  or  at  least,  among  certain  parties  in  France,  there 
has  been  no  such  modification  of  opinion.  With  the  Republicans, 
Pittetcoboui^  is  Pittetcoboui^  still, — crafty,  bloody,  seeking  whom  he 
may  devour ;  and  perfide  Albion  more  perfidious  than  ever.  This 
hatred  is  the  point  of  union  between  the  Republic  and  the  Empire  j  it 
has  been/ostered  ever  since,  and  must  be  continued  by  Prince  Louis, 
if  he  would  hope  to  conciliate  both  parties. 

With  regard  to  the  Emperor,  then,  Prmce  Louis  erects  to  his 
memory  as  fina  a  monument  as  his  wits  can  raise.  One  need  not  say 
that  the  imperial  apologist's  opinion  should  be  received  with  the  utmost 
caution  ;  for  a  man  who  has  such  a  hero  for  an  uncle  may  naturally  be 
proud  of  and  partial  to  him;  and  when  this  nephew  of  the  great  man 
would  he  his  heir,  likewise,  and,  bearing  his  name,  step  also  into  his 
imperial  shoes,  one  may  reasonably  look  for  much  alFectianate  pane- 
gyric. "  The  wnpire  was  the  best  of  empires,"  cries  the  Prince ;  and 
possibly  it  was  ;  undoubtedly,  the  Prince  thinks  it  was ;  but  he  is  the 
very  last  person  who  woidd  convince  a  man  with  the  proper  suspicious 
impartiahty.  One  remembers  a  certain  consultation  of  politicians 
which  is  recorded  in  the  Spelling-book;  and  the  opinion  of  that 
patriotic  sage  who  avowed  that,  for  a  real  blameless  constitution,  an 
impenetrable  shidd  for  libertj-,  and  cheap  defence  of  nations,  there 
was  nothing  like  leather. 

Let  us  examine  some  of  the  Prince's  article.  If  we  may  be  allowed 
humbly  to  express  an  opinion,  his  leather  is  not  only  quite  insufficient 
for  those  vast  public  purposes  for  which  he  destines  it,  but  is,  more- 
over, and  in  itself,  very  bad  leather.  The  hides  are  poor,  small,  un- 
sound slips  of  skin ;  or,  to  drop  this  cobbling  metaphor,  tbe  style  is 
not  particularly  brilliant,  the  facts  not  very  startling,  and,  as  for  the 
conclusions,  one  may  differ  with  almost  every  one  of  them.  Here  is  !m 
extract  from  his  first  chapter,  "  on  governments  in  general :  "^ 
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"  I  speak  it  with  regret,  I  can  see  but  two  governments,  at  this  day, 
which  fulfU  the  mission  .that  Providence  has  confided  to  them;  they 
are  the  two  colossi  at  the  end  of  the  worid ;  one  at  the  extremity  of 
the  old  world,  the  other  at  the  extremity  of  the  new.  Whilst  our  old 
European  centre  is  as  a  volcano,  consuming  itself  in  its  crater,  the  two 
nations  of  the  East  and  the  West  march,  without  hesitation,  towards 
perfection  :  the  one  under  the  will  of  a  single  individual,  the  other 
under  liherty, 

"  Providence  has  confided  to  the  United  States  of  North  America 
the  task  of  peopling  and  civilizing  that  immense  territory  which 
stretches  from  the  Atlantic  to  the  South  Sea,  and  fiwn  the  North 
Pole  to  the  Equator.  The  Government,  which  is  only  a  simple 
administration,  has  only  hitherto  been  called  upon  to  put  in  practice 
the  old  xiagt,  Laissex  /aire,  laissez  passer,  in  order  to  &vour  that 
inesistible   instinct  which  pushes  the  people   of  America   to  the 

"  In  Russia  it  is  to  the  imperial  dynasty  that  is  owing  all  the  vast 
progress  which,  in  a  century  and  a  half,  has  rescued  that  empire  from 
barbarism.  The  imperial  power  must  contend  against  all  the  ancient 
prejudices  of  our  old  Europe :  it  must  centialise,  as  far  as,  possible, 
aU  the  powers  of  the  state  in  the  hands  of  one  person,  in  order  to' 
destroy  the  abuses  which  the  feudal  and  communal  franchises  have 
served  to  perpetuate.  The  last  alone  can  hope  to  receive  from  it  the 
improvements  which  it  expects. 

"But  thou,  France  of  Henry  IV.,  of  Louis  XIV.,  of  Camot,  of 
Napoleon — thou,  who  wert  always  for  the  west  of  Europe  the  souree 
of  progress,  who  possessest  in  thyself  the  two  great  pillars  of  empire, 
the  genius  for  the  arts  of  peace  and  the  genius  of  war — hast  thou  no 
further  mission  to  fulfil  ?  Wilt  thou  never  cease  to  waste  thy  force  and 
uergies  in  intestine  struggles  ?  No ;  such  cannot  be  thy  destiny :  the 
day  will  soon  come,  when,  to  govern  thee,  it  will  be  necessary  to 
understand  that  thy  part  is  to  place  in  all  treaties  thy  sword  of  Brennus 
on  the  side  of  civilization." 

These  are  the  conclusions  of  the  Prince's  remarks  upon  govern- 
ments in  general ;  and  it  must  be  supposed  that  the  reader  is  very 
little  wiser  at  the  end  than  at  the  beginning.  But  two  government^ 
in  the  world  fiilfil  their  mission  :  the  one  government,  which  is  no 
government ;  the  other,  which  is  a  despotism.  The  duty  of  France  is 
in  all  treaties  to  place  her  sword  of  Brennus  in  the  scale  of  civiliza- 
tion. Without  quarrelling  with  the  somewhat  confused  language  of 
the  latter  proposition,  ma.y  we  ask  what,  in  heaven's  name,  is  the 
meaning  of  all  the  three  f  What  is  this  ^A  de  Brennus  f  and  how  is 
France  to  use  it  i  Where  is  the  great  source  of  political  truth,  from 
which,  flowing  pure,  we  traoe  American  republicanism  in  one  stream, 
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Russian  despotism  in  another  ?  Vastly  prosperous  is  the  great  republic, 
if  you  will :  if  dollars  and  cents  constitute  happiness,  there  is  plenty 
for  all :  but  can  any  one,  who  has  read  of  the  American  doings  in  the 
late  frontier  troubles,  and  the  daily  disputes  on  the  slave  question, 
praise  the  Gavemmint  of  the  States  ?— a  Government  which  dares  not 
punish  homicide  or  arson  perfonned  before  its  very  eyes,  and  which  the 
pirates  o£  Texas  and  the  pirates  of  Canada  can  brave  at  their  will  ? 
There  is  no  government,  but  a  prosperous  anarchy ;  as  the  Prince's 
other  favourite  government  is  a  prosperous  slavery.  What,  then,  is  to 
be  the  ip4e  de  Bratnus  government  ?  Is  it  to  be  a  mixture  of  the  two  ? 
"  Society,"  writes  the  Prince,  axiomatically, "  contains  in  itself  two 
principles — the  one  of  progress  and  immortality,  the  other  of  disease 
and  disorganization."  No  doubt ;  and  as  the  one  tends  towards 
liberty,  so  the  other  is  only  to  be  cured  by  order :  and  then,  with  a 
singulir  felicity.  Prince  Louis  picks  us  out  a  couple  of  governments,  in 
one  of  which  the  common  regulating  power  is  as  notoriously  too  weak, 
as  it  is  in  the  other  too  strong,  and  talks  in  rapturous  terms  of  the 
manner  in  which  they  fdfil  their  "  providential  mission  ! " 

From  these  considerations  on  things  in  general,  the  Prince  con- 
ducts us  to  Napoleon  in  particular,  and  enters  largely  into  a  discussion 
of  the  merits  of  the  imperial  system.  Our  author  speaks  of  the 
Emperor's  advent  in  the  following  grandiose  way : — 

"  Napoleon,  on  arriving  at  the  public  stage,  saw  that  bis  part  was 
to  be  the  ttstameniary  exeattor  of  the  Revolution,  The  destructive 
fire  of  parties  was  extinct ;  and  when  the  Revolution,  dying,  but  not 
vanquished,  delegated  to  Napoleon  the  accomplishment  of  her  last 
will,  she  said  to  him, '  Establish  upon  soUd  bases  the  principal  result 
of  my  efforts.  Unite  divided  Frenchmen.  Defeat  feudal  Europe  that 
is  leagued  against  me.  Cicatrize  my  wounds.  Enlighten  the  nations. 
Execute  that  in  width,  which  I  have  had  to  perform  in  depth.  Be  for 
Europe  what  I  have  been  for  France.  And,  even  if  you  must  water 
the  tree  of  civilization  with  your  blood— if  you  must  see  your  projects 
misunderstood,  and  your  sons  without  a  country,  wandering  over  the 
face  of  the  earth,  never  abandon  the  sacred  cause  of  the  French  people. 
Insure  its  triumph  by  all  the  means  which  genius  can  discover  and 
humanity  approve." 

"  This  grand  mission  Napoleon  performed  to  the  end.  His  task 
was  difficult.  He  had  to  place  upon  new  principles  a  society  still  boil- 
ing with  hatred  and  revenge  ;  and  to  use,  for  building  up,  the  same 
instruments  which  had  been  employed  for  pulling  down. 

"The  common  lot  of  every  new  truth  that  arises,  is  to  wound 
rather  than  to  convince— rather  than  to  gain  proselytes,  to  awaken 
fear.  For,  oppressed  as  it  long  has  been,  it  rushes  forward  with  addi- 
tional force ;  having  to  encounter  obstacles,  it  is  compelled  to  combat 
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them,  and  overthrow  them ;  until,  at  length,  comprdiended  and  ^cpted 
by  the  generality,  it  becomes  the  basis  of  new  social  order. 

"  Liberty  will  follow  the  same  march  as  the  Christian  religion. 
Armed  with  death  from  the  ancient  society  of  Rome,  it  for  a  long 
while  excited  the  hatred  and  fear  of  the  people.  At  last,  by  force  of 
martyrdoms  and  persecutions,  the  religion  of  Christ  penetrated  into 
the  conscience  and  the  soul ;  it  soon  had  kings  and  armies  at  its 
orders,  and  Constantine  and  Charlemagne  bore  it  triuit^hant  through- 
out Europe.  Religion  then  laid  down  her  amis  of  war.  It  Idd  open 
all  the  principles  of  peace  and  order  which  it  contained ;  it  became 
the  prop  of  Government,  as  it  was  the  organiiing  element  of  society. 
Thus  will  it  be  with  Uberty.  In  1793  it  frightened  people  and  sove- 
reigns alike;  thus,  having  clothed  itself  in  a  milder  garb,  itinsinuaUd 
itself  everyivhire  in  the  train  of  our  battalions.  In  1815  all  parties 
adopted  its  flag,  and  armed  themselves  with  its  moral  force — covered 
themselves  with  its  colours.  The  adoption  was  not  sincere,  and  liberty 
was  soon  obliged  to  re-assume  its  warlike  accoutrements.  With  the 
contest  their  fears  returned.  Let  us  hope  that  they  will  soon  ceas^ 
and  that  liberty  will  soon  resume  her  peaceful  standards,  to  quit  them 

"The  Emperor  Napoleon  contributed  more  than  any  one  else 
towards  accelerating  the  reign  of  Uberty,  by  saving  the  moral  influence 
of  the  revolution,  and  diminishing  the  fears  which  it  imposed.  Without 
the  Consulate  and  the  Empire,  the  revolution  would  have  been  only  a, 
grand  drama,  leaving  grand  revolutions  but  no  traces:  the  revolution 
would  have  been  drowned  in  the  counter-revolution.  The  contrary, 
however,  was  the  case.  Napoleon  rooted  the  revolution  in  France,  and 
introduced,  throughout  Europe,  the  principal  benefits  of  the  crisis  of 
1739.  To  use  his  own  words,  'He  purified  the  revolution,  he  confirmed 
kings,  and  ennobled  people.  He  purified  the  revolution  in  separatii^ 
the  truths  which  it  contained  from  the  passions  that,  during  its  delirium, 
disfigured  it  He  ennobled  the  people  in  giving  them  the  conscious- 
ness of  their  force,  and  those  institutions  which  raise  men  in  their  own 
eyes.  The  Emperor  may  be  considered  as  the  Messiah  of  the  new 
ideas ;  for — and  we  must  confess  it — in  the  moments  immediately 
succeeding  a  social  revolution,  it  is  not  so  essential  to  put  rigidly  into 
practice  all  the  propositions  resulting  from  the  new  theory,  but  to 
become  master  of  the  regenerative  genius,  to  identify  one's  self  with 
the  sentiments  of  the*  people,  and  boldly  to  direct  them  towards  the 
desired  point.  To  accomplish  such  a  task  your  fibre  should  respond 
to  that  of  the  people,  as  the  Emperor  said ;  you  should  feel  like  it,  your 
interests  should  be  so  intimately  raised  with  its  own,  that  you  should 
vanquish  or  fall  together," 

Let  us  take  breath  after  these  big  phrases,— grand  round  figures 
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of  speech, — which,  when  put  together,  amount,  like  certain  other 
combinations  of  round  figures,  to  exactly  o.  We  shall  not  stop  to 
atgue  the  merits  and  demerits  of  Prince  Louis's  notable  comparison 
between  the  Christian  religion  and  the  Imperial-revolutionary  system. 
There  are  many  blunders  in  the  above  extract  as  we  read  it ;  blun- 
dering metaphors,  blundering  arguments,  and  blundering  assertions ; 
but  this  is  surely  the  grandest  blunder  of  all ;  and  one  wonders  at 
the  blindness  of  the  legislator  and  historian  who  can  advance  such 
a  parallel.  And  what  are  we  to  say  of  the  legacy  of  the  dying  revo- 
lution to  Napoleon  ?  Revolutions  do  not  die,  and,  on  their  death-beds, 
making  fine  speeches,  hand  over  their  property  to  young  officers  of 
artillery.  We  have  all  read  the  history  of  his  rise.  The  constitution 
of  the  year  III.  was  carried.  Old  men  of  the  Montagne,  disguised 
royalists,  Paris  sections,  Pitteicobourg,  above  all,  with  his  money-bags, 
thought  that  here  was  a  fine  opportunity  for  a  revolt,  and  opposed  the 
new  constitution  in  arms:  the  new  constitution  had  knowledge  of  a 
young  officer,  who  would  not  hesitate  to  defend  its  cause,  and  who 
effectually  beat  the  majority.  The  tale  may  be  found  in  every  account 
of  the  revolution,  and  the  rest  of  his  story  need  not  be  told.  We  know 
every  step  that  he  loolc :  we  know  how,  by  doses  of  cannon-balls 
promptly  administered,  he  cured  the  fever  of  the  sections— that  fever 
which  another  camp-physician  (Menou)  declined  to  prescribe  for;  we 
know  how  he  abolished  the  Directory;  and  how  the  Consulship  came; 
and  then  the  Empire;  and  then  the  disgrace,  exile,  and  lonely  death. 
Has  not  all  this  been  written  by  historians  in  all  tongues  .'^bymemour- 
writing  pages,  chamberlains,  marshals,  lacqueys,  secretaries,  contem- 
poraries, and  ladies  of  honour  ?  Not  a  word  of  miracle  is  there  in  all 
this  narration ;  not  3  word  of  celestial  missions,  or  political  Messiahs. 
From  Napoleon's  rise  to  his  fall,  the  bayonet  marches  alongside  of 
him :  now  he  points  it  at  the  tails  of  the  scampering  "  five  hundred," — 
now  he  charges  with  it  across  the  bloody  planks  of  Areola— now  he 
flies  before  it  over  the  fatal  plain  of  Waterloo. 

Unwilling,  however,  as  he  may  be  to  grant  that  there  are  any 
spots  in  the  character  of  his  hero's  government,  the  Prince  is,  never- 
theless, obliged  to  allowthat  such  existed  ;  that  the  Emperor's  manner 
of  rule  was  a  little  more  abrupt  and  dictatorial  than  might  possibly  be 
agreeable.  For  this  the  Prince  has  always  an  answer  ready — it  is  the 
same  poor  one  that  Napoleon  uttered  a  millioft  of  times  to  his  com- 
panions in  exile— the  excuse  of  necessity.  He  would  have  been  very 
liberal,  but  that  the  people  were  not  fit  for  it ;  or  that  the  cursed  war 
prevented  him — or  any  other  reason  why.  His  first  duty,  however, 
says  his  apologist,  was  to  form  a  general  union  of  Frenchmen,  and  he 
set  about  his  plan  in  this  wise : — 

"  Let  us  not  foi^et,  that  alt  which  Napoleon  undertook,  in  order  to 


102  THE  PARIS  SKETCH  BOOK. 

create  a  generalfusion,  be  performed  without  renouncing  the  principles 
of  the  revolution.  He  recalled  the  imigr4s,  without  touching  upon  the 
law  by  which  their  goods  had  been  confiscated  and  sold  as  public 
property.  He  re-established  the  Catholic  religion  at  the  same  time 
that  he  proclaimed  the  liberty  of  conscience,  and  endowed  equally  the 
Tninbters  of  all  sects.  He  caused  himself  to  be  consecrated  by  the 
Sovereign  Pontiff,  without  conceding  to  the  Pope's  demand  any  of 
the  liberties  of  the  GaUican  church.  He  married  a  daughter  of  the 
Emperor  of  Austria,  without  abandoning  any  of  the  rights  of  France 
to  the  conquests  she  had  made.  He  re-established  noble  titles,  without 
attaching  to  them  any  privileges  or  prerogatives,  and  these  titles  were 
conferred  on  all  ranks,  on  all  services,  on  all  professions.  Under  the 
empire  all  idea  of  caste  was  destroyed  ;  no  man  ever  thought  of  vaunt- 
ing hb  pedigree — no  man  ever  was  asked  how  he  was  bom,  but  what 
he  had  done. 

"  The  first  quality  of  a  people  which  aspires  to  liberal  government, 
is  respect  to  the  law.  Now,  a  law  has  no  other  power  than  lies  in  the 
interest  which  each  citizen  has  to  defend  or  to  contravene  it  In  order 
to  make  a  people  respect  the  law,  it  was  necessary  that  it  should  be 
executed  in  the  interest  of  all,  and  should  consecrate  the  principle  of 
equality  in  all  its  extension.  It  was  necessary  to  restore  the  prestige 
with  which  the  Government  had  been  fonnerly  invested,  and  to  make 
the  principles  of  the  revolution  take  root  in  the  public  manners.  At 
the  commencement  of  a  new  society,  it  is  the  legislator  who  makes  or 
corrects  the  manners ;  later,  it  is  the  manners  which  make  the  law,  or 
preserve  it,  from  age  to  age  intact" 

Some  of  these  fusions  are  amusing.  No  man  in  the  empire  was 
asked  how  he  was  born,  but  what  he  had  done  ;  and,  accordingly,  as  a 
man's  actions  were  sufficient  to  illustrate  him,  the  Emperor  took  care 
to  make  a  host  of  new  title-bearers,  princes,  dukes,  barons,  and  what 
not,  whose  rank  has  descended  to  their  children.  He  married  a  princess 
of  Austria ;  but,  for  all  that,  did  not  abandon  his  conquests — perhajts 
not  actually ;  but  he  abandoned  his  aUies,  and,  eventually,  his  whole 
kingdom.  Who  does  not  recollect  his  answer  to  the  Poles,  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  Russian  campaign?  But  for  Napoleon's  imperial 
father-in-law,  Poland  would  have  been  a  kingdom^  and  his  race, 
perhaps,  imperial  still.  Why  was  he  to  fetch  this  princess  out  of 
Austria  to  make  heirs  for  his  throne?  Why  did  not  the  man  of  the 
people  marry  a  girl  of  the  people  ?  Why  must  he  have  a  Pope  to 
cr/in-n  him — half-a-dozen  kings  for  brothers,  and  a  bevy  of  aides-de- 
camp dressed  out  like  so  many  mountebanks  from  Astley's,  with 
dukes'  coronets,  and  grand  blue  velvet  marshals'  batons  ?  We  have 
repeatedly  his  words  for  it  He  wanted  to  create  an  aristocracy — 
another  acknowledgment  on  his  part  of  the  Republican  dilemma — 
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another  apology  for  the  revolutionary  blunder.  To  keep  the  republic 
within  bounds,  a  despotism  is  necessary ;  to  rally  round  the  despotism, 
an  aristocracy  must  be  created  ;  and  for  what  have  we  been  labouring 
all  this  while?  for  what  have  bastiles  been  battered  down,  and  kings' 
heads  hurled,  as  a  gage  of  battle,  in  the  face  of  armed  Europe?  To 
have  a  Duke  of  Otranto  instead  of  a  Duke  de  la  Tremouille,  and 
Emperor  Stork  in  place  of  King  Log.  O  lame  conclusion  !  Is  the 
blessed  revolution  which  is  prophesied  for  us  in  England  only  to  end 
in  establishing  a  Prince  Fergus  O'Connor,  or  a  Cardinal  Wade,  or  a 
Duke  Daniel  Whitde  Harvey?  Great  as  those  patriots  are,  we  love 
them  better  under  their  simple  family  names,  and  scorn  titles  and 


At  present,  in  France,  the  delicate  matter  of  tides  seems  to  be 
better,  arranged,  any  gendeman,  since  the  Revolution,  being  free  to 
adopt  any  one  he  may  fix  upon ;  and  it  appears  that  the  Crown  no 
loiter  confers  any  patents  of  nobility,  but  contents  itself  with  sayii^, 
as  in  the  case  of  M.  de  Pontois,  the  other  day,  "  Le  Rai  frouve  conve- 
noble  that  you  take  the  title  of,"  S;c. 

To  execute  the  legacy  of  the  revolution,  then ;  to  fulfil  his  provi- 
dential mission ;  to  keep  his  place, — in  other  words,  for  the  simplest 
are  always  the  best, — to  keep  his  place,  and  to  keep  his  Government 
in  decent  order,  the  Emperor  was  obliged  to  estabUsh  a  military 
despotism,  to  re-establish  honours  and  titles ;  it  was  necessary,  as  the 
Prince  confesses,  to  restore  the  old  prestige  of  the  Government,  in 
order  to  make  the  people  respect  it ;  and  he  adds — a  truth  which  one 
hardly  would  expect  from  him, — "At  the  conmiencement  of  a  new 
society,  it  is  the  l^slatorwho  makes  and  corrects  the  manners;  later, 
it  is  the  manners  which  preserve  the  laws."  Of  course,  and  here  is 
the  great  risk  that  all  revolutionizing  people  run — they  must  tend  to 
despotism;  "they  must  personify  themselves  in  a  man,"  is  the  Prince's 
phrase;  and,  according  as  is  his  temperament  or  dispositions-accord- 
ing as  he  is  a  Cromwell,  a  Washington,  or  a  Napoleon — the  revolution 
becomes  tyranny  or  fieedom,  prospers  or  falls. 

Somewhere  in  the  St  Helena  memorials,  Napoleon  reports  a 
message  of  his  to  the  Pope.  "Tell  the  Pope," he  says  to  an  arch- 
bishop, "to  remember  that  I  have  six  hundred  thousand  armed 
Frenchmen,  qui  tnarcheront  avec  tnoi,pour  moi,  ei  comme  mot."  And 
this  is  the  legacy  of  the  revolution,  the  advancement  of  freedom !  A 
hundred  volumes  of  imperial  special  pleadii^  will  not  avail  against 
sach  a  speech  as  this — one  so  insolent,  and  at  the  same  time  so  humi- 
liating, which  gives  unwittingly  the  whole  of  the  Emperor's  progress, 
strength,  and  weakness.  The  six  hundred  thousand  armed  Frenchmen 
were  used  up,  and  the  whole  iabnc  falls ;  the  six  hundred  thousand  arc 
reduced  to  sixty  thousand,  and  strwghtway  ail  the  rest  of  the  fine 
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imperial  scheme  vanishes :  the  miserable  senate,  so  crawling  and  abject 
but  now,  becomes  of  a  sudden  endowed  with  a  wondrous  independence; 
the  miserable  sham  nobles,  sham  empress,  sham  kings,  dukes,  princes, ' 
chamberlains,  pack  up  their  plumes  and  embroideries,  pounce  upon 
what  money  and  plate  they  can  lay  their  hands  on,  and  when  the  allies 
appear  before  Paris,  when  for  courage  and  manliness  there  is  yet  hope, 
wheinvith  fierce  marches  hastening  to  the  rehef  of  his  capital,  bursting 
through  ranks  upon  ranks  of  the  enemy,  and  crushing  or  scattering 
them  from  the  path'of  his  swift  and  victorious  despair,  the  Emperor 
at  last  is  at  home, — where  are  the  great  dignitaries  and  the  lieutenant- 
generals  of  the  empire  ?  Where  is  Maria  Louisa,  tlKr  Empress  Eagle, 
with  her  little  callow  King  of  Rome  ?  la  she  going  to  defend  her  nest 
and  her  eaglet  ?  Not  she.  Empress-queen,  lieutenant-general,  and 
court  dignitaries,  are  off  on  the  wings  of  all  the  vvoAs—fraJfigali  sunt, 
they  are  away  with  the  money-bags,  and  Louis  Stanislas  Xavier  rolls 
into  the  palace  of  his  fathers. 

With  regard  to  Napoleon's  excellencies  as  an  administrator,  a 
legislator,  a  construttor  of  public  works,  and  a  skilful  financier,  his 
nephew  speaks  with  much  diffuse  praise,  and  few  persons,  we  suppose, 
will  be  disposed  to  contradict  him.  Whether  the  Emperor  composed 
his  famous  code,  or  borrowed  it,  is  of  litde  importance;  but  he  esta- 
blished it,  and  made  the  law  equal  for  every  man  in  France  except  one. 
His  vast  public  works  and  vaster  wars  were  carried  on  without  new 
loans  or  exorbitant  taxes;  it  was  only  the  blood  and  liberty  of  the 
people  that  were  taxed,  and  we  shall  want  a  better  advocate  than 
Prince  Louis  to  show  us  that  these  were  not  most  unnecessarily  and 
lavishly  thrown  away.  As  for  the  former  and  material  improvements, 
it  is  not  necessary  to  confess  here  that  a  despotic  energy  can  effect 
such  far  more  readily  than  a  Government  of  which  the  strength  is 
diffused  in  many  conflicting  parties.  No  doubt,  if  we  could  create  a 
despotical  governing  machine,  a  steam  autocrat,— passionless,  unthing, 
and  supreme,— we  should  advance  fiwther,  and  live  more  at  ease  than 
under  any  other  form  of  government  Ministers  might  enjoy  their 
pensions  and  follow  their  own  devices ;  Lord  John  might  compose 
histories  or  tragedies  at  his  leisure,  and  Lord  Palmerston,  instead  of 
racking  his  brains  to  write  leading  articles  for  Cupid,  might  crown  his 
locks  with  flowers,  and  smg  ?p«ra  lumvov,  his  natural  Anacreontics ; 
but  alas!  not  so :  if  the  despotic  Government  has  its  good  side.  Prince 
Louis  Napoleon  must  acknowledge  that  it  has  its  bad,  and  it  is  for  this 
that  the  civilized  world  is  compelled  to  substitute  for  it  something 
more  orderly  and  less  capricious.  Good  as  the  Imperial  Government 
might  have  been,  it  must  be  recollected,  too,  that  since  its  first  fall, 
both  the  Emperor  and  his  admirer  and  would-be  successor  have  bad 
their  chance  of  re-establishing  it    "  Fly  from  steeple  to  steeple"  the 
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eagles  of  the  former  did  actually,  and  according  to  promise  perch  for 
a  while  on  the  towers  of  Noire  Dame.  We  know  the  event  r  if  the 
fate  of  war  declared  against  the  Emperor,  the  country  declared  against 
him  too;  and,  with  old  Lafayette  for  a  mouthpiece,  the  representa- 
tives of  the  nation  did,  in  a  neat  speech,  pronounce  themselves  in 
permanence,  but  spoke  no  more  of  the  Emperor  than  if  he  had  never 
been.  Thereupon  the  Emperor  proclaimed  his  son  the  Emperor 
Napoleon  II.  "  L'Empereur  est  mort,  vive  I'Empereur!"  shouted 
Prince  Lucien,  Psha  !  not  a  soul  echoed  the  words :  the  play  was 
played,  and  as  for  old  Lafayette  and  his  "  permanent "  representatives, 
a  corporal  with  a  hammer  nailed  up  the  door  of  their  spou ting-club, 
and  once  more  Louis  Stanislas  Xavier  roiled  back  to  the  bosom  of  his 
people. 

In  like  manner  Napoleon  III.  returned  from  exile,  and  made  his 
appearance  on  the  frontier.  His  eagle  appeared  at  Strasburg,  and 
from  Strasburg  advanced  to  the  capital  \  but  it  arrived  at  Paris  with  a 
keeper,  and  in  a  postchaise ;  whence,  by  the  orders  of  the  sovereign,  it 
was  removed  to  the  American  shores,  and  there  magnanimously  let 
loose.  Who  knows,  however,  how  soon  it  may  be  on  the  wing  again, 
and  what  a  flight  it  will  take? 
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THE  STORY  OF  MARY  ANCEL. 

"  /"*  O,  my  nephew,"  said  old  Father  Jacob  to  tne, "  and  complete 
^-J  thy' studies  at  Strasburg  ;  Heaven  surely  hath  ordained  thee 
for  the  ministry  in  these  times  of  trouble,  and  my  excellent  friend 
Schneider  will  work  out  the  divine  intention." 

Schneider  was  aji  old  college  friend  of  uncle  Jacob's,  was  a  Bene- 
dictine monk,  and  a.  man  famous  for  his  learning ;  as  for  me,  I  was  at 
that  time  my  uncle's  chorister,  clerk,  and  sacristan :  I  swept  the  church, 
chanted  the  prayers  with  my  shrill  treble,  and  swung^the  great  copper 
incense-pot  on  Sundays  and  feasts ;  and  I  toiled  over  the  Fathers  for 
the  other  days  of  the  week. 

The  old  gentleman  said  that  my  prt^ress  was  prodigious,  and, 
without  vanity,  I  believe  he  was  right,  for  I  then  verily  considered  that 
praying  was  my  vocation,  artd  net  fighting,  as  I  have  found  since. 

You  would  hardly  conceive  (said  the  Major,  swearing  a  great  oath) 
how  devout  and  how  learned  I  was  in  those  days  ;  I  talked  Ladn 
faster  than  my  own  beautiful  ^a/nw  of  Alsatian  French;  I  could  utterly 
overthrow  in  argument  every  Protestant  (heretics  we  called  them) 
parson  in  the  neighbcujhood,  and  there  was  a  confounded  sprinkling 
of  these  unbelievers  in  our  part  of  the  countrj-.  I  prayed  half-a-doien 
times  a  day;  1  fasted  thrice  in  a  week  ;  and,  as  for  penance,  I  used 
to  scourge  my  httle  sides,  till  they  had  no  more  feeling  than  a  peg^ 
top ;  such  was  the  godly  life  I  led  at  my  uncle  Jacob's  in  the  village 
of  Steinbach. 

Our  family  had  long  dwelt  in  this  place,  and  a  large  farm  and  a 
pleasant  house  were  then  in  the  possession  of  another  uncle — uncle 
Edward.  He  was  the  youngest  of  the  three  sons  of  my  grandfather ; 
but  Jacob,  the  elder,  had  shown  a  decided  vocation  for  the  church, 
from,  I  believe,  the  age  of  three,  and  now  was  by  no  means  tired  of  it 
at  sixty.  My  father,  who  was  to  have  inherited  the  paternal  property, 
■was,  as  I  hear,  a  terrible  scamp  and  scapegrace,  quarrelled  with  his 
family,  and  disappeared  altogether,  living  and  dying  at  Paris  ;  so  far 
we  knew  through  my  mother,  who  came,  poor  woman,  with  me,  a  child 
of  six  months,  on  her  bosom,  was  refused  all  shelter  by  my  grandf^her, 
but  was  housed  and  kindly  cared  for  by  my  good  uncle  Jacob.    . 

Here  she  lived  for  about  seven  years,  and  the  old  gentleman,  when 
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she  died,  wept  over  her  grave  a  great  deal  more  than  I  did,  who  was 
then  too  young  to  mbd  anything  but  toys  or  sweetmeats. 

During  this  time  my  grandfather  was  likewise  carried  off :  he  left, 
as  I  said,  the  property  to  his  son  Edward,  with  a  small  proviso  in  his 
will  that  something  should  be  done  for  me,  his  grandson. 

Edward  was  himself  a  widower,  with  one  daughter,  Mary,  about 
three  years  older  than  I,  and  certainly  she  was  the  dearest  little 
treasure  with  which  Providence  ever  blessed  a  miserly  father ;  by  the 
time  she  was  fifteen,  five  farmers,  three  lawyers,  twelve  Protestant 
parsons,  and  a  lieutenant  of  Dragoons  had  made  her  offers  :  it  must 
not  be  denied  that  she  was  an  heiress  as  well  as  a  beauty,  which, 
peiiiaps,  had  something  to  do  with  the  love  of  these  gentlemen.  How- 
ever, Mary  declared  that  she  intended  to  live  single,  turned  away  her 
lovers  one  after  another,  and  devoted  herself  to  the  care  of  her  father. 

Uncle  Jacob  was  as  fond  of  her  as  he  was  of  any  saint  or  martyr. 
As  for  me,  at  the  mature  age  of  twelve  1  had  made  a  kind  of  divinity 
of  her,  and  when  we  sang  "Ave  Maria"' on  Sundays  I  could  not  refrain 
from  turning  to  her,  where  she  knelt,  blushing  and  praying  and  looking 
Jike  an  angel,  as  she  was.  Besides  her  beauty,  Mary  had  a  thousand 
good  qualities ;  she  could  play  better  on  the  hafpsichord,  she  could 
dance  more  lightly,  she  could  make  better  pickles  and  puddings,  than 
any  girl  in  Alsace ;  there  was  not  a  want  or  a  fancy  of  the  old  hunks 
her  father,  or  a  wish  of  mine  or  my  uncle's,  that  she  would  not  gratify 
if  she  could ;  as  for  herself  the  sweet  soul  had  neither  wants  nor 
-withes  except  to  see  us  happy. 

I  could  talk  to  you  for  a  year  of  all  the  pretty  kindnesses  that  she 
would  do  for  me ;  how,  when  she  found  me  of  early  mornings  among 
my  books,  her  presence  "  would  cast  a  light  upon  the  day ; "  how  she 
used  to  smooth  and  fold  my  htUe  surplice,  and  embroider  me  caps  and 
gowns  for  high  feast  days  ;  how  she  used  to  bring  flowers  for  the  altar, 
and  who  could  deck  it  so  well  as  she  ?  But  sentiment  does  not  come 
glibly  from  under  a  grizzled  moustache,  so  I  will  drop  it,  if  you  please. 

Amongst  other  favours  she  showed  me,  Mary  used  to  be  particularly 
fond  of  kissing  me  :  it  was  a  thing  I  did  not  so  much  value  in  those 
days,  but  I  found  that  the  more  I  grew  alive  to  the  extent  of  the 
benefit,  the  less  she  would  condescend  to  confer  it  on  me ;  till,  at  last, 
when  I  was  about  fourteen,  she  discontinued  it  altogether,  of  her  own 
Vish  at  least ;  only  sometimes  I  used  to  he  rude,  and  take  what  she 
had  how  become  so  mighty  unwilling  to  give. 

I  was  engaged  in  a  contest  of  this  sort  one  day  with  Mary,  when, 
just  as  I  was  about  to  carry  off  a  kiss  from  her  cheek,  I  was  saluted 
with  a  staggering  slap  on  my  own,  which  was  bestowed  by  uncle 
Edward,  and  sent  me  reeling  some  yards  down  the  garden. 

llie  old  gentleman,  whose  tongue  was  generally  as  dose  as  his 
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purse,  now  poured  forth  a  flood  of  eloquence  which  quite  astonished 
me.  I  did  not  think  that  so  much  was  to  be  said  on  any  subject  as  he 
managed  to  utter  on  one,  and  that  was  abuse  of  me  ;  he  stamped,  he 
swore,  he  screamed ;  and  then,  from  complimenting  me,  he  turned  to 
Mary,  and  saluted  her  in  a  manner  equally  forcible  and  significant ; 
she,  who  was  very  much  frightened  at  the  commencement  of  the  scene, 
grew  very  angry  at  the  coarse  words  he  used,  and  the  wicked  motives 
he  imputed  to  her, 

"  The  child  is  but  fourteen,"  she  said ;  "  he  is  your  own  nephew, 
and  a  candidate  for  holy  orders  i—father,  it  is  a  shame  that  you  should 
thus  speak  of  me,  your  daughter,  or  of  one  of  his  holy  profession," 

I  did  not  particularly  admire  this  speech  myself,  but  it  had  an  effect 
on  my  uncle,  and  was  the  cause  of  the  words  with  which  this  history 
commences.  The  old  gentleman  persuaded  his  brother  that  I  must  be 
sent  to  Strasburg,  and  there  kept  until  my  studies  for  the  church  were 
concluded.  I  was  furnished  with  a  letter  to  my  uncle's  old  college  chum. 
Professor  Schneider,  who  was  to  instruct  me  in  theology  and  Greek. 

I  was  not  sorry  to  see  Strasburg,  of  the  wonders  of  which  I  had 
heard  so  much  ;  but  felt  very  loth  as  the  time  drew  near  when  I  must 
quit  my  pretty  cousin,  and  my  good  old  uncle.  Mary  and  I  managed, 
however,  a  parting  walk,  in  which  a  number  of  tender  things  were  said 
on  both  sides.  I  am  told  that  you  Englishmen  consider  it  cowardly  to 
cry ;  as  for  me,  1  wept  and  roared  incessantly :  when  Mary  squeezed 
me,  for  the  last  time,  the  tears  came  out  of  me  as  if  I  had  been  neither 
more  nor  less  than  a  great  wet  sponge.  My  cousin's  eyes  were  stoically 
dry ;  her  ladyship  had  a  part  to  play,  and  it  would  have  been  wrong 
for  her  to  be  in  love  with  a  young  chit  of  fourteen — so  she  carried 
herself  with  perfect  coolness,  as  if  there  was  nothing  the  matter.  I 
should  not  have  known  that  she  cared  for  me,  had  it  not  been  for  a 
letter  which  she  wrote  me  a  month  afterwards— /A^«,  nobody  was  by, 
and  the  consequence  was  that  the  letter  was  half  washed  away  with  her 
weeping ;  if  she  had  used  a  watering-pot  the  thing  could  not  Iiave  been 
better  done. 

Well,  I  arrived  at  Strasbuig — a  dismal,  old-fashioned,  rickety 
town  in  those  days — and  straightway  presented  myself  and  letter  at 
Schneider's  door ;  over  it  was  written — 

COMITfe  DE  SALUT  PUBLIC 

Would  you  believe  it  ?  I  was  so  ignorant  a  young  fellow,  that  I  had 
no  idea  of  the-meaning  of  the  words  j  however,  I  entered  the  citizen's 
room  without  fear,  and  sat  down  in  his  ante-chamber  until  I  could  be 
admitted  to  seeAim. 

Here  I  found  very  few  indications  of  hb  reverence's  profession  ; 
the  walls  were  tiung  round  with  portraits  of  Robespierre,  Marat,  and 
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the  like  [  a  great  bust  of  Mirabeau,  mutilated,  with  the  word  Trailre 
underneath ;  lists  and  republican  proclamations,  tobacco-pipes  and 
fire-arms.  At  a  deal^table,  stained  with  grease  and  wine,  sat  a  gentle- 
man, with  a  huge  pig-tail  dangling  down  to  that  part  of  his  person 
which  immediately  succeeds  his  back,  and  a  red  night-cap,  containing 
a  tricolor  cockade  as  lai^  as  a  pancake.  He  was  smoking  a  short 
pipe,  reading  a  little  book,  and  sobbing  as  if  his  heart  would  break. 
Every  now  and  then  he  would  make  tnief  remarks  upon  the  person- 
ages or  the  incidents  of  his  book,  by  which  I  could  judge  that  he  was 
a  man  of  the  very  keenest  sensibilities—"  Ah,  brigand  I "  "  O 
malheureuse ! "  "0  Charlotte,  Charlotte!"  The  work  which  this 
gentleman  was  perusing  is  called  "  The  Sorrows  of  Werther ; "  it  was 
all  the  r^re  in  those  days,  and  my  friend  was  only  following  the 
fashion.  I  asked  him  if  I  could  see  Father  Schneider?  be  turned 
towards  me  a  hideous,  pimpled  face,  which  I  dream  of  now  at  forty 
years'  distance; 

"Father  who?"  said  he.  "Do  you  imagine  that  citizen  Schneider 
has  not  thrown  off  the  absurd  mummery  of  priesthood?  If  you  were 
a  little  older  you  would  go  to  prison  for  calling  him  Father  Schneider 
— many  a  man  has  died  for  less  ; "  and  he  pointed  to  a  picture  of  a 
guillotme,  which  was  hanging  in  the  room. 

I  was  in  amazement 

"What  is  he?  Is  he  not  a  teacher  of  Greek,  an  abb^,  a  monl^ 
until  monasteries  were  abolished,  the  learned  editor  of  the  songs  of 
'  Anacreon?'" 

"  He  was  all  this,"  replied  my  grim  friend ;  "  he  is  now  a  Member 
«f  tiie  Committee  of  Public  Safety,  and  would  think  no  more  of 
ordering  your  head  off  thi^n  of  drinking  this  tumbler  of  beer." 

He  swallowed,  himself,  the  frothy  liquid,  and  then  proceeded  to 
give  me  the  history  of  the  man  to  whom  my  uncle  had  sent  me  for 
instruction. 

Schneiderwas  bom  in  17561  was  astudent  at  Wiirzburg, and  after- 
wards entered  a  conTcnt,  where  he  remained  nine  years.  He  here 
became  distinguished  for  his  learning  and  his  talents  as  a  preacher, 
and  became  chaplain  to  Duke  Charles  of  Wiirtemberg.  The  doctrines 
of  the  Illuroinati  began  about  this  time  to  spread  in  Germany,  and 
Schneider  speedily  joined  the  sect  He  had  been  a  professor  of  Greek 
at  Cologne ;  and  being  compiled,  on  account  of  his  irregularity,  to  give 
up  his  chair,  he  came  to  Strasbii^  at  the  commencement  of  the  French 
Revolution,  and  acted  for  some  time  a  prindpal  part  as  a  revoludonary 
agent  at  Strasburg. 

["Heaven  knows  what  would  have  happened  to  me  had  1  continued 
long  under  his  tuition  ! "  said  the  Captain.  "  T  owe  the  preservation 
of  my  morals  entirely  to  my  entering  the  army.    A  man,  sir,  who  is  a 
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soldier,  has  very  little  time  to  be  wicked ;  except  in  the  case  of  a  siege 
and  the  sack  of  a  town,  when  a  Ettle  licence  can  offend  nobody."] 

By  the  time  that  my  friend '  had  concluded  Schneider's  biography, 
we  had  grown  tolerably  intimate,  and  I  imparted  to  him  {with  that 
experience  so  remaritable  in  youth)  my  whole  history — my  course  of 
studies,  my  pleasant  country  life,  the  names  and  qualities  of  my  dear 
relations,  and  my  occupations  in  the  vestry  before  religion  was  alxrfished 
by  order  of  the  Republic.  In  the  course  of  my  speech  I  recurred  so 
often  to  the  name  of  my  cousin  Mary,  that  the  gentleman  could  aot 
fail  to  perceive  what  a  tender  place  she  had  in  my  heart. 

Then  we  reverted  to  "  The  Sorrows  of  Werther,"  and  discussed  the 
merits  of  that  sublime  performance.  Although  I  had  before  felt  some 
misgivings  about  my  new  acquaintance,  my  heart  now  quite  yearned 
towards  him.  He  talked  about  love  and  sentiment  in  a  maimer  which 
made  me  recollect  that  I  was  in  love  myself ;  and  you  know  that  when 
a  man  is  in  that  condition,  his  taste  is  not  very  refined,  any  maudlin- 
trash  of  prose  or  verse  appearing  sublime  to  him,  provided  it  corre- 
spond, in  some  degree,  with  his  own  situation. 

"  Candid  youth ! "  cried  my  unknown,  "  1  love  to  hear  thy  innocent 
story  and  look  on  thy  guileless  face.  There  is,  alas  I  so  much  of  the 
contrary  in  this  world,  so  much  terror  and  crime  and  blood,  that  we 
who  mingle  with  it  are  only  too  glad  to  forget  it  Would  that  we  could 
shake  off  our  cares  as  men,  and  be  boys,  as  thou  art,  again  ! " 

Here  my  friend  began  to  weep  once  more,  and  fondly  shook  my 
hand.  I  blessed  my  stars  that  I  had,  at  the  very  outset  of  my  career, 
met  with  one  who  was  so  likely  to  aid  roe.  What  a  slanderous  world 
it  is,  thought  I ;  the  people  in.  our  village  call  these  Republicans 
wicked  and  bloody-minded ;  a  lamb  conid  not  be  more  tender  than 
this  sentimental  bottle-nosed  gentleman  I  The  worthy  man  then  gave 
me  to  understand  that  he  held  a  place  under  Government  I  was  busy 
in  endeavouring  to  discover  what  his  situation  might  be,  when  the  door 
of  the  next  apartment  opened,  and  Schneider  made  his  appearance. 

At  first  he  did  not  notice  me,  but  he  advanced  to  my  new 
acquaintance,  and  gave  him,  to  my  astonishment,  something  very 
like  a  blow. 

"  You  drunken,  talking  fool,"  he  said,  "  you  are  always  after  your    ■ 
time.    Fourteen  people  are  cooling  their  heels  yonder,  waitii^  until 
you  have  finished  your  beer  and  your  sentiment ! " 

My  friend  slunk  muttering  out  of  the  room, 

"  That  fellow,"  said  Schneider,  turning  to  me,  "  is  our  public 
executioner :  a  capital  hand  too  if  he  would  but  keep  decent  tim^ ; 
but  the  brute  is  always  drunk,  and  blubbering  over  '  The  Sorrows 
of  Werther ! ' " 
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I  know  not  whetlier  it  was  his  old  friendship  for  my  uncle,  or 
my  proper  merits,  which  won  the  heart  of  this  the  sternest  ruffian  of 
Kobespierre's  crew ;  but  certain  it  is,  that  he  became  strangely  ■ 
attached  to  me,  and  kept  me  constantly  about  his  person.  As  for 
the  priesthood  and  the  Greek,  they  were  of  course  very  soon  out  of 
the  question.  The  Austrians  were  on  our  frontier  ;  every  day  brought 
US  accounts  of  battles  won ;  and  the  youth  of  Strasburg,  and  of  all 
France,  indeed,  were  bursting  with  military  ardour.  As  for  me,  I 
shared  the  general  maiiia,  and  speedily  mounted  a  cockade  as  large  as 
that  of  my  friend  the  executioner. 

The  occupations  of  this  worthy  were  unremitting.  Saint  Just,  who 
had  come  down  from  Paris  to  preside  over  our  town,  executed  the  laws 
and  the  aristocrats  with  terrible  punctuality ;  and  Schneider  used  to 
make  country  excursions  in  search  of  offenders  with  this  fellow,  as  a 
provost-marshal,  at  his  back.  In  the  meantime,  having  entered  my  six- 
teenth year,  and  being  a  proper  lad  of  my  age,  I  had  joined  a  regiment 
of  cavalry,  and  was  scampering  now  after  the  Austrians  who  menaced 
us,  and  now  threatening  the  Emign^s,  who  Were  banded  at  Coblenti. 
My  love  for  my  dear  cousin  increased  as  my  whiskers  grew;  and  when 
I  was  scarcely  seventeen,  I  thought  myself  man  enough  to  marry  her, 
and  to  cut  the  throat  of  anyone  who  should  venture  to  say  me  nay, 

I  need  not  tell  you  that  during  my  absence  at  Strasburg,  great 
changes  had  occurred  in  our  little  village,  and  somewhat  of  the  revolu- 
tionary rage  had  penetrated  even  to  that  quiet  and  distant  place.  The 
hideous  "  FSte  of  the  Supreme  Being  "  had  been  celebrated  at  Paris ; 
the  practice  of  our  ancient  religion  was  forWdden ;  its  professors  were 
most  of  them  in  concealment,  or  in  eidle,  or  had  expiated  on  the 
scaffold  their  crime  of  Christianity.  In  our  poor  village  my  uncle's 
church  was  dosed,  and  he  himself  an  inmate  in  my  brother's  house, 
only  owing  his  safety  to  his  great  popularity  among  his  former  flock, 
and  the  influence  of  Edward  Ancel. 

The  latter  had  taken  in  the  Revolution  a  somewhat  prominent 
part ;  that  is,  he  had  engaged  in  many  contracts  for  the  army,  attended 
the  clubs  regularly,  corresponded  with  the  authorities  of  his  depart- 
ment, and  was  loud  in  his  denunciations  of  the  aristocrats  in  the 
neighbourhood.  But  owing,  perhaps,  to  the  German  origin  of  the 
peasantry,  and  their  quiet  and  rustic  lives,  the  revolutionary  fury 
which  prevailed  in  the  cities  had  hardly  reached  the  country  people. 
The  occasional  visit  of  a  commissary  from  Paris  or  Strasburg  served 
to  keep  the  flame  alive,  and  to  remind  the  raral  swains  of  the  existence 
of  a  Republic  in  Frsaice, 

Now  and  then,  when  I 'could  gain  a  week's  leave  of  absence,  I 
returned  to  the  vill^e,  and  was  received  with  tolerable  politeness  by 
my  uncle,  and  with  a  wanner  feeling  by  his  daughter. 
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I  won't  describe  to  you  the  progress  of  our  love,  or  the  wrath  of 
my  uncle  Edward,  when  he  discovered  that  it  still  continued.  He 
swore  and  he  stormed;  he  locked  Mary  into  her  chamber,  and  vowed 
that  he  would  withdraw  the  allowance  he  made  me,  if  ever  I  ventured 
near  her.  His  daughter,  he  said,  should  never  many  a  hopeless, 
penniless  subaltern ;  and  Mary  declared  she  would  not  marry  without 
his  consent.  What  had  1  to  do  ? — to  despair  and  to  leave  her.  As 
for  my  poor  uncle  Jacob,  he  had  no  counsel  to  give  me,  and,  indeed, 
no  spirit  left :  his  little  church  was  turned  into  a  stable,  his  surplice 
torn  off  his  shoulders,  and  he  was  only  too  lucky  in  keeping  kis  head 
on  them.  A  bright  thought  struck  him  :  suppose  you  were  to  ask  the 
advice  of  my  old  friend  Schneider  regarding  this  marriage?  he  has 
ever  been  your  friend,  and  may  help  you  now  as  before^ 

(Here  the  Captain  paused  a  little.)  You  may  fancy  (continued  he] 
that  it  was  droll  advice  of  a  reverend  gentleman  like  uncle  Jacob  to  . 
counsel  me  in  this  manner,  and  to  bid  me  make  friends  with  such  a 
murderous  cut-throat  as  Schneider ;  but  we  thought  nothing  of  it  in 
those  days ;  guillotining  was  as  common  as  dancing,  and  a  man  was 
only  thought  the  better  patriot  the  more  severe  he  might  be.  I  departed 
forthwith  to  Strasbut^,  and  requested  the  vote  and  interest  of  the 
Citizen  President  of  the  Committee  of  Public  Safety. 

He  heard  me  with  a  great  deal  of  atCention,  I  described  to  him 
most  minutely  the  circumstance,  expatiated  upon  the  charms  of  my 
dear  Maiy,  and  painted  hei  to  him  from  head  to  foot  Her  golden 
hair  and  her  bright  blushing  cheeks,  her  slim  waist  and  her  tripping 
tiny  feet ;  and  furthermore,  I  added  that  she  possessed  a  fortune  which 
ought,  by  rights,  to  be  mine,  but  for  the  miserly  old  father.  "  Curse 
him  for  an  aristocrat ! "  concluded  I,  in  my  wrath. 

As  I  had  been  discoursing  about  Mary's  charms  Schneider  listened 
with  much  complacency  and  attention  :  when  I  spioke  about  hec 
fortune,  his  interest  redoubled ;  and  when  I  called  her  father  an 
aristocrat,  the  worthy  ex-Jesuit  gave  a  grin  of  satisfaction,  which  was 
really  quite  terrible.    O  fool  that  I  was  to  trust  him  so  far  I 

The  very  same  evening  an  officer  waited  upon  me  with  the  following 
note  from  Saint  Just : — 

"  Slrasburg,FtftA  Year  of  the  Republic,  oneand 
indfviiiiU,  ll  Vmlise. 
"  The  citizen  Pierre  Ancel  is  to  leave  Stxasbnig  within  two  tours,  and  to 
cany  the  enclosed  despatches  to  the  Preadent  of  the  Committee  of  Public 
Safety  at  Paris.     The  necessary  leave  of  absence  from  his  military  duties  has 
been  provided.     Instant  punishment  will  follow  the  slightest  delay  on  (he  road. 
"  Salut  et  Fratenutt" 
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There  was  no  choice  but  obedience,  and  off  I  sped  on  my  weary 
way  to  the  capital. 

As  I  was  riding  out  of  the  Paris  gate  I  met  an  equipage  which  I 
knew  to  be  that  of  Schneider.  The  rufGan  smiled  at  me  as  I  passed 
and  wished  me  a  ban  voyage.  Behind  his  chariot  came  a  curious 
machine,  or  cart ;  a  great  basket,  three  stout  poles,  and  several  planks, 
all  painted  red,  were  lying  in  this  vehicle,  on  the  top  of  which  was 
seated  my  friend  with  the  big  cockade.  It  was  the  portable  guillotine 
which  Schneider  always  earned  with  hit"  on  his  travels.  The  bourreau 
was  reading  "  The  Sorrows  of  Weither,"  and  looked  as  sentimental  as 

I  will  not  speak  of  my  voyage  in  order  to  relate  to  you  Schneider's. 
My  story  had  awakened  the  wretch's  curiosity  and  avarice,  and  he 
was  determined  that  such  a  prize  as  I  had  shown  my  cousin  to  be 
should  fall  into  no  hands  but  his  own.  No  sooner,  in  fact,  had  I 
quitted  his  room  than  he  procured  the  order  for  my  absence,  and  was 
on  the  way  to  Steinbach  as  I  met  him. 

The  journey  is  not  a  very  long  one ;  and  on  the  next  day  my  uncle 
Jacob  was  surprised  by  receiving  a  mess^e  that  the  citizen  Schneider 
was  in  the  village,  and  was  coming  to  greet  his  old  friend.  Old  Jacob 
was  in  an  ecstasy,  for  he  longed  to  see  his  college  acquaintance, 
and  he  hoped  also  that  Schneider  had  come  into  that  part  of  the 
country  upon  the  m&rriage-business  of  your  humble  servant  Of 
course  Mary  was  summoned  to  give  her  best  dinner,  and  wear  her  best 
frock ;  and  her  father  made  ready  to  receive  the  new  State  dignitary. 

Schneider's  carri^e  speedily  rolled  into  the  court-yard,  and 
Schneider's  cart  followed,  as  a  matter  of  course.  The  ex-priest  only 
entered  the  house ;  his  companion  remaining  with  the  horses  to  dine 
in  private.  Here  was  a  most  touching  meeting  between  him  and 
Jacob.  They  talked  over  their  old  college  pranks  and  successes  ;  they 
capped  Greek  verses,  and  quoted  ancient  epigrams  upon  their  tutors, 
who  had  been  dead  since  the  Seven  Years'  War.  Mary  declared  it 
was  quite  touching  to  listen  to  the  merry  friendly  talk  of  these  two  old 
gentlemen. 

After  the  conversation  had  continued  for  a  time  in  this  strain, 
Schneider  drew  up  all  of  a  sudden,  and  said  quietly,  that  he  had  come 
on  particular  and  unpleasant  business — hinting  about  troublesome  times, 
spies,  enl  reports,  and  so  forth.  Then  he  called  uncle  £dward  aside^ 
and  had  with  him  a  long  and  earnest  conversation :  so  Jacob  went 
out  and  talked  with  Schneider"s  friendj  they  speedily  became  very 
intimate,  for  the  ruffian  detailed  all  the  circumstances  of  his  interview 
with  me.  When  he  returned  into  the  house,  some  time  after  this 
pleasing  colloquy,  he  found  the  tone  of  the  society  strangely  altered. 
Edward  Ance^  pale  as  a  sheet,  trembling  and  crying  for  mercy  ;  poor 
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Mary  weeping ;  and  Scfineider  pacing  energetically  about  the  apart- 
ment, raging  about  the  rights  of  man,  the  punishment  of  traitors,  and 
the  one  and  indivisible  Republic. 

"  Jacob,"  he  said,  as  my  uncle  entered  the  room,  "  I  was  willing, 
for  the  sake  of  our  old  friendship,  to  forget  the  crimes  of  your  brother. 
He  is  a  known  and  dangerous  aristocrat ;  he  holds  communications 
with  the  enemy  on  the  frontier  ;  he  is  a  possessor  of  great  and  iil- 
gotten  wealth,  of  which  he  has  plundered  the  Republic  Do  you 
know,"  said  he,  turning  to  Edward  Ancel,  "  where  the  least  of  these 
crimes,  or  the  mere  suspicion  of  them,  would  lead  you  ? " 

Poor  Edward  sat  trembling  in  his  chair,  and  answered  not  a  word. 
He  knew  full  well  how  quickly,  in  this  dreadful  time,  punishment 
followed  suspicion  ;  and,  though  guiltless  of  all  treason  with  the 
enemy,  perhaps  he  was  aware  that,  in  certain  contracts  with  the 
Government,  he  had  taken  to  himself  a  more  than  patriotic  share 
of  profit. 

"  Do  you  know,"  resumed  Schneider,  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  "  for 
what  purpose  I  came  hither,  and  by  whom  I  am  accompanied  ?  I 
am  the  administrator  of  the  justice  of  the  Republic.  The  life  of 
yourself  and  your  family  is  in  my  hands  ;  yonder  man,  who  follows 
me,  is  the  executor  of  the  law ;  he  has  rid  the  nation  of  hundreds  of 
wretches  like  yoursel£  A  single  word  from  me,  and  your  doom  is 
sealed  without  hope,  and  your  last  hour  is  come.  Ho  !  Gregoire  1 " 
shouted  he  ;  "is  all  ready?" 

Gregoire  replied  from  the  court,  "  I  can  put  up  the  machine  in 
half  an  hour.  Shall  I  go  down  to  the  village  and  call  the  troops  and 
the  law  people  f " 

"Do  you  hear  himf"  said  Schneider.  "The  guillotine  is  in  the 
court-yard ;  your  name  is  on  my  list,  and  I  have  witnesses  to  prove 
your  crime.    Have  you  a  word  in  your  defence  ? " 

Not  a  word  came ;  the  old  gentleman  was  dumb  ;  but  his  daughter, 
who  did  not  give  way  to  his  terror,  spoke  for  him. 

"  You  cannot,  sir,"  said  she,  "  although  you  say  it,  feel  that  my 
father  is  guilty  ;  you  would  not  have  entered  our  house  thus  alone  if 
you  had  thought  it.  You  threaten  him  in  this  manner  because  you 
have  something  to  ask  and  to  gain  from  us  :  what  is  it,  citizen  ? — tell 
us  how  much  you  value  our  lives,  and  what  sum  we  are  to  pay  for 

"  Sum  ! "  said  uncle  Jacob  ;  V  he  does  not  want  money  of  us  :  my 
old  friend,  my  college  chum,  does  not  come  hither  to  drive  bargains 
with  anybody  belonging  to  Jacob  Ancel?" 

"  Oh,  no,  sir,  no,  you  can't  want  money  of  us,"  shrieked  Edward  ; 
"  we  are  the  poorest  people  of  the  vill^e  t  ruined,  Monsieur  Schneider, 
ruined  in  the  cause  of  the  Republic" 
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"  Silence,  father,"  said  my  brave  Mary ;  "  this  man  wants  a  price  : 
he  comes,  witti  his  worthy  friend  yonder,  to  frighten  us,  not  to  kill  us. 
If  we  die,  he  cannot  touch  a  sou  of  our  money;  it  is  confiscated  to 
the  State.    TeU  us,  sir,  what  is  the  price  of  our  safety  ?  " 

Schneider  smiled,  and  bowed  with  perfect  politeness, 

"  Mademoiselle  Marie,"  he  said,  "  is  perfectly  correct  in  her  sm'- 
mise.  I  do  not  want  the  life  of  this  poor  drivelling  old  man :  my 
intentions  are  much  more  peaceable,  be  assured.  It  rests  entirely 
with  this  accompb^ed  young  lady  (whose  spirit  I  like,  and  whose 
ready  wit  I  admire),  whether  the  business  between  us  shall  be  a  matter 
of  love  or  death.  I  humbly  offer  myself,  citizen  Ance!,  as  a  candidate 
for  the  band  of  your  charming  daughter.  Her  goodness,  her  beauty, 
and  the  large  fortune  which  I  know  you  intend  to  give  her,  would 
render  her  a  desirable  match  for  the  proudest  man  in  the  Republic, 
and,  I  am  sure,  would  make  me  the  happiest." 

"  This  must  be  a  jest.  Monsieur  Schneider,"  said  Mary  trembling, 
and  turning  deadly  jKde  :  "  you  cannot  mean  this ;  you  do  not  know 
me  J  you  never  heard  of  me  until  to-day." 

"Pardon  me,  belle  dame,"  replied  he;  "your  cousin  Pierre  has 
often  talked  to  me  of  your  virtues  ;  indeed,  it  was  by  his  special  sug- 
gestion that  I  made  the  visit 

"  It  is  false  ! — it  is  a  base  and  cowardly  lie  !"  exclaimed  she  (for 
the  young  lady's  courage  was  up), — "Pierre  never  could  have  for- 
gotten himself  and  me  so  as  to  offer  me  to  one  like  you.  You  come 
here  with  a  lie  on  your  lips^a  lie  against  my  father,  to  swear  his  life 
away,  against  my  dear  cousin's  honour  and  love.  It  is  useless  now 
to  deny  it ;  father,  I  love  Pierre  Ancel ;  I  will  marry  no  other  but 
him — no,  though  our  last  penny  were  paid  to  this  man  as  the  price  of 
our  freedom." 

Schneider's  only  reply  to  this  was  a  call  to  his  friend  Gregoire. 

"  Send  down  to  the  vill^e  for  the  maire  and  some  gendarmes ;  and 
tell  your  people  to  make  ready." 

"  Shall  I  put  the  machine  up  ? "  shouted  he  of  the  sentimental  turn. 

"  You  hear  him,"  said  Schneider ;  "  Marie  Ancel,  you  may  decide 
the  fate  of  your  father.  1  shall  return  in  a  few  hours,"  concluded  he, 
"  and  will  then  beg  to  know  your  decision." 

The  advocate  of  the  rights  of  man  then  left  the  apartment,  and  left 
the  family,  as  you  may  imagine,  in  no  very  pleasant  mood. 

Old  uncle  Jacob,  during  the  few  minutes  which  had  elapsed  in  the 
enactment  of  this  strange  scene,  sat  staring  wildly  at  Schnader,  and 
holding  Mary  on  his  knees  ;  the  poor  little  thing  had  fled  to  him  for 
protection,  and  not  to  her  father,  who  was  kneeling  abnost  senseless 
at  the  window,  gazing  at  the  executioner  and  his  hideous  preparations. 
The  instinet  of  the  poor  girl  had  not  failed  her ;  she  knew  diat  Jacob 
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was  her  only  protector,  if  not  of  her  life — heaven  bless  him  ! — of  her 
honour.  "Indeed,"  the  old  nma  said,  in  3  stout  voice,  "this  must 
never  be,  my  dearest  child — you  must  not  many  this  man.  If  it  be 
the  will  of  Providence  that  we  fell,  we  shall  have  at  least  the  thought 
to  console  us  that  we  die  innocent  Any  man  in  France  at  a  time  like 
this  would  be  a  coward  and  traitor  if  he  feared  to  meet  the  fate  of  the 
thousand  brave  and  good  who  have  preceded  us." 

"Who  speaks  of  dying?"  said  Edward.  "  You,  brother  Jacob  ? — 
you  would  not  lay  that  poor  girl's  head  on  the  scaffold,  or  mine,  your 
dear  brother's?  You  will  not  let  us  die,  Mary ;  you  will  not,  for  a  small 
sacrifice,  bring  your  poor  old  father  into  danger  ? " 

"  Mary  made  no  answer.  "  Perhaps,"  she  said,  "  there  is  time  for 
escape :  he  is  to  be  here  but  in  two  hours  ;  in  two  hours  we  may  be 
safe,  in  conce^ment,  or  on  the  frontier,"  And  she  rushed  to  the  door 
of  the  chamber,  as  if  she  would  have  instantly  made  the  attempt :  two 
gendarmes  were  at  the  door.  "  We  have  orders.  Mademoiselle,"  they 
said,  "  to  allow  no  one  to  leave  this  apartment  until  the  return  of  the 
citizen  Schneider." 

Alas !  all  hope  of  escape  was  impossible.  Mary  became  quite  silent 
for  a  while ;  she  would  not  speak  to  uncle  Jacob ;  and,  in  reply  to  her 
father's  eager  questions,  she  only  replied,  coldly,  that  she  would  answer 
Schneider  when  he  arrived. 

The  two  dreadful  hours  passed  away  only  too  quickly ;  and,  punc- 
tual to  his  appointment,  the  ex-monk  appeared.  Directly  he  entered, 
Mary  advanced  to  him,  and  said,  calmly, — 

"  Sir,  I  could  not  deceive  you  if  I  said  that  I  freely  accepted  the 
offer  which  you  have  made  me.  I  will  be  your  wife ;  but  I  tell  you  that 
I  love  another ;  and  that  it  is  only  to  save  the  lives  of  those  two  old 
men  that  I  yield  my  person  up  to  you." 

Schneider  bowed,  and  said, — 

"  It  is  bravely  spoken.  I  Uke  your  candour — your  beauty.  As  for 
the  love,  excuse  me  for  saying  that  is  a  matter  of  total  indifference. 
I  have  no  doubt,  however,  that  it  will  come  as  soon  as  your  feelings  in 
favour  of  the  young  gendeman,  your  cousin,  have  lost  their  present 
fervour.  That  engaging  young  man  has,  at  present,  another  mistress 
— Glory.  He  occupies,  I  believe,  the  distmguished  post  of  corporal  in 
a  regiment  which  is  about  to  march  to — Perpignan,  I  believe." 

It  was,  in  fact,  Monsieur  Schneider's  polite  intention  to  banish  me 
as  &r  as  possible  from  the  place  of  my  biith ;  and  he  had,  accordingly, 
selected  the  Spanish  frontier  as  the  spot  where  1  was  to  display  my 
■  future  military  talents. 

Mary  gave  no  answer  to  this  sneer ;  she  seemed  perfectly  resigned 
.  and  calm ;  she  only  said, — 
I.      "I  must  make,  however,  some  conditions  regarding  our  proposed 
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marmge,  which  a  gentleman  of  Monsieur  Schneider's  gaJlantiy  cannot 
refuse?" 

"  Pray,  command  me,"  replied  the  husband  elect  "  Fair  lady,  you 
know  I  am  your  slave." 

"  You  occupy  a  distinguished  political  rank,  citizen  representative," 
said  she  ;  "  and  we  in  our  village  are  likewise  known  and  beloved.  I 
should  be  ashamed,  I  confess,  to  wed  you  here  ;  for  our  people  would 
wonder  at  the  sudden  marriage,  and  imply  that  it  was  only  by  com- 
■pulsion  that  I  gave  you  my  hand.  Let  us,  then,  perform  this  ceremony 
at  Strasboig,  before  the  public  authorities  of  the  city,  with  the  state 
and  solemnity  which  befits  the  marriage  of  one  of  the  chief  men  of  the 
RepubHc." 

"  Be  it  so,  madam,"  he  answered,  and  gallantly  proceeded  to 
embrace  his  bride. 

Mary  did  not  shrink  from  this  ruffian's  kiss ;  nor  did  she  reply  when 
poor  old  Jacob,  who  sat  sobbing  in  a  comer,  burst  out,  and  said, — 

"  O  Mary,  Mary,  I  did  not  think  this  of  thee  ? " 

"Silence,  brother  1"  hastily  said  Edward;  "my  good  SOn-in-law 
will  pardon  your  ill-humour," 

I  believe  uncle  Edward  in  his  heart  was  pleased  at  the  notion  of 
the  marriage  ;  he  only  cared  for  money  and  rank,  and  was  little 
scrupulous  as  to  the  means  of  obtaining  them. 

The  matter  then  was  finally  arranged ;  and  presently,  after  Schneider 
had  transacted  the  affairs  which  broi^ht  him  into  that  part  of  the 
country,  the  happy  bridal  party  set  forward  for  Strasburg.  Uncles 
Jacob  and  Edward  occupied  the  back  seat  of  the  old  family  carriage, 
and  the  young  bride  and  bridegroom  (he  was  nearly  Jacob's  age)  were 
seated  majestically  in  front  Mary  has  often  since  talked  to  me  of  this 
dreadful  journey.  She  said  she  wondered  at  the  scrupulous  politeness 
of  Schneider  during  the  route  ;  cay,  that  at  another  period  she  could 
have  listened  to  and  admired  the  singular  talent  of  this  man,  his  great 
learning,  his  fancy,  and  wit ;  but  her  minij  was  bent  upon  other  things, 
and  the  poor  girl  firmly  thought  that  her  last  day  was  come. 

In  the  meantime,  by  a  blessed  chance,  I  had  not  ridden  three 
leagues  from  Strasbuig,  when  the  officer  of  a  passing  troop  of  a  cavalry 
regiment,  looking  at  the  beast  on  which  1  was  mounted,  was  pleased  to 
take  a  fancy  to  it,  and  ordered  me,  in  an  authoritative  tone,  to  descend, 
and  to  give  up  my  steed  for  the  benefit  of  the  Republic,  I  represented 
to  him,  in  vain,  that  I  was  a  soldier,  like  himself,  and  the  bearer  of 
despatches  to  Paris.  "Foolj"  he  said;  "do  you  think  they  would 
send  despatches  by  a  man  who  can  ride  at  best  but  ten  leagues  a 
day  ?  "  And  the  honest  soldier  was  so  wroth  at  my  supposed  duplicity, 
that  he  not  only  confiscated  my  horse,  but  my  saddle,  and  the  little 
portmanteau  which  contained  the  chief  part  of  my  wotldly  goods  and 
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treasure.  1  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  dismount,  and  take  my  way  on 
foot  back  again  to  Strasburg.  I  arrived  there  in  the  evening,  deter- 
mining the  next  morning  to  make  my  case  known  to  the  citizen 
St  Just ;  and  though  I  made  my  entry  without  a  sou,  I  don't  know 
what  secret  exultation  I  felt  at  again  being  able  to  return. 

The  ante-chamber  of  such  a  great  man  as  St.  Just  was,  in  those 
days,  too  crowded  for  an  unprotected  boy  to  obtain  an  early  audience ; 
two  days  passed  before  I  could  obtain  a  sight  of  the  friend  of  Robes- 
pierre. On  the  third  day,  as  I  was  still  waiting  for  the  interview,  I 
heard  a  great  bustle  in  the  court-yard  of  the  house,  and  looked  out 
with  many  others  at  the  spectacle. 

A  number  of  men  and  women,  singing  epithalamiums,  and  dressed 
in  some  absurd  imitation  of  Roman  costume,  a  troop  of  soldiers  and 
gendarmerie,  and  an  immense  crowd  of  the  badauds  of  Strasburg,  were 
surrounding  a  carriage  which  then  entered  the  court  of  the  mayoralty. 
In  this  carriage,  great  God  !  I  saw  my  dear  Mary,  and  Schneider  by 
■  her  side.  The  truth  instantly  came  upon  me :  the  reason  for  Schneider's 
keen  inquiries  and  my  abrupt  dismissal ;  but  I  could  not  believe  that 
Mary  was  false  to  me.  I  had  only  to  look  in  her  face,  white  and  rigid 
as  marble,  to  see  that  this  proposed  marriage  was  not  with  her  consent. 

I  fdl  back  in  the  crowd  as  the  procession  entered  the  great  room 
in  which  I  was,  and  hid  my  face  in  my  hands  :  I  could  not  look  upon 
her  as  the  wife  of  another, — upon  her  so  loi^  loved  and  truly— the 
saint  of  my  childhood— the  pride  and  hope  of  my  youth — torn  from 
me  for  ever,  and  delivered  over  to  the  unholy  arms  of  the  murderer 
who  stood  before  me. 

The  door  of  St.  Just's  private  apartment  opened,  and  he  took  his 
seat  at  the  table  of  mayoralty  just  as  Schneider  and  bis  cort^e  arrived 

Schneider  then  said  that  he  came  in  before  the  authorities  of  the 
Republic  to  espouse  the  citoyenne  Marie  AnceL 

"  Is  she  a  minor?"  asked  St  Just. 

"  She  is  a  minor,  but  her  father  is  here  to  give  her  away." 

"  I  am  here,"  said  uncle  Edward,  coming  eagerly  forward  and 
bowing.  "  Edward  Ancel,  so  please  you,  citizen  representative.  The 
worthy  citizen  Schneider  has  done  me  the  honour  of  marrying  into  my 
family." 

"But  my  father  has  not  told  you  the  terms  of  the  marriage,"  said 
Mary,  interrupting  him,  in  a  loud,  clear  voice. 

Here  Schneider  seized  her  hand,  and  endeavoured  to  prevent  hci' 
from  speaking.  Her  father  turned  pale,  and  cried, "  Stop,  Mary,  stop  \ 
For  heaven's  sake,  remember  your  poor  old  father's  danger  I" 

"  Sir,  may  I  speak?" 

"  Ijtx  the  young  woman  speak,"  s^d  St  Just,  "  if  she  have  a  desire 
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to  talk."    He  did  not  suspect  what  would  be  the  purport  of  her 

"  Sir,"  she  said,  "  two  days  since  the  citizen  Schneider  entered  for 
the  iirst  time  our  house;  and  you  wHl  fancy  that  it  must  be  a  love  of 
very  sudden  growth  which  has  brought  either  him  or  me  before  you 
to-day.  He  had  heard  from  a  person  who  is  now  unhappily  not 
present,  of  my  name  and  of  the  wealth  which  my  family  was  said  to 
possess  ;  and  hence  arose  this  mad  design  concerning  me.  He  came 
into  our  village  with  supreme  power,  an  executioner  at  his  heels,  and 
the  soldiery  and  authorities  of  the  district  entirely  under  his  orders. 
He  threatened  my  father  with  death  if  he  refused  to  give  up  his 
daughter;  and  I,  who  knew  that  there  was  no  chance  of  escapie,  except 
here  before  you,  consented  to  become  his  wife.  My  father  I  know  to 
be  innocent,  for  all  his  transacdons  with  the  State  have  passed  through 
my  hands.  Citizen  representative,  1  demand  to  be  freed  from  this 
marriage  ;  and  I  charge  Schneider  as  a  traitor  to  the  Republic,  as  a 
man  who  would  have  murdered  an  innocent  citizen  for  the  sake  ol 
private  gain." 

During  the  delivery  of  this  little  speech,  uncle  Jacob  had  been 
sobbing  and  panting  like  a  broken-winded  horse;  and  when  Mary  had 
done,  he  rushed  up  to  her  and  kissed  her,  and  held  her  tight  in  his  arms. 
"Bless  thee,  my  diUd  1 "  he  cried,  "for  having  hadthe  courage  to  speak 
the  truth,  and  shame  thy  old  father  and  me,  who  dared  not  say  a  word." 

"  The  girl  amazes  me,"  said  Schneider,  with  a  look  of  astonishment. 
"  I  never  saw  her,  it  is  true,  till  yesterday ;  but  I  used  no  force ;  her 
father  gave  her  to  me  with  his  free  consent,  and  she  yielded  as  gladly. 
Speak,  Edward  Ancel,  was  it  not  so  ! " 

"  It  was,  indeed,  by  my  free  consent,"  said  Edward,  trembling. 

"  For  shame,  brother ! "  cried  old  Jacob.  "  Sir,  it  was  by  Edward's 
free  consent  and  my  niece's ;  but  the  guillotine  was  in  the  court-yard  ! 
Question  Schneider's  famulus,  the  man  Gregoire,  him  who  reads  '  The 
Sorrows  of  Werther.' " 

Gregoire  stepped  forward,  and  looked  hesitatingly  at  Schneider,  as 
he  said,  "  I  know  not  what  look  place  within  doors;  but  I  was  ordered 
to  put  up  the  scaffold  without;  and  I  was  told  to  get  soldiers,  and  let 
no  one  leave  the  house." 

"  Citizen  St.  Just,"  cried  Schneider,  "you  will  not  allow  the  testi- 
mony of  a  ruffian  like  this,  of  a  foolish  girl,  and  a  mad  ex-priest,  to 
weigh  against  the  word  of  one  who  has  done  such  service  to  the 
Republic :  it  is  a  base  conspiracy  to  betray  me ;  the  whole  family  is 
known  to  favour  the  interest  of  the  imigrh'' 

"  And  therefore  you  would  marry  a  member  of  the  family,  and 
allow  the  others  to  escape ;  you  must  make  a  better  defence,  citizen 
Schneider,"  said  St  Just,  sternly. 
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Here  I  came  forward,  and  said  that,  three  days  since,  I  had  received 
an  order  to  quit  Strasburg  for  Paris  immediately  after  a  conversation 
with  Schneider,  in  which  I  had  asked  him  his  aid  in  promoting  my 
marriage  with  my  cousin,  Mary  Ancel ;  that  he  had  heard  from  me  full 
accoants  regarding  her  Etther's  wealth ;  and  that  he  had  abruptly  caused 
my  dismissal,  in  order  to  carry  on  his  scheme  against  her. 

"  You  are  in  the  imifonn  of  a  regiment  in  this  town ;  who  sent  you 
from  it?"  said  St.  Just 

1  produced  the  order,  signed  by  himself,  and  the  despatches  which 
Schneider  had  sent  me. 

"  The  signature  is  mine,  but  the  despatches  did  not  come  from  my 
office.     Can  you  prove  in  any  way  your  conversation  with  Schneider?" 

"Why,"  said  my  sentimental  friend  Gregoire,  "for  the  matter  of 
that,  1  can  answer  that  the  lad  was  always  talking  about  this  youi^ 
woman ;  he  told  me  the  whole  story  himself,  and  many  a  good  laugh 
I  had  with  citizen  Schneider  as  we  talked  about  it." 

"  The  charge  against  Edward  Ancel  must  be  examined  into,"  said 
St.  Just.  "The  maniage  cannot  take  place.  But  if  I  had  ratified  it, 
Mary  Ancel,  what  would  then  have  been  your  course  ? " 

Mary  felt  for  a  naoment  in  her  bosom,  and  said — "He  would  have 
died  to-nighl^-J  •ojould  ha-ve  stabbed  him  -with  this  dagger."* 

The  r^n  was  beating  down  the  streets,  and  yet  tbey  were  thronged ; 
all  the  world  was  hastening  to  the  market-place,  where  the  worthy 
Gregoire  was  about  to  perform  some  of  the  pleasant  duties  of  his  office. 
On  this  occasion,  it  was  not  death  that  he  was  to  inflict;  he  was  only 
to  expose  a  criminal  who  was  to  be  sent  on  afterwards  to  Paris.  St  Just 
had  ordered  that  Schneider  should  stand  for  sue  hours  in  the  public 
place  of  Strasburg,  and  then  be  sent  on  to  the  capital,  to  be  dealt  with 
as  the  authorities  might  think  fit. 

The  people  followed  with  execrations  the  villain  to  his  place  of 
punishment ;  and  Gregoire  grinned  as  he  fixed  up  to  the  post  the  man 
whose  orders  he  had  obeyed  so  often — who  had  delivered  over  to 
disgrace  and  punishment  so  many  who  merited  it  not. 

Schneider  was  left  for  several  hours  exposed  to  the  mockery  and 
insults  of  the  mob;  he  was  then,  according  to  his  sentence,  marched 
on  to  Paris,  where  it  is  probable  that  he  would  have  escaped  death, 
but  for  his  own  fault  He  was  left  for  some  time  in  prison,  quite 
unnoticed,  perhaps  forgotten:  day  by  day  fresh  victims  were  carried 
to  the  scaffold,  and  yet  the  Alsatian  tribune  remained  alive;  at  last,  by 
the  mediation  of  one  of  his  friends,  a  long  petition  was  presented  to 

"  This  reply,  and  indeed,  the  whole  of  the  stray.  Is  historical.  An  account, 
by  Charles  Nodier,  in  the  Rimie  de  Paris,  suggested  it  to  the  writer. 
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Robespietre,  stating  his  services  and  his  innocence,  and  demanding  bis 
freedom.  The  reply  to  this  was  an  order  for  his  instant  execution  : 
the  wretch  died  in  the  last  days  of  Robespierre's  reign.  His  comrade, 
Sl  Just,  followed  him,  as  you  know;  but  Edward  Ancel  had  been 
released  before  this,  for  the  action  of  my  brave  Mary  had  created  a 
strong  feeling  in  his  favour. 

"  And  Mary  ?  "  said  I. 

Here  a  stout  and  smili:^  old  lady  entered  the  Captain's  little  room : 
she  was  leaning  on  the  arm  of  a  military-looking  man  of  some  forty 
years,  and  followed  by  a  number  of  noisy,  rosy  children. 

"  This  is  Mary  Ancel,"  s^d  the  Captain,  "  and  I  am  Captain 
Pierre,  and  yonder  is  the  Colonel,  my .  son ;  and  you  see  «s  here 
assembled  in  force,  for  it  is  the  fSte  of  little  Jacob  yonder,  whose 
brothers  and  sisters  have  all  come  from  th^  schools  to  dance  at  his 
birthday." 
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BEATRICE   MERGER. 

BEATRICE  MERGER,  whose  name  might  figure  at  the  head 
of  one  of  Mr.  Colbum's  politest  romances— so  smooth  and 
aristocratic  does  it  sound — is  no  heroine,  except  of  her  own  simple 
history ;  she  is  not  a  fashionable  French  Countess,  nor  even  a  victim 
of  the  Revolution. 

She  is  a  stout,  sturdy  girl  of  two-and-twenty,  with  a  face  beaming 
with  good-nature,  and  marked  dreadfully  by  small-pox ;  and  a  pair  of 
black  eyes,  which  might  have  done  some  execution  had  they  been 
placed  in  a  smoother  face,  Beatrice's  station  in  society  is  not  very 
exalted  ;  she  is  a  servant-of-all-work :  she  will  dress  your  wife,  your 
dinner,  your  children ;  she  does  beefsteaks  and  plain  work :  she 
makes  beds,  blacks  boots,  and  waits  at  table ; — such,  at  least,  were 
the  offices  which  she  performed  in  the  fashionable  establishment  of 
the  writer  of  this  book ;  perhaps  her  history  may  not  inaptly  occupy 
a  few  pages  of  it. 

"  My  father  died,"  said  Beatrice,  "  about  six  years  since,  and  left 
my  poor  mother  with  litde  else  but  a  small  cottage  and  a  strip  of  land, 
and  four  children  too  young  to  work.  It  was  hard  enough  in  my 
father's  time  to  supply  so  many  little  mouths  with  food ;  and  how  was 
a  poor  widowed  woman  to  provide  for  them  now,  who  had  neither  the 
strength  nor  the  opportunity  for  labour  ? 

"Besides  us,  to  be  sure,  there  was  my  old  aunt;  and  she  would 
have  helped  us,  but  she  could  not,  for  the  old  woman  is  bed-ridden ; 
so  she  did  nothing  but  occupy  our  best  room,  and  grumble  from 
moming  till  night ;  heaven  knows,  poor  old  soul,  that  she  had  no 
great  reason  to  be  very  happy;  for  you  know,  sir,  that  it  frets  the 
temper  to  be  sick ;  and  that  it  is  worse  still  to  he  sick  and  hungry  toa 

"  At  that  time,  in  the  country  where  we  lived  (in  Picardy,  not  very 
far  from  Boulogne),  times  were  so  bad  that  the  best  workman  could 
hardly  find  employ;  and  when  he  did,  he  was  happy  if  he  could  earn 
a  matter  of  twdve  sous  a  day.  Mother,  work  as  she  would,  could  not 
gain  more  than  six  ;  and  it  was  a  hard  job,  out  of  this,  to  put  meat 
into  six  bellies,  and  clothing  on  six  backs.  Old  Aunt  Bridget  would 
scold,  as  she  got  her  portion  of  black  bread ;  and  my  little  brothers 
used  to  cry  if  theirs  did  not  come  in  time.    I,  too,  used  to  cry  when 
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I  got  my  share ;  for  mother  kept  only  a  little,  little  piece  for  herself, 
and  said  that  she  had  dined  in  the  fields, — God  pardon  her  for  the  He !   . 
and  bless  her,  as  I  am  sure  He  did  ;  for,  but  for  him,  no  working  man 
or  woman  could  subsist  upon  such  a  wretched  morsel  is  my  dear 
mother  took. 

"  I  was  a  thin,  ragged,  barefooted  girl  then,  and  sickly  and  weak 
for  want  of  food ;  but  1  think  I  felt  mother's  hunger  more  than  my 
own  :  and  many  and  many  a  bitter  night  I  lay  awake,  crying,  and 
praying  to  God  to  give  me  means  of  working  for  myself  and  aiding  her. 
And  He  has,  indeed,  been  good  to  me,"  said  pious  Beatrice,  "  for  He 
has  given  me  tdl  this  I 

"  Well,  time  rolled  on,  and  matters  grew  worse  than  ever  ;  winter 
came,  and  was  colder  to  us  than  any  other  winter,  for  our  clothes 
were  thinner  and  more  torn ;  mother  sometimes  could  find  no  work, 
for  the  fields  in  which  she  laboured  were  hidden  under  the  snow;  so 
that  when  we  wanted  them  most  we  had  them  least — warmth,  work, 

"  I  knew  that,  do  what  1  would,  mother  would  never  let  me  leave  ■ 
her,  because  I  looked  to  my  little  brothers  and  my  old  cripple  of  an 
aunt ;  but  still,  bread  was  better  for  us  than  all  my  service ;  and  when 
I  left  them  the  six  would  have  a  slice  more;  so  I  determined  to  bid 
good-by  to  nobody,  but  to  go  away,  and  look  for  work  elsewhere.  One 
Sunday,  when  mother  and  the  little  ones  were  at  church,  I  went  in  to 
Aunt  Bridget,  and  s^d,  'Tell  mother,  when  she  comes  back,  that 
Beatrice  is  gone.'    1  spoke  quite  stoutly,  as  if  I  did  not  care  about  it 

"'Gonel  gone  where?'  said  she.  'You  ain't  going  to  leave  me 
.  alone,  you  nasty  thing ;  you  ain't  going  to  the  village  to  dance,  you 
ra^ed,  barefooted  slut ;  you're  all  of  a  piece  in  this  house — your 
mother,  your  brothers,  and  you.  I  know  you've  got  meat  in  the 
kitchen,  and  you  only  give  me  black  bread ; "  and  here  the  old  lady 
began  to  scream  as  if  her  heart  would  break ;  but  we  did  not  mind  it, 
we  were  so  used  to  iL 

" '  Aunt,'  said  I, '  I'm  going,  and  took  this  very  opportunity  because 
you  were  alone:  tell  mother  I  am  too  old  now  to  eat  her  bread,  and 
do  no  work  for  it :  I  am  going,  please  God,  where  work  and  bread 
can  be  found : '  and  so  I  kissed  her  :  she  was  so  astonished  tliat  she 
could  not  move  or  speak ;  and  I  walked  away  through  the  old  room, 
and  the  Utde  garden,  God  knows  whither  1 

"  I  heard  the  old  woman  screaming  after  me,  but  I  did  not  stop 
nor  turn  round.  I  don't  think  I  could,  for  my  heart  was  very  full ;  and 
if  I  had  gone  back  again,  I  should  never  have  had  the  courage  to  go 
away.  So  1  walked  a  long,  long  way,  until  night  fell ;  and  I  thought 
of  poor  mother  coming  home  &om  mass,  and  not  finding  me ;  and 
little  Pierre  shouting  out,  in  his  clear  voice,  for  Beatrice  to  bring  him 
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Us  sup^T.  I  think  I  should  htce  to  have  died  that  night,  and  I 
thought  1  should  too ;  for  when  I  was  obliged  to  throw  mys^  on  the 
cold,  hard  ground,  my  feet  were  too  torn  and  weary  to  bear  me  any 

"  Just  then  the  moon  got  up ;  and  do  you  know  I  felt  a  comfort 
in  looking  at  it,  for  I  knew  it  was  shining  on  our  little  cottage,  and  it 
seemed  hke  an  old  friend's  face?  A  little  way  on,  as  I  saw  by  the 
moon,  was  a  village :  and  I  saw,  too,  that  a  man  was  coming  towards 
me  ;  he  must  have  heard  me  crying,  I  suppose, 

"Was  not  God  good  to  me?  This  man  was  a  farmer,  who  had 
need  of  a  girl  in  his  house  ;  he  made  me  tell  him  why  I  was  alone, 
and  I  told  him  the  same  story  I  have  told  you,  and  he  beUeved  me 
and  took  me  home.  I  had  walked  six  long  leagues  from  our  village 
that  day,  asking  everywhere  for  work  in  vain ;  and  here,  at  bed-time, 
I  found  a  bed  and  a  supper  J 

"Here  I  hved  very  well  for  some  months;  my  master  was  very 
good  and  kind  to  roe ;  but,  unluckily,  too  poor  to  give  me  any  wages ; 
•  so  that  I  could  save  nothing  to  send  to  my  poor  mother.  My  mistress 
used  to  scold ;  but  I  was  used  to  that  at  home,  from  aunt  Bridget ;  and 
she  beat  me  sometimes,  but  I  did  not  mind  it ;  for  your  hardy  country 
girl  is  not  like  your  tender  town  lasses,  who  cry  if  a  pin  pricks  them, 
and  give  warning  to  their  mistresses  at  the  first  hard  word.  The  only 
drawback  to  my  comfort  was,  that  I  had  no  news  of  my  mother ;  I 
could  not  write  to  her,  nor  could  she  have  read  my  letter,  if  I  had ;  so 
there  1  was,  at  only  six  leagues'  distance  from  home,  as  far  oif  as  if  1 
had  been  to  Paris  or  to  'Merica, 

"  However,  in  a  few  months  I  grew  so  listless  and  homesick,  that 
my  mistress  s^d  she  would  keep  me  no  longer ;  and  though  I  went 
away  as  poor  as  I  came,  I  was  still  too  glad  to  go  back  to  the  old 
village  again,  and  see  dear  mother,  if  it  were  but  for  a  day.  I  knew 
she  would  share  her  crust  with  me,  as  she  had  done  for  so  long  a  time 
before;  and  hoped  that,  now,  as  I  was  taller  and  stronger,  I  might  find 
work  more  easily  in  the  neighbourhood. 

"  You  may  fancy  what  a  fSle  it  was  when  1  came  back ;  though  I'm 
sure  we  cried  as  much  as  if  it  had  been  a  funeral.  Mother  got  into  a 
fit,  which  frightened  us  all ;  and  as  for  aunt  Bridget,  she  skruhdxw&y 
tat  hours  together,  and  did  not  scold  for  two  days  at  least  Little 
Pierre  ofTered  me  the  whole  of  his  supper ;  poor  little  man  t  his  sUce  of 
bread  was  no  bigger  than  before  I  went  away. 

"  Well,  I  got  a  little  work  here,  and  a  little  there ;  but  still  I  was  a 
burden  at  home  rather  than  a  bread-winner ;  and,  at  the  closing-in  of 
the  winter,  was  very  glad  to  hear  of  a  place  at  two  leagues'  distance, 
where  work,  they  said,  wasto  be  had.  Off  I  set,  one  motning,  to  find 
it,  but  missed  my  way,  somehow,  until  it  was  night-time  before  I 
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arrived.    Night-time  and  snow  again ;  it  seemed  as  if  all  my  journeys 
were  to  be  made  in  this  bitter  weather. 

"  When  I  came  to  the  farmer's  door,  his  house  was  shut  up,  and 
bis  people  all  a-bed ;  I  knocked  for  a  long  while  in  vain ;  at  last  be 
made  his  appearance  at  a  window  upstairs,  and  seemed  so  frightened, 
and  looked  so  angry  that  J  suppose  he  took  me  for  a  thief.  I  told 
him  how  1  had  come  for  work.  '  Who  comes  for  work  at  such  an 
hour?*  said  he.  'Go  home,  you  impudent  ba^age,  and  do  not 
disturb  honest  people  out  of  their  sleep.'  He  banged  the  window  to  ; 
and  so  1  was  left  alone  to  shift  for  myself  as  I  might  There  was  no 
shed,  no  cow-house,  where  I  could  find  a  bed ;  so  I  got  under  a  cart, 
on  some  straw ;  it  was  no  very  warm  berth.  I  could  not  sleep  for  the 
cold :  and  the  hours  passed  so  slowly,  that  it  seemed  as  if  I  had  been 
there  a  week,  instead  of  a  night ;  but  still  it  was  not  so  bad  as  the  first 
night  when  I  lefl  home,  and  when  the  good  farmer  found  me. 

"  In  the  morning,  before  it  was  light,  the  farmer's  people  came  out, 
and  saw  me  crouching  tmder  the  cart :  they  told  me  to  get  up ;  but  I 
was  so  cold  that  1  could  not :  at  last  the  man  himself  came,  and 
recognized  me  as  the  girl  who  had  disturbed  him  the  night  before. 
When  lie  heard  my  name,  and  the  purpose  for  which  I  came,  this 
good  man  took  me  into  the  house,  and  put  me  into  one  of  the  beds  out  ' 
of  which  his  sons  had  just  got ;  and,  if  I  was  cold  before,  you  may  be 
sure  1  was  warm  and  comfortable  now  !  such  a  bed  as  this  I  had  never 
dept  in,  nor  ever  did  I  have  such  good  milk-soup  as  he  gave  me  out  of 
his  own  brealdasL  Well,  he  ^^eed  to  hire  me;  and  what  do  you  think 
he  gave  me?— six  sous  a  day!  and  let  me  sleep  in  the  cow-house 
besides :  you  may  fancy  how  happy  I  was  now,  at  the  prospect  of 
earning  so  much  money. 

"  There  was  an  old  woman  among  the  labourers  who  used  to  sdl 
BS  soup :  I  got  a  cupful  every  day  for  a  halfpenny,  with  a  bit  of  bread 
in  it ;  and  might  eat  as  much  beet-root  besides  as  1  liked  ;  not  a  veiy 
wholesome  meal,  to  be  sure,  but  God  took  care  that  it  should  not  dis- 
^ree  with  me. 

"  So,  every  Saturday,  when  work  was  over,  I  had  thirty  sous  to 
carry  home  to  mother ;  and,  tiled  though  I  was,  I  walked  merrily  the 
two  leagues  to  our  village,  to  see  her  j^ain.  On  the  road  there  was 
a  great  wood  to  pass  through,  and  this  fnghtened  me ;  for  if  a  thief 
should  come  and  rob  me  of  my  v^ole  week's  earnings,  what  could  a 
poor  lone  girl  do  to  help  herself?  But  I  found  a  remedy  for  this 
too,  and  no  thieves  ever  came  near  me ;  I  used  to  begin  saying  my 
prayers  as  I  entered  the  forest,  and  never  stopped  until  I  was  safe  at 
home ;  and  safe  I  always  arrived,  with  my  thirty  sous  in  my  pocket. 
Ah  1  you  may  be  sure,  Sunday  was  a  meiry  day  for  us  all, ' 
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This  is  the  whole  of  Beatrice's  history  which  is  worthy  of  publica- 
tion; the  rest  of  it  only  relates  to  her  arrival  in  Paris,  and  the  various 
masters  and  mistresses  whom  she  there  had  the  honour  to  serve.  As 
soon  as  she  enters  the  capital  the  romance  disappears,  and  the  poor 
girl's  sufferings  and  privations  luckily  vanish  with  it.  Beatrice  has 
got  now  warm  gowns,  and  stout  shoes,  and  plenty  of  good  food.  She 
has  had  her  little  brother  from  Picardy ;  clothed,  fed,  and  educated 
him  ;  that  young  gentleman  is  now  a  carpenter,  and  an  honour  to  his 
profession,  Madame  Merger  is  in  easy  circumstances,  and  receives, 
yearly,  fifty  francs  from  her  daughter.  To  crown  all,  Mademoiselle 
Beatrice  herself  is  a  funded  proprietor,  and  consulted  the  writer  of 
this  biography  as  to  the  best  method  of  laying  out  a  capital  of  two 
hundred  francs,  which  is  the  present  amount  of  her  fortune. 

God  bless  her!  she  is  richer  than  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Devon- 
shire ;  and,  I  dare  to  say,  has,  in  her  humble  walk,  been  more  virtuous 
and  more  happy  than  all  the  dukes  in  the  realm. 

It  is,  indeed,  for  the  benefit  of  dukes  and  such  great  people  (who, 
I  make  no  doubt,  have  long  since  ordered  copies  of  these  Sketches), 
that  poor  hltle  Beatrice's  story  has  been  indited.  Certain  it  is,  that 
the  young  woman  would  never  have  been  immortalized  in  this  way,  but 
for  the  good  which  her  betters  may  derive  from  her  example.  If  your 
ladyship  will  but  reflect  a  little,  after  boasting  of  the  sums  which  you 
spend  in  charity  ;  the  beef  and  blankets  which  you  dole  out  at  Christ- 
mas ;  the  poonah-painting  which  you  execute  for  fancy  fairs ;  the  long, 
long  sermons  which  you  listen  to  at  St,  George's,  the  whole  year 
through ,— -your  ladyship,  I  say,  will  allow  that,  Uthough  perfectly 
meritorious  in  your  line,  as  a  patroness  of  the  Church  of  England,  of 
Almack's,  and  of  the  Lying-in  Asylum,  yours  is  but  a  paltry  sphere  of 
virtue,  a  pitiful  attempt  at  benevolence,  and  that  this  honest  servant- 
girl  puts  you  to  shame  j  And  you,  my  Lord  Bishop  :  do  you,  out  of 
your  six  sous  a  day,  give  away  five  to  support  your  flock  and  family? 
Would  you  drop  a  single  coach-horse  (I  do  not  say  a  dinner,  for  such 
a  notion  is  monstrous, in  oneofyout  lordship's  degree), to  feed  anyone 
of  the  starving  children  of  your  lordship's  mother— the  Church? 

I  pause  for  a  reply.  His  lordship  took  too  much  turtle  and  cold 
punch  for  dinner  yesterday,  and  cannot  speak  just  now ;  but  we  have, 
by  this  ingenious  question,  silenced  him  altogether ;  let  the  world  wag 
as  it  will,  and  poor  Christians  and  curates  starve  as  they  may,  my 
lord's  footmen  must  have  their  new  liveries,  and  his  horses  their 
four  feeds  a  day. 

When  we  recollect  his  speech  about  the  Catholics — when  we 
remember  his  last  charity  sermon,— but  I  say  nothing.  Here  is  a 
poor  benighted  superstitious  creature,  worshipping  images,  without 
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This  angel  is  without  a  place ;  and  for  this  reason  (besides  the 
pleasure  of  composing  the  above  slap  at  episcopacy) — I  have  indited 
her  history.  If  the  Bishop  is  going  to  Paris,  and  wants  a  good  honest 
maid-of-all-work,  he  can  have  her,  I  have  no  doubt ;  ox  if  be  chooses 
to  give  a  few  pounds  to  her  mother,  they  can  be  seat  to  Mr.  Tiimarsh, 
at  the  publisher's. 

Here  is  Miss  Merger's  last  letter  and  autograph.  The  note  was 
evidently  composed  by  an  Ecrivain  public : — 

"  Madamr;  • 

" jiyant  aprii far  a  Monnair,  quevous  iHms  fortia  bun,  ainsigttt  Mon- 
liair,  ayant  m  ausii  que  vouifarlia  dc  moi  dans  voire  lettre  cetii  nouvilU  m'a 
fmthmiflaisir  ft  profile  dtFoccasuin  four  ixais  f aire  passer  ce  petit  iillaehye 
•Boudrais  pmavnr  tn'envdoper pour  oiler  vBus  voir  el  pour  vous  dire  que  Jd  suis 
encore  lani  place  ye  m'ennuye  tojmrs  de  ne  Pas  vous  mar  ainti  que  Mnette 
(Miitelte  is  a  cat)  gui  semble  m'iHterroger  tour  a  lour  et  derrtander  oit  vous  ttcs. 
ye  voui  envoye  aussi  la  note  du  linge  a  Hanchir—ah,  Madame  I  yt  vais  tesser 
de  vous  icrire  tnais  non  de  vous  regr^ter. 


,7=rir,Snot;sle 
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CARICATURES  AND  LITHOGRAPHY 
IN  PARIS. 

FIFTY  years  ago  there  lived  at  Munich  a  poor  fellow,  by  name 
Aloys  Senefelder,  who  was  in  so  little  repute  as  an  author  and 
artist,  that  printers  and  engravers  refused  to  publish  his  works  at  their 
own  chaises,  and  so  set  him  upon  some  plan  for  doing  without  their 
aid.  In  the  first  place,  Aloys  invented  a  certain  kind  of  ink,  which 
would  resist  the  action  of  the  acid  that  is  usually  employed  by  engravers, 
and  with  this  he  made  experiments  upon  copper-plates,  as  long  as  he 
could  afford  to  purchase  them.  He  found  that  to  write  upon  the  plates 
backwards,  after  the  manner  of  engravers,  required  much  skill  and 
many  trials ;  and  he  thought  that,  were  he  to  practise  upon  any  other 
polished  surface — a  smooth  stone,  for  instance,  the  least  costly  article 
imaginable — he  might  spare  the  expense  of  the  copper  until  he  had 
sufficient  skill  to  use  iL 

One  day,  it  is  said,  that  Aloys  was  called  upon  to  write — rather  a 
humble  composition  for  an  author  and  artist — a  washing-bilL  He  had 
no  paper  at  hand,  and  so  he  wrote  out  the  bill  with  some  of  his  newly- 
invented  ink  upon  one  of  his  Kelheim  stones.  Some  time  afterwards 
he  thought  he  would  try  and  take  an  itnpressicn  of  his  washing-bill  r 
he  did,  and  succeeded.  Such  is  the  story,  which  the  reader  most  likely 
knows  very  well ;  and  having  alluded  to  the  origin  of  the  art,  we  shall 
not  follow  the  stream  through  its  windings  and  enlargement  after  it 
issued  from  the  little  parent  rock,  or  fill  our  pages  with  the  rest  of  the 
pedigree.  Senefelder  invented  Lithography.  His  invention  has  not 
made  so  much  noise  and  larum  in  the  world  as  some  others,  which 
have  an  origin  quite  as  humble  and  unromantic ;  but  it  is  one  to  which 
we  owe  no  small  profit,  and  a  great  deal  of  pleasure ;  and,  as  such,  we 
are  bound  to  speak  of  it  with  all  gratitude  and  respect  The  school- 
master, who  is  now  abroad,  has  taught  us,  in  our  youth,  how  the 
cultivation  of  art  "  emollit  mores  nee  sinit  esse  "—(it  is  needless  to 
finish  the  quotation) ;  and  Lithography  has  been,  to  our  thinking,  the 
very  best  ally  that  art  ever  had ;  the  best  friend  of  the  artist,  allowing 
him  to  produce  rapidly  multiplied  and  authentic  copies  of  his  ovm 
works  (without  trusting  to  the  tedious  and  expensive  assistance  of  the 
engraver) ;  and  the  best  fnend  to  the  people  lUcewise,  who  have  means 
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of  purchasing  these  cheap  and  beautiful  productions,  and  thus  having 
their  ideas  "mollified"  and  their  manners  "feros"  no  more. 

With  ourselves,  among  whom  money  is  plenty,  enterprise  so  great, 
and  everything  matter  of  commercial  speculation,  Lithography  has  not 
been  so  much  practised  as  wood  or  steel  engraving  ;  which,  by  the  aid 
of  great  original  capital  and  spread  of  sale,  are  able  more  than  to 
compete  with  the  art  of  drawing  on  stone.  The  two  former  may  be 
called  art  done  by  mackiniry.  We  confess  to  a  prejudice  in  favour  of 
the  honest  work  of  hand,  in  matters  of  art,  and  prefer  the  rough 
workmanship  of  the  painter  to  the  smooth  copies  of  his  performances 
which  arc  produced,  for  the  most  part,  on  the  wood-block  or  the  steel- 

The  theory  will  possibly  be  objected  to  by  many  of  our  reader? :  the 
best  proof  in  its  favour  we  think  is,  that  the  state  of  art  amongst  the 
people  in  France  and  Germany,  where  publishers  are  not  so  wealthy 
or  enterprising  as  with  us,+ and  where  Lithography  is  more  practised, 
is  infinitely  higher  than  in  England,  and  the  appreciation  more  correct. 
As  draughtsmen,  the  French  and  German  painters  are  incomparably 
superior  to  our  own ;  and  with  art,  as  with  any  other  commodity,  the 
demand  wiU  be  found  pretty  equal  to  the  supply :  with  us,  the  general 
demand  is  for  neatness,  prettincss,  and  what  is  called  effect  in  pictures, 
and  these  can  be  rendered  completely,  nay,  improved,  by  the  engraver's 
conventionalmannerof  copying  the  artist's  perfonnances.  But  to  copy 
fine  expression  and  fine  drawing,  the  engraver  himself  must  be  a  fine 
artist;  and  let  anybody  examine  the  host  of  picture-books  which 
appear  every  Christmas,  and  say  whether,  for  the  most  part,  painters 
or  engravers  possess  any  artistic  merit  F  We  boast,  nevertheless,  of 
some  of  the  best  engravers  and  painters  in  Europe,  Here  again,  the 
supply  is  accounted  for  by  the  demand ;  our  highest  class  is  richer 
than  any  other  aristocracy,  quite  as  well  instructed,  and  can  judge  and 
pay  for  fine  pictures  and  engravings.  But  these  costly  productions  are 
for  the  few,  and  not  for  the  many,  who  have  not  yet  certainly*  arrived 
at  properly  appreciating  fine  art. 

Take  the  standard  "  Album  "  for  instance — that  unfortunate  collec- 
tion of  deformed  Zuleikas  and  Medoras  (from  the  "  Byron  Beauties  "), 
the  Flowers,  Gems,  Souvenirs,  Caskets  of  Loveliness,  Beauty,  as  they 
may  be  called ;  glaring  caricatures  of  flowers,  singly,  in  groups,  in 
flowerpots,  or  with  hideous  deformed  little  Cupids  sporting  among 
them;  of  what  are  called  "meziotinto"  pencil-drawings,  "poonah- 
painlings,"  and  what  not?    "The  Album  "is  to  be  found  invariably 


*  These  countries  are,  la  be  sure,  inandated  with  (he  productions  of  oor 
market,  in  the  Ebape  of  Byron  Bea.uties,  reprints  from  the  "  Keepsakes," 
"  Books  of  Beaaty,"  and  such  trash  ;  but  these  are  ouly  of  late  years,  »nd  their 
original  schools  of  art  are  still  floniishing. 
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upon  the  round  rosewood  brass-inlaid  drawing-room  lable  of  the 
middle-classes,  and  with  a  couple  of  "Annuals"  besiiles,  uhich  flank 
it  on  the  same  table;  repiesenis  the  art  of  the  house  ;  pi^rhaps  there  is 
a  portrait  of  the  master  of  the  house  in  the  dining-room,  yrim-glancing 
from  above  ihe  mantel-piece  ;  and  of  the  mistress  over  the  piano  up- 
stairs; add  to  these  some  odious  miniatures  of  the  sons  and  daughters, 
an  each  side  of  the  chimney-glass  ;  and  here,  comnttvnly  [we  appeal  to 
the  reader  if  this  is  an  overcliarged  picture),  the  collection  ends.  The 
family  goes  to  the  Exhibtion  once  a  year,  to  the  National  Gallery 
once  in  ten  years  ;  lo  the  former  place  they  have  an  inducemi:nt  to  go ; 
there  are  iheir  own  portraits,  or  [he , portraits  of  their  friends,  or  the 
portraits  of  publiiT  characters ;  and  you  will  see  them  infallibly  wonder- 
ing over  No.  1645  in  the  catalogue,  representing  "  The  Portrait  of  a 
Lady,"  or  of  the  "  First  Mayor  of  Little  Peillington  since  Ihe  passing 
of  the  Reform  Bill ;"  or  else  bustling  and  squeezing  among  the  minia- 
tures, where  lies  the  chief  attraction  of  the  Gallery,  England  has 
produced,  owing  to  the  effects  <rf  this  class  of  admirers  of  art,  two 
admirable,  and  five  hundred  very  clever,  portrait -pa  inters.  How  many 
artists  f  Let  the  reader  count  upon  his  hve  fingers,  and  see  if,  living 
at  the  present  moment,  he  can  name  one  for  each. 

If,  from  this  examination  of  our  own  worthy  middle-classes,  we 
look  to  [he  same  class  in  France,  what  a  difference  do  we  fnd ! 
Humble  ca/^s  in  country  towns  have  their  walls  covered  with  pleasing 
picture- papers,  representing  " tes  G>oires  lie  PArmie  Fi-nn^atse"  the 
"  Seasons,"  the  "  Four  Quarters  of  the  World,"  "  Cupid  and  Psyche," 
or  some  other  allegory,  landscape  or  history,  rudely  painted,  as  papers 
for  walls  usually  are;  but  the  ligu.'cs  are  all  tolerably  well  drawn; 
and  the  common  taste,  which  has  caused  a  demand  for  such  things, 
is  undeniable.  In  Paris,  the  manner  in  which  the  ctt//i  and  bouses 
of  the  restaurateurs  are  ornamented  is,  of  course,  a  thousand  times 
richer,  and  nothing  can  be  more  beautiful,  or  more  exquisitely  finished 
and  correct,  than  the  designs  which  ailorn  many  of  them.  We  are 
not  prepared  to  say  what  sums  were  expended  upon  the  painting  of 
"Vfry's"  or  "  Vdfour's,"  of  the  "Salle  Musard,"  or  of  numberless 
Other  places  of  public  resort  in  the  capital.  There  is  many  a  shop- 
keeper whose  sign  is  a  very  tolerable  picture  ;  and  often  have  we 
stopped  to  admire  (the  reader  will  give  us  credit  for  having  remained 
outside)  the  excellent  workmanship  of  the  grapes  and  vine-leaves  ovar 
the  door  of  some  very  humble,  dirty,  inodorous  shop  of  a  marchand 
dt  vin. 

These,  however,  serve  only  to  educate  the  public  taste,  and  are 
ornaments  for  the  most  part  much  too  costly  for  the  people.  But  the 
same  love  of  ornament  which  is  shown  in  their  puUic  places  of  resort, 
appears  in  their  bouses  likewise  ;  and  every  one  of  our  readers  who 
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has  \\veA  in  Paris,  in  any  lodging,  ma^ificent  or  humble,  with  any 
family,  however  ponr,  miiy  bcitr  witness  hatv  profusely  (he  walls  of  his 
smart  »i/>?».in.the  English  quarter,  or  or  hij  little  toom  au  sixUme '\a 
the  P»ys  Latin,  have  been  decoiated  with  prints  uf  all  kinds.  In  the 
first,  probably,  with  bad  engravings  on  coppier  from  the  bad  and, 
tawdry  pictures  of  the  artists  of  the  time  of  the  Empire ;  in  the  latter, 
with  gay  caricatures  of  Granville  or  Monnier  ;  military  pieces,  such  as 
are  dashed  off  by  Raffet,  Charlet,  Veniei  (one  can  hardly  say  which  of 
the  three  designers  has  ihe  greatest  merit,  or  the  most -vigorous  hand) ; 
or  clever  pictures  from  the  crayon  of  ihe  Devcrias,  the  admirable 
Roqueplan,  or  Decamp.  We  have  named  here,  we  believe,  the 
principal  lithographic  artists  in  Paris  ;  and  those^as  doubtless  there 
are  many — of  our  readers  who  have  looked  over  Monsieur  Aubert's 
portfolios,  or  ga^ed  at  that  famous  caricature-shop  window  in  the  Rue 
de  Coq,  or  are  even  acquainted  with  the  exterior  of  Monsieur  Dela- 
porte's  little  emporium  in  the  Burlington  Arcade,  need  not  be  told  how 
extKllent  the  productions  of  all  these  artists  are  in  lheir^««.  We 
.  get  in  these  engravings  the  Msirs  of  nien  of  genius,  not  the  finil;ia 
performances  of  laboured  mediocrity,  as  with  us  ;  all  these  artists  are 
good  painters,  as  well  as  good  designers ;  a  design  from  them  is  worth 
a  whole  gross  of  Books  of  Beauty;  and  if  we  might  raise  a  humble 
supplication  to  the  artists  in  our  own  country  of  similar  merit — to.such 
men  as  Leslie,  Maclise,  Herbert,  Cattermole,  and  others— it  would  be, 
that  they  should,  after  the  exampleof  their  French  brethren  and  of 
the  English  landscape  painieis,  take  chalk  in  hand,  produce  their  own 
copies  of  their  own  sketches,  and  never  more  draw  a  single  "  Forsaken 
One,"  "  Rejected  One,"  "  Dejected  One,"  at  the  entreaty  of  any  pub- 
lisher or  for  the  pages  of  any  Book  of  Beauty,  Royalty,  or  Loveliness 
whatever. 

Can  there  be  a  more  pleasing  walk  in  the  whole  world  than  a  stroll 
througi)  the  Gallery  of  the  Louvre  on  a  fSte  day  ;  not  to  look  so  much 
at  the  pictures  as  at  the  lookers-on  P  Thousands  of  the  poorer  classes 
are  there  :  mechanics  in  their  Sunday  clothes,  smiling  grisettes,  smart 
dapper  soldiers  of  the  line,  with  bronsed  wandering  faces,  marching 
together  in  little  companies  of  six  or  seven,  and  stopping  every  now 
and  then  at  Napoleon  or  Leonidas  as  they  appear  in  proper  vulgar 
heroics  in  the  pictures  of  David  or  Cros.  The  taste  of  these  people 
will  hardly  be  approved  by  the  connoisseur,  but  they  have  a  taste  for 
art  Can  the  same  be  said  of  our  lower  classes,  who,  if  ihey  are 
inclined  to  be  sociable  and  amused  in  their  holidays,  have  no  place  of 
resort  but  the  tap-room  or  tea-garden,  and  no  food  for  conversation 
except  such  as  can  be  built  upon  the  politics  or  the  police  reports  of 
Ihe  last  Sunday  paper?  So  much  has  Church  and  State  puritanism 
done  for  us — so  well  has  it  succeeded  in  materializing  hnd  binding 
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down  to  the  earth  the  imagination  of  men,  for  which  God  has  made 
another  world  (which  certain  statesmen  take  but  too  little  into  account) 
-  that  fair  and  beautiful  world  of  heart,  in  which  ihere  can  be  nothing 
su'lfish  or  sordid,  of  which  Dulness  has  forgotten  the  existence,  and 
which  Bigotry  has  endeavoured  to  shut  out  firom  sight — 
''  On  a  banni  les  demons  et  les  fees, 


We  are  not  putting  in  a  plea  here  for  demons  and  fairies,  as  Voltaire 
does  in  the  above  exquisite  lines  ;  nor  about  to  expatiate  on  the 
beauties  of  error,  for  it  has  none  ;  hut  the  clank  of  steam-engines,  and 
the  shouts  of  politicians,  and  the  struggle  for  gain  or  bread,  and  the 
loud  denunciations  of  stupid  bigots,  have  well  nigh  smothered  poor 
Fancy  among  us.  We  boast  of  our  science,  and  vaunt  our  superior 
morality.  Does  the  latter  exist?  In  spite  of  all  the  forms  which  our 
policy  has  invented  to  secure  it — in  spite  of  all  the  preachers,  all  the 
meeting-houses,  and  all  the  legislative  enactments — if  any  person  will 
take  upon  himself  the  painful  labour  of  purchasing  and  perusing  some 
of  the  cheap  periodical  prints  which  form  the  people's  library  of  amuse- 
ment, and  contain  what  may  be  presumed  to  be  their  standard  in 
matters  of  imagination  and  fancy,  he  will  see  how  false  the  claim  is 
that  wc  bring  forward  of  superior  morality.  The  aristocracy  who  are 
so  eager  to  maintain,  were,  of  course,  not  the  last  to  feel  the  annoyance 
of  the  legislative  restrictions  on  the  Sabbath,  and  eagerly  seized  upon 
that  happy  invetition  for  dissipating  the  gloom  and  ennui  ordered  by 
Act  of  Parliament  to  prevail  on  that  day — the  Sunday  paper.  It 
might  be  read  in  a  club-room,  where  the  poor  could  not  see  how  their 
betters  ordained  one  thing  for  the  vulgar,  and  another  for  themselves ; 
or  in  an  easy-chair,  in  the  study,  whither  my  lord  retires  every  Sunday 
for  his  devotions.  It  dealt  in  private  scandal  and  ribaldry,  only  the 
more  piquant  for  its  pretty  flimsy  veil  of  doubh-fnlendrt.  It  was  a 
fortune  to  the  publisher,  and  it  became  a  necessary  to  the  reader,  which 
he  could  not  do  without,  any  more  than  without  his  snuff-box,  his 
opera-box,  or  his  chasu  after  coffee.  The  delightful  novelty  could  not 
for  any  time  be  kept  exclusively  for  the  haul  ton;  and  from  my  lord  it 
descended  to  his  vaiet  or  tradesmen,  and  from  Grosvenor  Square  it 
spread  all  the  town  through  ;  so  that  now  the  lowtr  classes  have  their 
scandal  and  ribaldry  organs,  as  well  as  their  betters  (the  rogues,  they 
will  imitate  them  1),  and  as  their  tastes  are  somewhat  coarser  than  my 
lord's,  and  their  numbers  a  thousand  to  one,  why  of  course  the  prints 
have  increased,  and  the  profligacy  has  been  diffused  in  a  ratio  exactly 
proportionable  to  the  demand,  until  the  town  is  infested  with  such  a 
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number  of  monstrous  publications  of  the  kind  as  would  have  put 
AbW  Dubois  to  the  blush,  or  made  J-ouis  XV.  cry  shame.  Talk  of 
English  morality  I— the  worst  licenliouGness,  in  the  worst  period  of  the 
French  monarchy,  scarcely  equalled  the  wickedness  of  this  Sabbath- 
keeping  country  of  ours. 

The  reader  will  be  glad,  at  last,  to  come  to  the  conclusion  that  we 
would  fain  draw  from  all  these  descriptions — why  does  this  immorality 
exist  ?  Because  the  people  muii  be  amused,  and  have  not  been  taught 
htntrj  because  the  upper  classes,  frightened  by  stupid  cant,  or  absorbed 
in  material  wants,  have  not  as  yet  learned  the  refinement  which  only 
the  cultivation  of  art  can  give  ;  and  when  their  intellects  are  unedu- 
cated, and  their  tastes  are  coarse,  the  tastes  and  am-jsements  of 
classes  still  more  ignorant  must  be  coarse  and  vicious  likewise,  in  an 
increased  proportion. 

Such  discussions  and  violent  attacks  upon  high  and  low.  Sabbath 
Bills,  politicians,  and  what  not,  may  appear,  perhaps,  out  of  place  in  a 
few  pages  which  purport  only  to  give  an  account  of  some  French 
drawings:  all  we  would  urge  is,  thai,  in  France,  these  prints  are  made 
because  they  are  liked  and  appreciated;  with  us  they  are  not  made, 
because  they  are  not  liked  and  appreciated:  and  the  more  is  the  pity. 
Nothing  merely  intellectual  will  be  popular  among  us  r  we  do  not  love 
beauty  for  beauty's  sake,  as  Germans ;  or  wit,  for  wit's  sake,  as  the 
French ;  for  abstract  art  we  have  no  appreciation.  We  admire  H,  B.'s 
caricatures,  because  they  are  the  caricatures  of  well-known  political 
characters,  not  because  they  are  witty;  and  Boz,  because  he  writes  us 
good  palpable  stories  (if  we  may  use  such  a  word  to  a  story) ;  and 
Madame  Vestris,  because  she  has  the  most  beautifully  shaped  legs ; — 
the  art  of  the  designer,  the  writer,  the  actress  (each  admirable  in  its 
way,)  is  a.  very  minor  consideration ;  each  might  have  ten  times  the 
wit,  and  would  be  quite  unsuccessful  without  their  substantial  points 
of  popularity. 

In  France  such  matters  are  far  better  managed,  and  the  love  of  art 
is  a  thousand  times  more  keen ;  and  (from  this  feeling,  surely)  how 
much  superiority  is  there  in  French  society  over  our  own;  how  much 
better  is  social  happiness  understood;  how  much  more  manly  equality 
is  there  between  Frenchman  and  Frenchman,  than  between  rich  and 
poor  in  our  own  country,  with  all  our  superior  wealth,  instruction,  and 
political  freedom  1  There  is,  amongst  the  humblest,  a  gaiety,  cheer- 
fulness, politeness,  and  sobriety,  to  which  in  England,  no  class  can 
show  a  parallel:  and  these,  be  it  remembered,  are  not  only  qualities 
for  holidays,  but  for  working-days  too,  and  add  to  the  enjoyment  of 
human  life  as  much  as  good  clothes,  good  beef,  or  good  wages.  If,  to 
our  freedom,  we  could  but  add  a  liitle  of  their  happiness  .'—it  is  one, 
after  all,  of  the  cheapest  commodities  in  the  world,  and  in  the  power 
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of  every  -man  (with  means  of  gaining  decent  bread)  who  bas  the  nil!  or 

the  skiil  to  use  it. 

We  are  not  going  lo  trace  the  history  of  the  riSe  and  progress  of 
art  in  France;  our  business,  atpresent,.is  only  to  speak  of  one  branch 
of  art  in  thai  country— lithographic  designs,  and  those  chiefly  of  a 
liumorous  character.  A  history  of  French  caricature  was  published  in 
I'aris,  two  or  three  years  back,  illustrated  by  numerous  copies  of 
designs,  from  the  time  of  Henry  III.  to  our  own  da:y.  Wc  can  only 
speak  of  this  work  from  memory,  having  been  unable,  in  London,  to 
procure  the  sight  of  a  copy ;  but  our  impression,  at  the  time  we  saw  the 
collection,  was  as  unfavourable  as  cuulil  possibly  be :  nothing  could  be 
more  meagre  than  the  wit,  or  poorer  than  the  execution,  of  the  whole 
set  of  drawings.  Under  the  Empire,  art,  as  may  be  imagined,  was  at 
a  very  low  ebb ;  and,  aping  ihe  Government  of  the  day,  and  catering 
to  the  national  taste  and  vanity,  it  was  a  kind  of  tawdry  caricature 
of  Ihe  sublime;  of  which  Ihe  pictures  of  David  and  Cirodet,  and 
almost  the  entire  collection  now  at  the  Luxemboui^  Palace,  will  give 
preliy  fair  examples.  Swollen,  distorted,  unnatural,  the  painting  was 
something  like  ihe  politics  of  those  days ;  with  force  in  it,  neverthe- 
less, and  something  of  grandeur,  that  will  exist  in  spile  of  taste,  and 
is  born  of  energetic  will  A  man,  disposed  to  write  comparisons  of 
characters,  might,  for  instance,  find  some  striking  analogies  between 
Mountebank  Murat,  with  his  iiresisttble  bravery  and  horsernanship, 
who  was  a  kind  of  mixture  of  Uuguesclin  and  Ducrow,  and  Mounte- 
bank Uavid,  a  fierce,  powerful  painter  and  genius,  whose  idea  of  beauty 
and  sublimity  seemed  to  have  been  gained  from  the  bloody  melo- 
dramas on  the  Boulevard.  Uolh,  however,  were  great  in  their  way, 
and  were  worshipped  as  gods,  in  those  heathen  limes  of  false  belief 
and  hero-worship. 

As  for  poor  caricalure  and  freedom  of  the  press,  they,  like  the 
rightful  princess  in  a  fairy  tale,  with  the  merry  fantastic  dwarf,  her 
allcndani,  weie  entirely  in  the  power  of  the  giant  who  ruled  the  land. 
The  I'lincess  Press  was  so  closely  watched  and  guarded  (with  some 
little  show,  nevertheless,  of  respect  for  her  rjnk),  that  she  dared  not 
utter  a  word  of  her  own  thoughts  ;  and,  for  poor  Caricature,  he  was 
gagged,  and  put  out  of  the  way  ali<^ether :  imprisoned  as  completely 
as  ever  Asmodeiis  was  in  his  phial. 

How  the  Press  and  her  attendant  fiU-ed  in  succeeding  reigns,  is  well 
known  1  their  condition  was  little  beiiered  by  the  downfall  of  Napoleon: 
with  the  accession  of  Charles  X.  (hey  were  more  oppressed  even  ihan 
before — more  than  they  could  bear;  for  so  hard  were  Ihcy  pressed,  that, 
ns  one  has  seen  when  sailors  are  working  a  c^pit.in,  back  of  a  sudden 
tlie  bars  flew,  knocking  lo  the  earth  the  men  .who  were  endeHVouring  to 
work.lhtnii.   'Ihe  KcvolulioncBme,and  up  sprung  Caricature  inKruoce; 
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all  sorts  of  fierce  epigrami  were  discharged  at  the  flying  monarch,  and 
speedily  were  prepared,  loo,  for  the  new  one. 

About  this  time  there  lived  at  Paris  {if  our  information  be  correct) 
a  certain  M.  Philipon,  an  inditferent  artist  (painting  was  his  profession), 
a  tolerable  designer,  and  an  admirable  wit.  M.  Philipon  designed  many 
caricatures  himself,  married  the  sister  of  an  eminent  publisher  of  prints 
(M.  Aubert),  and  the  two,  gathering  about  them  a  body  of  wits  and 
artists  like  themselves,  oet  up  journals  of  their  own  : — La  Cartcatui't, 
first  published  once  a  week ;  and  the  Charivari  afterwards,  a  daily 
paper.in  which  a  design  also  appears  daily. 

At  tirst  the  caricatures  inserted  in  the  Charivari  were  chiedy  pall- 
ticol ;  and  a  most  curious  contest  speedily  commenced  between  the 
Sute  and  M.  Philipon's  little  army  in  the  Calorie  V^ro-Dodat.  Half- 
a-doien  poor  aaisCs  on  the  one  side,  and  his  Majesty  Louis  Philippe, 
his  august  family,  and  the  numberless  placemen  and  supporters  of  the 
monarchy,  on  the  plher ;  it  was  something  like  Thersites  girding  at 
Ajax,  and  piercing  through  the  folds  of  the  c/ypei  sepUmpiicis  with  Che 
poisonous  s)iafts  of  his  scorn,  Our  French  Tbersites  was  not  always 
an  honest  opponent,  it  must  be  confessed ;  and  many  an  attack  was 
made  upon  the  gigaatic  enemy,  which  was  cowardly,  false,  and  malig- 
naoL  But  to  see  the  monster  writhing  under  the  effects  of  the  arrow — 
to  see  his  uncouth  fury  in  return,  and  the  blind  blows  that  he  dealt  at 
bis  diminutive  opponent  1 — not  one  of  these. tokt  in  a  hundred  \  irheit 
they  did  tell,  it  may  be  imagined  that  they  were  fierce  enough  in  all 
conscience,  and  served  almost  to  annihilate  the  adveisary. 

To  speak  niore  plainly,  and  to  drop  the  metaphor  of  giant  and 
dwarf,  the  King  of  the  French .  suffered  so  much,  his  Ministers  were 
so  mercilessly  ridiculed,  his  family  and  his  own  remarkable  figure 
drawn  with  such  odious  and  grotesque  resemblance,  in  ^nciful  atti< 
tudes,  circumstances,  and  disguises,  so  ludicrously  nwan,  and  often  so 
appropriate,  that  the  King  was  obliged  to  descend  into  the  lists  and 
battle  his  ridiculous  enemy  in  form.  Prosecutions,  seizures,  fines, 
regiments  of  furious  legal  officials,  were  first  brought  into  play  against 
poor  M;.  Philipon  and  his  little  dauntless  troop  of  malicious  artists  ; 
some  few  were  bribed  out  of  his  ranks  ;  and  if  they  did  not,  like  Gilray 
in  England,  turn  their  weapons  upon  their  old  friends,  at  least  laid 
down  their  arms,  and  would  fight  no  more.  The  bribes,  fines,  indict- 
ments, and  luud-tonguediiiv<'a^<f«  /*«>  made  no  impression  ;  Philipon 
repaired  the  defeat  of  a  fine  by  some  fresh  and  furious  attack  upon  his 
^eat  enemy  ;  if  hJS  epigrams  were  more  covert,  liiey  were  no  less 
bitter  ;  if  he  was  beaten  a  dozen  times  before  a  jury,  he  had  eighty  or 
ninety  .victorjes  to  show  in  the  same  field  of  battle,  and  every  victory 
Mid  cwry, defeat  brought  him  new  sympathy.  Ewery  one  who  was  at 
Pmisa^few  yj«it»  siDKe^must  recollect  the  fanous^^^uv"  which  wta 
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chalked  upon  all  the  walls  of  the  city,  and  which  bore  so  ludicrous  a 
resemblance  to  Louis  Philippe.  The  poire  became  an  object  of  pro- 
secution, and  M.  Philipon  appeared  before  a  jury  to  answer  for  the 
.  crime  of  inciting  to  contempt  against  the  King's  person,  by  giving  such 
a  ludicrous  version  of  his  face.  Philipon,  for  defence,  produced  a  sheet 
of  paper,  and  drew  a  poire,  a  real  large  Burgundy  pear  :  in  the  lower 
pans  round  and  capacious,  narrower  near  the  stalk,  and  crowned  with 
two  or  three  careless  leaves.  "  There  was  no  treason  at  least  in  rtu/," 
he  said  to  the  jury  ;  "  could  any  one  object  to  such  a  harmless  botanical 
representation?"  Then  he  drew  a  second  pear,  exactly  like  the  fortner, 
except  that  one  or  two  lines  were  scrawled  in  the  midst  of  it,  which 
bore  somehow  a  ludicrous  resemblance  to  the  eyes,  nose,  and  mouth 
of  a  celebrated  personage  ;  and,  lastly,  he  drew  the  exact  portrait  of 
Louis  Philippe  :  the  well-known  toupet,  the  ample  whiskers  and  jowl 
were  there,  neither  extenuated  nor  set  down  in  malice.  "  Can  I  help 
it,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  then,"  said  he,  "  if  his  Majesty's  face  is  like  a 
pear?  Say  yourselves,  respectable  citizens,  is  it,  or  is  it  not,  like  a 
pear?"  Such  eloquence  could  not  fail  of  its  effect;  the  artist  was 
acquitted,  and  La  Poire  is  immortaL 

At  last  came  the  famous  September  laws :  the  freedom  of  the  Press, 
which,  from  August,  1830^  was  to  be  "lUsormais  une  vMU^  was 
calmly  strangled  by  the  Monarch  who  had  gained  his  crown  for  his 
supposed  championship  of  it ;  by  his  Ministers,  some  of  whom  had 
been  stout  Republicans  on  paper  but  a  few  years  before  ;  and  by  the 
Chamber,  which,  such  is  the  blessed  constitution  of  French  elections, 
will  generally  vote,  unvote,  revote  in  any  way  the  Government  wishes. 
With  a  wondrous  union,  and  happy  forgetfulness  of  principle,  monarcti, 
ministers,  and  deputies  issued  the  restriction  laws  ;  the  I^ess  was  sent 
to  prison  ;  as  for  the  poor  dear  Caricature,  it  was  fairly  murdered.  No 
more  political  satires  appear  now,  and  "through  the  eye,  correct  the 
heart ; "  no  more  poires  ripen  on  the  walls  of  the  metropolis  ;  Philipon's 
political  occupation  is  gone. 

But  there  is  always  food  for  satire ;  and  the  French  caricaturists, 
being  no  longer  allowed  to  hold  up  to  ridicule  and  reprobation  the 
King  and  the  deputies,  have  found  no  lack  of  subjects  for  the  pencil  in 
the  ridicules  and  rascalities  of  common  life.  We  have  said  that  public 
decency  is  greater  amongst  the  FrencT*  than  amongst  us,  which,  to 
some  rS  our  readers,  may  appear  paradoxical ;  but  we  shall  not  attempt 
to  argue  that,  in  private  roguery,  our  neighbours  are  not  our  equals. 
Tbeprach  of  Gisquet,  which  has  appeared  lately  in  the  papers,  shows 
how  deep  the  demoralization  must  be,  and  how  a  Government,  based 
itself  on  dishonesty  (a  tyranny,  that  is,  under  the  title  and  fiction  of  a 
democracy),  must  practise  and  admit  corruption  in  its  own  and  in  its 
agents'  dealings  with  the  nation.    Accordingly,  of  cheating  conmcis, 
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of  ministers  dabbling  with  the  funds,  or  extracting  underhand  profits 
for  the  granting  of  unjust  privileges  and  monopolies,— of  grasping, 
envious  police  restrictions,  which  destroy  the  freedom,  and,  with  it,  the 
integrity  of  commerce,^! hose  who  like  to  examine  such  details  may 
And  plenty  in  French  history :  the  whole  French  finance  system  has 
been  a  swindle  from  the  days  of  Luvois,  or  Law,  down  to  the  present 
time.  The  Government  swindles  tlie  public,  and  the  small  traders 
swindle  their  customers,  on  the  authority  and  example  of  the  superior 
powers.  Hence  the  art  of  rc^eiy,  under  such  high  patronage,  main- 
tains in  France  a  noble  front  of  impudence,  and  a  line  audacious  open- 
ness, which  it  does  not  wear  in  our  country. 

Among  the  various  characters  of  roguery  which  the  French  satirists 
have  amused  themselves  by  depicting,  there  is  one  of  which  ihe^^ai- 
Kfss  (using  the  word  in  the  sense  which  Mr.  Jonathan  Wild  gave  to  it) 
SO  far  exceeds  that  of  all  others,  embracing,  as  it  does,  all  in  turn,  that 
it  has  come  to  be  considered  the  type  of  roguery  in  genera! ;  and  now, 
just  as  all  the  political  squibs  were  made  to  come  of  old  from  the  lips 
of  Pasquin,  all  the  reflections  on  the  prevailing  cant,  knavery,  quackery, 
humbug,  are  put  into  the  mouth  of  Monsieur  Robert  Macaire. 

A  play  was  written,  some  twenty  years  since,  called  the  "  Auberge 
des  Adreis,"  in  which  the  characters  of  two  robbers  escaped  from  the 
galleys  were  introduced— Robert  Macaire,  the  clever  rogue  above  men- 
tioned, and  Bertrand,  the  stupid  rogue,  his  friend,  accomplice,  butt,  and 
scapegoat,  on  all  occasions  of  danger.  It  is  needless  to  describe  the 
play — a  witless  performance  enough,  of  which  the  joke  was  Maeaire's 
exaggerated  style  of  conversation,  a  farrago  of  all  sorts  of  high-flown 
sentiments  such  as  the  French  love  to  indulge  in— contrasted  with  his 
actions,  which  were  philosophically  unscrupulous,  and  his  appearance, 
which  was  most  picturesquely  sordid.  The  play  had  been  acted,  we 
believe,  and  foigOtten,whena  very  clever  actor,  M.  Frederick  Lemaitre, 
took  upon  himself  the  performance  of  the  character  of  Robert  Macaire, 
and  looked,  spoke,  and  acted  it  to  such  admirable  perfection,  that  the 
whole  town  rung  with  applauses  of  the  performance,  and  the  cari- 
caturists deUghted  to  copy  his  singular  figure  and  costume.  M.  Robert 
Macaire  appears  in  a  most  picturesque  green  coat,  with  a  variety  of 
lents  and  patches,  a  pair  of  crimson  pantaloons  ornamented  in  the 
same  way,  enormous  whiskers  and  ringlets,  an  enormous  stock  and 
shirt-fnll,  as  dirty  and  ragged  as  stock  and  shirt-frill  can  be,  the  relic 
of  a  hat  very  gaily  cocked  over  one  eye,  and  a  patch  to  take  away 
somewhat  from  the  brightness  of  the  other — these  are  the  principal 
pilot  of  his  costume — a  snuff-box  like  a  creaking  warming-pan,  a 
handkerchief  hanging  together  by  a  miracle,  and  a  switch  of  about  the 
thickness  of  a  man's  thigh,  formed  the  ornaments  of  this  exquisite 
peisona^e.    He  is  a  compound  of  Fielding's  "Blueskin"  and  Gold- 
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smith's,"  Ileau  Tibbs."  He  has  the  dirt  snd  dandyistll  of  ihe  one,  with 
the  ferocicy  of  the  oiher :  soroeiimes  he  is  made  lo  swindle,  but  where 
he  can  gel  a  shilling  more,  M.  Macoire  will  murder  wi thou (  scruple; 
be  performs  one  and  ihe  other  acl  (or  any  in  the  scale  between  them) 
with  a  similar  bland  imperturbability^  and  accompanies  his  actions 
with  such  philosophical  remarks  as  may  be  expected  from  a  person  of 
his  latents,  his  energies,  his  amiable  life  and  character. 

Berlrand  is  the  simple  recipient  of  Macaire's  jokes,  and  makes 
vicarious  atonement  for  his  crimes,  acting,  in  fact,  the  pan  which 
pantaloon  performs  in  the  paniomime,  who  is  entirely  uuder  the  fatal 
influence  of  clown.  He  is  quite  a.s  much  a  rogue  as  that  gentleman, 
but  he  has  not  his  genius  and  courage.  So,  in  pantomimes  (it  may, 
doubtless,  have  been  remarked  by  the  reader),  clown  always  leaps  tirsi, 
pantaloon  following  after,  more  clumsily  and  timidly  than  his  bold  and 
accomplished  friend  and  guide.  Whatever  blo*s  are  destined  for 
clown,  fall,  by  some  means  of  ill-luck,  upon  the  pate  of  pantaloon; 
whenever  the  clown  robs,  the  stolen  articles  are  sure  to  be  found  in  his 
companion's  pocket ;  and  thus  exactly  Robert  Macaire  and  his  com- 
panion Bertrand  are  made  to  go  through  the  world  ;  both  swindlers, 
but  the  one  more  accomptlshed  than  the  other.  Uoth  robbing  all  the 
world,  and  Robert  robbing  his  friend,  and,  in  the  event  of  danger, 
leaving  him  faithfully  in  the  lurch.  There  is,  in  ihe  two  characters, 
tome  grotesque  good  for  the  spectator — a  kind  of  "  Beggars'  Opera" 

Ever  since  Robert,  with  his  dandified  rags  and  airs,  his  cane  and 
snutT-box,  and  Bertrand  with  torn  surtout  and  all-absorbing  pocket, 
haveappeared  on  the  stage,  they  have  been  popular  with  the  Parisian:  ; 
and  wiih  these  two  '.ypes'of  clever  and  stupid  knavery,  M.  Philipon 
ajid  his  companion  Daumier  have  created  a,  world  of  pleasant  satire 
upon  all  the  prevailing  abuses  of  the  day. 

Almost  the  tirst  figure  that  these  audacious  caricaturists  dared  10 
depict  was  a  political  one  ;  in  Macaire's  red  breeches  and  tattered 
coal  appeared  no  less  a  personage  than  ihe  King  himself— the  old 
Poire — in  a  country  of  humbugs  and  swindlers  xhe/acUe  princeps;  fit 
to  govern,  as  he  is  deeper  than  all  the  rogues  in  his  dominions.  Ber- 
trand was  opposite  to  him,  and  having  listened  with  delight  and 
reverence  lo  some  tale  of  knavery  truly  royal,  was  exclaiming,  with  a 
look  and  voice  expressive  of  the  most  intense  admiration,  "  AH  VIEUX 
BLAGUEUR,  va;" — the  word  biiigue  is  untranslatable — it  mKAti^ Freiick 
humbug  as  distinct  from  all  other ;  and  only  those  who  know  the 
value  of  an  epigram  in  France,  an  epigram  so  wonderfully  just,  a  Utile 
word  so  curJOusly  comprehensive,  Cfin  fancy  the  kind  of  rage  and 
I'.ipt.ure  villi  which  it  was  received.  It  was  a  blow  ihat  shook  the 
wb9Je  d^ija^^p  ^.Thcrsitcs,lud,iticjt;  .Clvcn  sugha  (^uui)d  (o  AJi^i  w 
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Hector  in  arms  could  sc:ircely  have  inflicted  :  a  blow  sufKcicnt  almost 
to  create  the  madness  to  which  the  fabulous  herb  bf  Houier  and  Ovid 
fell  a  prey. 

Not  long,  however,  was  French  caricature  allowed  to  attack  pi;r- 
sonages  so  illustrious  ;  the  September  laws  came,  and  henceforth  no 
more  epigrams  were  launched  against  politics;  but  the  caricaturists 
were  compelled  to  confine  their  satire  to  subjects  and  characters  that 
had  nothing  to  do  with  the  State.  The  Duke  of  Orleans  was  no  longer 
to  figure  in  lithography  as  the  fantastic  Prince  Rosohn  ;  no  longer 
were  multitudes  (In  chalk)  to  shelter  under  the  enormous  shadow  of 
M.  d'Argout's  nose :  Marshal  Lobau's  squirt  was  hung  up  in  peace, 
and  M.  Thiers'  pigmy  6gure  and  round  ap&:iacled  face  were  no  more 
to  appear  in  print.*  Robert  Macaii-t  was  driven  out  of  the  Chambers 
and  ihe  Palace — his  remarks  were  a  great  deal  too  appropriate  and  100 
severe  for  the  ears  of  the  great  men  who  congregated  in  those  places. 

The  Chambers  and  the  Palace  were  shut  to  him  ;  but  the  rt^ue, 
driven  out  of  his  rogue's  paradise,  saw  "that  the  world  was  all  before 
him  where  to  choose,"  and  found  no  Jack  of  opportunities  for  exercising 
his  wiL  There  was  the  Bar,  with  its  roguish  practitioners,  rascally 
attorneys,  stupid  juries,  and  forsworn  jud^'es ;  there  was  the  Bourse, 
with  all  its  gambling,  swindling,  and  hoaxing,  its  cheats  and  its  dupes  ; 
the  Medical  Profession,  and  the  quacks  who  ruled  it,  alternately  ;  the 
Stage,  and  the  cant  that  was  prevalent  there  ;  the  Fashion,  and  its 
thousand  follies  and  extravagances.  Robert  Macaire  had  all  these  to 
txploiter.  Of  all  the  empire,  through  alt  the  rknks,  professions,  the 
lies,  crimes,  and  absurdities  of  tnen,  he'  itiay  make  sport  at  witt ;  of  all 
except  of  a  certain  class.  Like  Blucbtatd's  wife,  he  ntay  see  every- 
thing, but  is  bidden  to  i>a%uare  of  the  blue,  chamber  J  Robert  is  more 
wise  than  Bluebeard's  wife,  and  krioWs  thSt'it  would  cost  him  his  head 
to  enter  it.  Robert,  therefore,  keeps  aloof  for  the  moment.  Would 
there  be  any  use  in  his  martyrdom  ?  Bluebeird  cannot  live  for  ever  ; 
perhaps,  even  now,  those  are  on  their  way'lone  sees  a  suspicious  cloud 
of  dust  or  two)  that  are  to  destroy  him. 

In  the  meantime  Robert  and  his  friend  have  been  furnishing  the 
designs  that  we  have  before  as,  and  of  wliich  perhaps  the  reader  will 
be  edified  by  a  brief  description.  We  are  not,  to  be  sure,  to  judge  of 
the  French  nation  by  M.  Macaire,  any  more  thim  we  are  to  judge  of 
our  own  national  morals  in  the  last  century  by  such  a  book  as  the 
"Beggars'  Opera;"  but  upon  the  inorals  and  the  national  manners, 
works  of  satlfg  afford  a  world  of  light  that  one  would  in  vain  look  for 

*  Almost  all  the  principal  public  men  liiid  lieen  most  ludicromTy  oarlcatured 
in  the  C^orAwr/;  those  .mentioied  ttboy«  .wcteilsimllj  depicted  withihetli*- 
lincttreuUributcE  mcntiUBcd  by  us.  '  -  '  _     \.    .        -•■■■.      ., 
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in  regular  books  of  history.  Doctor  Smollett  would  have  blushed  to 
devote  any  considerable  portion  of  his  pages  to  a  discussion  of  the 
acts  and  character  of  Mr.  Jonathan  Wild,  such  a  figure  being  hardly 
admissible  among  the  dignified  personages  who  usually  push  all  others 
out  from  the  possession  of  the  historical  page  ;  but  a  chapter  of  that 
gentleman's  memoirs,  as  they  are  recorded  in  that  exemplary  recueii— 
the  "Newgate  Calendar;"  nay,  a  canto  of  the  great  comic  epic 
fuiTolving  many  fables,  and  containing  much  ei^^eiation,  hut  Still 
having  the  seeds  of  truth)  which  the  satirical  poet  of  those  days  wrote 
in  celebration  of  him — we  mean  Fielding's  "  History  of  Jonathan  Wild 
the  Great" — does  seem  to  us  to  give  a  more  curious  picture  of  the 
manners  of  those  times  than  any  recognized  history  of  them.  At  the 
close  of  his  history  of  George  II.,  Smollett  condescends  to  give  a 
short  chapter  on  Literature  and  Manners.  He  speaks  of  Glover's 
" Lconidas,"  Gibber's  "Careless  Husband,"  the  poems  of  Mason, 
Gray,  the  two  Whiteheads,  "the  nervous  style,  extensive  erudition, 
and  superior  sense  of  a  Cooke ;  the  delicate  taste,  the  polished  muse, 
and  tender  feeling  of  a  Lyttleton."  "  King,"  be  says,  "  shone  unrivalled 
in  Roman  eloquence,  the  female  sex  distinguished  themselves  by  thnr 
taste  and  ingenuity.  Miss  Carte  rivalled  the  celebrated  Dacier  in 
learning  and  critical  knowledge  \  Mrs.  Lennox  signalized  herself  by 
many  successful  elTorts  of  genius  both  in  poetry  and  prose ;  and  Miss 
Reid  excelled  the  celebrated  Rosalba  in  portrait-painting,  both  in 
miniature  and  at  large,  in  oil  as  well  as  in  crayons.  The  genius  of 
Cervantes  was  transferred  into  the  novels  of  Fielding,  who  painted  the 
characters  and  ridiculed  the  follies  of  life  with  equal  strength,  humour, 
and  propriety.  The  field  of  history  and  biography  was  cultivated  by 
many  writers  of  ability,  among  whom  we  distinguish  the  copious 
Guthrie,  the  circumstantial  Ralph,  the  laborious  Carte,  the  learned  and 
el^^t  Robertson,  and  above  all,  the  ingenuous,  penetrating,  and  com- 
prehensive Hume,"  &C.  &c.  We  will  quote  no  more  of  the  passage. 
Could  a  man  in  the  best  humour  sit  down  to  write  a  graver  satire  ? 
Who  cares  for  the  tender  muse  of  Lyttleton  ?  Who  knows  the  signal 
efforts  of  Mrs.  Lennox's  genius  ?  Who  has  seen  the  admirable  per-  ' 
formances,  in  miniature  and  at  large,  in  oil  as  well  as  in  crayons,  of  a 
Miss  Reid  ?  Laborious  Carte,  and  circumstantial  Ralph,  and  copious 
Guthrie,  where  are  they,  their  works,  and  their  reputation?  Mrs. 
Lennox's  name  is  just  as  clean  wiped  out  of  the  list  of  worthies  as  if 
she  had  never  been  bom  ;  and  Miss  Reid,  though  she  was  once  actual 
flesh  and  blood,  "  rival  in  miniature  and  at  large  "  of  the  celebrated 
Rosalba,  she  is  as  if  she  had  never  been  at  all ;  her  little  farthing  rush- 
light of  a  soul  and  reputation  liaving  tnimt  out,  and  left  neither  wick 
nor  tallow.  Death,  too,  has  overtaken  copious  Guthrie  and  circum- 
stantial Ralph.    Only  a  few  know  whereabouts  is  the  grave  where  lies 
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laborious  Cnrie  \  and  yet,  O  wondrous  power  of  genius !  Fielding's 
men  and  women  are  alive,  though  History's  are  not.  The  progenitors 
of  citcumstantiaE  Ralph  sent  forth,  after  much  labour  and  pains  of 
niaJcing,  educating,  feeding,  clothing,  a  real  man  child,  a  great  palpable 
mass  of  flesh,  bones,  and  blood  (we  say  nothing  about  the  spirit),  which 
was  to  move  through  the  world,  ponderous,  writing  histories,  and  to 
die,  having  achieved  the  title  of  circumstantial  Ralph  ;  and  lo  1  with- 
(Hit  any  of  the  trouble  that  the  parents  of  Ralph  had  undergone,  alone 
perhaps  in  a  watch  or  spunging-house,  fuddled  most  likely,  in  the 
blandest,  easiest,  and  most  goad-humoured  way  in  the  world,  Henry 
Fielding  makes  a  number  of  men  and  women  on  so  many  sheets  of 
paper,  not  only  more  amusing  than  Ralph  or  Miss  Reid,  but  more  like 
flesh  and  blood,  and  more  alive  now  than  they.  Is  not  Amelia  pre- 
paring her  husband's  little  supper?  Is  not  Miss  Snapp  chastely 
preventing  the  crime  of  Mr.  Firebrand?  Is  not  Parson  Adams  in  the 
midst  of  his  family,  and  Mr.  Wild  taking  his  last  bowl  of  punch  with 
the  Newgate  Ordinary  ?  Is  not  every  one  of  them  a  real  substantial 
Aav^-been  personage  now? — more  real  than  Reid  or  Ralph  f  For  our 
parts,  we  will  not  take  upon  ourselves  to  say  that  they  do  not  exist 
somewhere  else  ;  that  the  actions  attributed  to  them  have  not  really 
taken  place ;  certain  we  are  that  they  are  more  worthy  of  credence 
than  Ralph,  who  may  or  may  not  have  been  circumstantial ;  Who  may 
or  may  not  even  have  existed,  a  point  unworthy  of  disputation.  As  for 
Miss  Reid,  we  wHI  take  an  afSdavit  that  neither  in  miniature  nor  at 
lai^e  did  she  excel  the  celebrated  Rosalba ;  and  with  regard  to 
Mrs.  Lennox,  we  consider  her  to  be  a  mere  figment,  like  Narcissa, 
Miss  Tabitha  Bramble,  or  any  hero  or  heroine  depicted  by  the 
historian  of  "  Peregrine  Pickle." 

In  like  manner,  after  viewing  nearly  ninety  portraits  of  Robert 
Macaire  and  his  friend  Bertrand,  all  strongly  resembling  each  other, 
we  are  inclined  to  believe  in  them  as  historical  personages,  and  to 
canvass  gravely  the  circumstances  of  their  lives.  Why  should  we  not  f 
Have  we  not  their  portraits  ?  Are  not  they  sufficient  proofs  f  If  not, 
we  must  discredit  Napoleon  (as  Archbishop  Whately  teaches),  for 
about  his  figure  and  himself  we  have  no  more  authentic  testimony. 

Let  the  reality  of  M.  Robert  Macaire  and  his  friend  M,  Bertrand 
be  granted,  if  but  to  gratify  our  own  fondness  for  those  exquisite 
characters  :  we  find  the  worthy  pair  in  the  French  capital,  mingling 
with  all  grades  of  its  society,  ^^rj  magna  in  the  intrigues,  pleasures, 
f)erplexities,  rogueries,  speculations,  which  are  carried  on  in  Paris,  as 
in  our  own  chief  city ;  for  it  need  not  be  said  that  roguery  is  of  no 
country  nor  clime,  but  finds  wc  'ravrax'H  yi  imrpic  i  Poesovaa  yij,  is  a 
citizen  of  all  countries  where  the  quarters  are  good  1  among  our  merry- 
neighbours  it  finds  itself  very  much  at  its  ease. 
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Not  licing  endoivcd,  llien,  with  patrimonial  wealth,  but  compelled 
to  exercise  iheir  genius  to  obiain  distinction,  or  even  subsisienci.-,  wc 
see  Messrs.  Dertrand  and  Mucaire,  by  turns,  adopiinu  all  trades  and 
professions,  and  exercising  eacli  with  tlieir  own  peculiar  ingenuity.  As 
public  men,  we  have  spoken  already  of  their  appearance  in  one  or  two 
important  characters,  and  staled  that  the  Government  grew  (airly 
jealous  of  them,  excluding  them  from  office,  as  the  Whigs  did  Lord 
Brougham.  As  private  individuals,  they  are  made  to  distinguish 
themselves  as  the  founders  of  journals,  sociiUs  en  commandite  (com- 
panies of  which  the  members  are  irresponsible  beyond  the  amount  of 
their  shares),  and  all  sorts  of  commercial  speculations,  requiring 
intelligence  and  honesty  on  the  part  of  the  directors,  conlidence  and 
liberal  disbursements  from  the  shareliolders. 

These  are,  among  the  French,  so  numerous,  and  have  been  of  late 
yean  (in  the  shape  of  Newspaper  Companies,  Bitumen  Companies, 
Gal  van  iied- Iron  Companies,  Railroad  Companies,  &c,)  pursued  with 
such  a  blind  furor  and  lust  of  gain,  by  that  easily  excited  and 
imaginaiii'e  people,  that,  as  may  be  imagined,  the  satirist  has  found 
plenty  of  occasion  for  remark,  and  M,  Macaire  and  his  friend  innu- 
merable opportunities  for  exercising  their  talents. 

We  know  nothing  of  M.  Emile  de  Girardin,  except  that,  in  a  duel, 
be  shet  the  best  man  in  France,  Armand  Carrel ;  and  in  Girardin's 
favour,  it  must  be  said,  that  he  had  no  other  alternative  ;  but  was  right 
in  provoking  the  duel,  seeing  that  the  whole  RepuDlican  party  had 
vowed  his  destruction,  and  that  he  fought  and  killed  their  champion, 
as  it  were.  We  know  nothing  of  M.  Girardin's  private  character; 
bur,  as  far  as  we  can  judge  from  the  French  public  prints,  he  seems  to 
be  the  most  speculative  of  speculators,  and,  of  course,  a  fair  butt  for 
the  malice  of  the  caricaturists.  His  one  great  crime,  in  the  eyes  of  the 
French  Republicans  and  Republican  newspaper  proprietors,  was,  that 
Girardin  set  up  a  journal,  as  he  called  it,  "franchement  mo/mrc/tique," 
— a  journal  in  the  pay  of  the  monarchy,  that  is, — and  a  journal  that 
cost  only  forty  francs  by  the  year.  The  National  costs  twice  as  much  ; 
the  Charivari  itself  costs  half  as  much  again  ;  and  though  all  news- 
papers, of  all  parlies,  concurred  in  "snubbing"  poor  M.  Girardin  and 
bis  journal,  the  Republican  prints  were  by  far  the  most  hitler  against 
bim,  thundej  ing  daily  accusations  and  personalities :  whether  the  abuse 
was  well  or  ill  founded,  we  know  not.  Hence  arose  the  duet  with 
Carrel ;  after  the  termination  of  which,  Girardin  put  by  his  pistol,  and 
vowed,  very  properly,  lo  assist  in  the  shedding  of  no  more  blood.* 
Girardin  had  been  the  originator  of  numerous  other  speculations 
besides  the  journal :  the  capital  of  these,  like  ihac  of  the  journal,  was 
raised  by  shares,  and  the  shareholders,  by  some  fatality,  have  found 
themselves  wofuUy  in  the  lurch ;   while  Girardin  canies  on  the  war 
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gaily,  is,  or  was,  a  member  of  (he  Chamber  of  Deputies,  has  money, 
goes  to  Court,  and  possesses  a  certain  kind  of  reputation.  He  invented, 
we  beiieve,  the  "  Institution  Agronome  de  CoetbV*  'he  "  Physiono- 
type,"  the  "Journal  des  Connoissjnces  Utiles,"  the  "  Pantheon 
Littiraire,"  and  the  system  of  "  Primes" — premiums,  that  is — to  be 
^ven,  by  lottery,  to  certain  subscribers  in  these  iiisiitutions.  Could 
Kobett  Macaire  see  such  ihinj-s  going  on,  and  have  no  hand  in  them  ? 

Accordingly  Messrs.  Macaire  and  Uerlrand  are  mailc  the  heroes  of 
many  speculatiDiis  of  the  kind.  In  almost  the  first  print  of  our 
cotlection,  Kobert  discourses  to  Bertrand  of  his  projects.  "'  Bertrand," 
says  the  disrmerested  admirer  of  talent  and  enterprise,  "j'adore 
rindustrie.-  Si  tu  veux  nous  croons  une  banque,  mais  ii,  une  vraic 
banque  :  capital  cent  millions  de  millions,  cent  milliards  de  milliards 
d'aclions.  Nous  enfon^ons  ta  banque  de  France,  ies  banquiers,  les 
banquistes  ;  nous  enfongons  tout  le  monde."  "  Oui,"  says  Bertrand, 
very  cabn  and  stupid,  "mais  les  gendarmes?"  "Que  tu  es  bSte, 
Bertrand;  est-ce  qu'on  arrCte  un  millionnaire?"  Such  is  the  key  to 
M.  Macaire's  philosophy  ;  and  a  wise  creed  too,  as  times  go. 

Acting  on  these  principles,  Robert  appears  soon  after ;  he  has  not 
created  a  bank,  but  a  journal.  He  sits  in  a  chair  of  stale,  and  dis- 
courses to  a  shareholder,  Bertrand,  calm  and  stupid  as  before,  stands 
humbly  behind.  "  Sir,"  says  the  editor  of  Lit  Blague.  Journal  Quoti- 
dieime,  "  our  profits  arise  from  a  new  combination.  The  journal  costs 
twenty  francs  ;  we  sell  it  for  twenty-three  and  a  half.  A  million 
subscribers  make  three  millions  and  a  half  of  profits  ;  there  are  my 
figures  ;  contradia  me  by  figures,  or  I  will  bring  an  action  for  libel" 
The  reader  may  fancy  the  scene  takes  place  in  England,  where  many 
such  a  swindling  prospectus  has  obtained  credit  ere  now.  At  Place  33, 
Robert  is  still  a  journalist  ;  he  brings  to  the  editor  of  a  paper  an  article 
of  his  compositicn,  a  violent  attack  on  a  law.  "  My  dear  M.  Macaire," 
says  the  editor,  "  this  must  be  changed ;  we  must  praise  this  law." 
"  Bon,  bon  !"  says  our  versatile  Macaire,  "  Je  vais  rdioucher  5a,  et  je 
vous  fais  en  faveur  de  la  loi  un  article  tnonsseur." 

Can  such  things.be?  Is  It  possible  that  French  journalists  can 
so  forget  themselves?  The  rogues  t  (hey  should  come  to  England 
and  learn  consistency.  The  honesty  of  the  press  in  England  is  like 
the  air  we  breathe,  without  it  we  die.  No,  no  !  in  France,  the  satire 
may  do  very  well ;  but  for  England  it  is  too  monstrous.  Call  the 
press  stupid,  call  it  vulgar,  call  it  violent, — but  honest  i:  is.  Who  ever 
.  heard  of  a  journal  changing  its  politics  ?  O  tempera  !  O  mores!  as 
Robert  Macaire  says,  this  would  be  carrying  the  juke  ton  far. 

When  he  has  done  with  newspapers,  Kobert   Macaire  begins  to 

*  It  Is  not  necessary  to  enter  into  descriptiom  of  these  various  ii 
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distinguish  himself  on  'Change,*  as  a  creator  of  conipanies,  a  vendor 
of  shares,  or  a  dabbler  in  foreign  slock.  "Buy  my  coal-mine  shares," 
shouts  Robert;  "gold  mines,  silver  mines,  diamond  mines,  'sont 
de  la  pot-bouille  de  la  ratatouille  en  comparaison  de  ma  houille.'" 
"  Look,"  says  he,  on  another  occasion,  to  a  very  timid,  open-counte- 
nanced client,  "  you  have  a  properly  to  sell !  I  have  found  the  very- 
man,  a  rich  capitalist,  a  fellow  whose  bills  are  better  than  bank-notes." 
His  client  sells  ;  the  bills  are  taken  in  payment,  and  signed  by  that 
respectable  capitalist.  Monsieur  de  Saint  Bertrand,  At  Plate  8i,  we 
lind  him  inditing  a  circular  letter  to  all  the  world,  running  thus  : — 
"Sir, — I  regret  to  say  that  your  application  for  shares  in  the  Consoli- 
dated European  Incombustible  Blacking  Association  cannot  be  com- 
plied with,  as  all  the  shares  of  the  C.  E.  I.  fi.  A.  were  disposed  of  on 
the  day  they  were  issued.  I  have,  nevertheless,  registered  your  name, 
and  in  case  a  second  series  should  be  put  forth,  I  shall  have  the 
honour  of  immediately  giving  you  notice.  I  am,  sir,  yours,  &c,  the 
Director,  Robert  Macaire." — "  Print  300,000  of  these,"  he  says  to 
Bertrand,  "and  poison  all  France  with  them.  As  usual,  the  stupid 
Bertrand  remonstrates — "  but  we  have  not  sold  a  single  share ;  you 

have  not  a  penny  in  your  pocket,  and "    "  Bertrand,  you  are  an 

ass  1  do  as  I  bid  you." 

Will  this  satire  apply  anywhere  in  England }  Have  we  any  Con- 
solidated European  Blacking  Associations  amongst  us?  Have  we 
penniless  directors  issuing  El  Dorado  prospectuses,  and  jockeying 
their  shares  through  the  market?  For  information  on  this  head,  we 
must  refer  the  reader  to  the  newspapers  ;  or  if  be  be  connected  with 
the  City,  and  acquainted  with  commercial  men,  he  will  be  able  to  say 
whether  ali  the  persons  whose  names  figure  at  the  head  of  announce- 
ments of  projected  companies  are  as  rich  as  Rothschild,  or  quite  as 
honest  as  heart  could  desire. 

When  Macaire  has  sufliciently  expioiti  the  Bourse,  whether  as  a 
gambler  in  the  public  funds  or  other  companies,  he  sagely  perceives 
that  it  is  lime  to  turn  to  some  other  profession,  and,  providing  himself 
with  a  black  gown,  proposes  blandly  to  Bertrand  to  set  ujj— a  new 
religion.  "  Mon  ami,"  says  the  repentant  sinner,  "  le  temps  de  la 
commandite  va  passer,  mah  Us  badauds  tte  pasieront  pas,"  (O  rare 
sentence  !  it  should  be  written  in  letters  of  gold  i)  "  Occupons  nous 
dc  et  qui  est  iUratl.  Si  nous  fassions  une  religion?"  On  which 
M.  Bertrand  remarks,  "  A  religion !  what  the  devil — a  religion  is  not 
an  easy  thing  to  make."  But  Macaire's  receipt  is  easy.  "  Get  a  gown, 
take  a  shop,"  he  says,  borrow  some  chairs,  preach  about  Napoleon,  or 
the  discovery  of  America,  or  Molifere— and  there's  a  religion  for  you." 

*  We  have  given  a  description  of  a  genteel  Macaire  in  the  account  of  M.  de 
Bernard's  norels. 
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We  have  quoted  this  sentence  more  for  the  contrast  it  offers  with 
our  own  manners,  than  for  its  merits.  After  the  noble  paragraph, 
"  Les  badauds  nepasserontpas.  Occuponsnous-decequi  est  ^ternel," 
one  would  have  expected  better  satire  upon  cant  thajt  the  words  that 
follow.  We  are  not  in  a  condition  to  say  whether  the  subjects  chosen 
are  those  that  had  been  selected  by  P&re  Enfantin,  or  Chatel,  or 
Lacordaire  ;  but  the  words  are  curious,  we  thinlt,  for  the  very  reason 
that  the  satire  is  so  poor.  The  fact  is,  there  is  no  religion  in  Paris  ; 
even  clever  M.  Phiiipon,  who  satirizes  everything,  and  must  know, 
therefore,  some  little  about  the  subject  which  he  ridicules,  has  nothing 
to  say  but,  "  Preach  a  sermon,  and  that  makes  a  religion  ;  anything 
will  do."  If  attythiTtg  yi'A\  do,  it  is  clear  that  the  religious  commodity 
is  not  in  much  demand.  Tartufe  had  better  things  to  say  about 
hypocrisy  in  his  time  ;  but  then  Faith  was  alive  1  now,  there  is  no 
satirizing  religious  cant  in  France,  for  its  contrary,  true  religion,  has 
disappeared  altogether  ;  and  having  no  substance,  can  cast  no  shadow. 
If  a  satirist  would  lash  the  religious  hypocrites  in  England  now — the 
High  Church  hypocrites,  the  Low  Church  hypocrites — the  promiscuous 
Dissenting  hypocrites,  the  No  Popery  hypocrites — he  would  have 
ample  subject  enough.  In  France,  the  religious  hypocrites  went 
out  with  the  Bourbons.  Those  who  remain  pious  in  that  country 
(or,  rather,  we  should  say,  in  the  capital,  for  of  that  we  speak,)  are 
unaffectedly  so,  for  they  have  no  worldly  benefit  to  hope  for  from 
their  piety ;  the  great  majority  have  no  religion  at  all,  and  do  not 
scoff  at  the  few,  for  scoffing  is  the  minority's  weapon,  and  is  passed 
always  to  the  weaker  side,  whatever  that  may  be.  Thus  H.  B.  cari- 
catures the'  Ministers  :  if  by  any  accident  that  body  of  men  should 
be  dismissed  from  their  situations,  and  be  succeeded  by  H.  B.'s  friends, 
the  Tories, — what  must  the  poor  artist  do.'  He  must  pine  away  and 
die,  if  be  be  not  converted  ;  he  cannot  always  be  paying  compliments ; 
for  caricature  has  a  spice  of  Goethe's  Devil  in  it,  and  is  "der  Ceist 
der  stets  vemeint,"  the  spirit  that  is  always  denying. 

With  one  or  two  of  the  French  writers  and  painters  of  caricatures, 
the  King  tried  the  experiment  of  bribery;  which  succeeded  occasionally 
in  buying  off  the  enemy,  and  bringing  him  from  the  republican  to  the 
Foyal  camp ;  but  when  there,  the  deserter  was  never  of  any  use.  Figaro, 
when  so  treated,  grew  fat  and  desponding,  and  lost  all  his  sprightly 
verve;  and  Nemesis  became  as  gentle  as  a  Quakeress.  But  these 
instances  of  "ratting"  were  not  many.  Some  few  poets  were  bought 
over ;  but,  among  men  following  the  profession  of  the  press,  a  change 
of  pohtics  is  an  infringement  of  the  point  of  honour,  and  a  man  must 
fight  as  well  as  apostatize.  A  very  curious  table  might  be  made, 
signalizing  the  difference  of  the  moral  standard  between  us  and  the 
French.    Why  is  the  grossness  and  indcUcacy,  publicly  permitted  in 
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England,  unknown  in  France,  where  private  morality  is  certainly  at  a 
lower  ebb?  Why  Is  ihe  point  of  private  honour  now  more  rigidly 
maintained  among  the  French  ?  Why  is  it,  as  it  should  be,  a  moral 
disgrace  for  a  Frenchman  to  go  into  debt,  and  no  disgrace  for  him  to 
cheat  his  customer  ?  Why  is  there  more  honesty  and  leas— more  pro- 
priety and  less  ? — and  how  are  we  to  account  for  the  particular  vices  or 
virtues  which  belong  to  each  nation  in  its  turn? 

The  above  is  the  Reverend  M.  Macair^'s  solitary  exploit  as  a 
spiritual  swindler :  as-  Maitrt  Macaire  ia  the  courts  of  law,  as  avocat, 
avoai—\ti  a  humbler  capacity  even,  as  a  prisoner  at  the  bar,  he  distin- 
guishes himself  greatly,  as  may  be  imagined.  On  one  -occasion  we 
find  the  learned  gentleman  humanely  visiting  an  unfortunate  detenu — 
no  other  person,  in  fact,  than  his  friend  M.'  Bertrand,  who  has  fallen 
into  some  trouble,  and  is  awaiting  thft  sentence  of  the  law.  He 
begins-  .  . 

"  Mon  cher  Beitrand,  donne  moi  cent  tow,  fi  te  Erus  acquitter 
d'emblfe." 

"J'ai  pas  d'argenL" 

*'  U&  bien,  donne  moi  cent  francs.' 

"  Pas  le  sou."  

"  Tu  n'as  pas  dix  francs  7" 

'■'  Pas  un  Hard." 

"  Alors  donne  moi  tes  bottes,  je  plaident  la  drcen^ance 
attinuante." 

The  manner  in  which  Mattre  Macaire  soars  from  itie  cent  icHt  {n 
high  point  already)  to  the  sublime  of  the  boots^  is  in  the  best  comic 
style.  In  another  instants  be  pleads  before  a  judge,  and,  mistaking 
his  client,  pleads  for  defendant,  instead  of  plaintiff.  ''  The  infamy  of 
the  plaintifTs  character,  my  lads,  renders  his  testimony  on  such  a 
charge  as  this  wholly  unavailing."  "  M.  Macaire,  M.-  Macaire,"  cries 
the  attorney,  in  a  fright,  "you  are  for  theplaintifTI"  "TIms,  my  lords, 
is  what  the  defendant  will  say.  This  is  the  line  of' defence  which  the 
opposite  party  intend  to  pursue;  as  if  slanders  like  these  could  weigh 
with  an  enlightened  jury,  or  injure  the  spotless  reputation  of  my 
client .'"  In  this  story  and  expedient  M.  Macaire  has  been  indebted 
to  the  English  bar.  If  there  be  an  occupation  forthe  En^h  satirist 
in  the  exposing  of  die  cant  and  knavery  <A  the  pretenders  to  religion, 
what  room  is  there  for  him  to  lash  the  infamies  of  the  law  1  On  this 
point  the  French  are  babes  in  iniquity  compared-  to  -tis — a  counsel 
prostituting  himself  for  money  is  a  matter  with  us  so  stale,  that  it  is 
hardly  food  for  satire :  which,  to  be  popular,  must  6nd  some  much 
more  complicated  and  interesting  knavery  whereon  to  exercise  its  skilL 

M.  Macaire  is  more  skilful  in  love  than  in  law,  and  appears  once 
at  twice  in  a  very, amiable  light  white' under  die  influence.of  the 
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tender  passion.  We  liiid  him  at  the  head  of  «iie  of  those  useful 
cstablisbments  unknown  in  our  country — a  Bureau  de  Mariage :  half- 
a-dozen  of  such  places  are  daily  advertised  in  the  journals:  and  "une 
veuve  de  trente  ans  ayant  une  fortune  de  deux  cent  mille  francs,"  or 
"  une  demoiselle  de  quinze  ans,  jolie,  d'une  famille  tr^  distin^^, 
qui  poss^de  trente  mille  livreade  rentes,"— continually,  inthls  kind-  , 
hearted  way,  are  offering  themselves  to  the  pubUc  :  someiimes  it  is  a  . 
gentlemap,  with  a  "  physique  agr^able,— des  ta!ens  de  soci^t^  " — and  a 
placeunder  Government,  who  makes- a. sacrifice  of  himself  in  a  similar 
manner.  In  our  little  historical  gallery  we  find  this  j:^ilanthropic 
anti-Malthtisian  at  the  head  of  an  estabtishm^it  of  this  kind,  intro- 
ducing.B  very  tBe«k,  simple'k>oking<  bachelor  to  soise  distinguished 
ladies  ef  his  ceunausance,  ''L«l  roe  present  you,  sir,'to  Madame  de 
St.  Bertmnd ''  (it  is  our  old  friend);  ''veuve  de  la  grande  arm&,  et 
Mdll&  Eloa  de  Wormspira  Ces  dames  brfllent'  de  I'envie  de  fain; 
votre  connoissance.  Je  les  a!  invitees  ^diner  e)ie2Tous4;e  soir:  vous 
nous  menere;  4  I'op^ra,  et  nous  ferons  une  petite  partie  d'dcarti. 
Tenes  vous  bien,  M,  Gobard  I  ces  dames  ont  des  projets  sur  vous  ! " 

Happy  Gobard  I  happy  system,  which  can  thus  bring  the  pure  and 
loving  together,  and  acts  as'the  best  ally  of  Hymen  .'  The  announce- 
ment ef  the  rank  and  titles  of  Madame  de  St.  Bertrand — "veuve  de  la 
-grande  araifc"— is  very  happy.  ''La-  grande  armie"  has  been  a 
father  to  )9ore  orphans,  andra  husband  to;  marc  widenvs,  than  it  ever 
made.  Mistres^s  of  cafJs,  old  governesses,  keepers  of  boarding- 
houses,  genteel  be^ais,  and  ladies  of  lower  nmk  still,  have  this 
favounte  pedigiee.  They  have  all  had  malhfurs  (what  kind  it  is 
needless  to  particularize),  they  are  all  connected  with  the  grand 
k»mme^  and  their  fathers  were  all  colotKls.  Hhis  title  exactly  answers 
to  the  "  clergyman's  daughter"  in  Engiand>~as  "A  young  lady,  the 
daughter  of  a  clergyman,  is  desirous  to  teach,"  Slc.  ;  "  A  olei^;yman'( 
widow  receives  iaio  her  house  a  few  select,"  and  so  forth.  "  Appeal  to 
the-  benevolent. — By  a  series  of  unheard-of  calamities,  a  young  lady, 
dai^hter  of  a  deigyman  in  the  west  of  England,  has  been  plunged," 
ftc&c.  The  difference  is  curious,  as  indicating  the  standard  of 
respectability. 

■  -The  ^nale.  beggar  of  fashion  is  not  so  vrell  known  ^Oiong  us  as  in 
Paris,,  where  atreet-doors  are  open ;  six  or  eight  families  live  in  a 
-bouse ;  and  the  gentleman  who  earns  his  livelihood  by  this-  profession 
can-nako  half-a-dozen  visits  without  the  trouble  of  knocking  from 
house  to  house,  and  the  pain  of  being  observed  by  the  whole  street, 
while  the  footman  is  examining  him  bwj\  the  area.  Some  few  may 
be  seen  in  England  about  the  inns  of  court,  where  the  locality  is 
(avMirablg  (<irtKre,'howeVer,>the  owaeraof  the  chambers  are  not  pro<- 
Tfrbi^Uy  toft  «f  heart,  so  that  the  liatvest  mint  ^be  poot) ;  but  Paiit  is 

.^,)o^lc 
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full  of  such  adventurers, — &t,  smooth-tongued,  and  well-dressed,  with 
gloves  and  gilt-beaded  canes,  who  would  be  insulted  almost  by  the 
offer  of  silver,  and  expect  your  gold  as  their  right.  Amotig  these,  of 
course,  our  friend  Robert  plays  bis  part ;  and  an  excellent  engraving 
represents  him,  snuff-box  in  hand,  advancing  to  an  old  gentleman, 
whom,  by  his  poodle,  his  powdered  head,  and  his  drivelling,  stupid 
look,  one  knows  to  be  a  Carlist  of  the  old  regime.  "  I  beg  pardon," 
says  Robert ;  "  is  it  really  yourself  to  whom  I  have  the  honour  of 
speaking?" — "  It  is."  "  Do  you  take  snuff?" — "I  thank  you."  "Sir,  I 
have  had  misfortunes — I  want  assistance.  1  am  a  Vend^n  of  illus- 
trious birth.  You  know  the  family  of  Matairbtc — we  are  of  Brest. 
My  grandfather  served  the  King  in  his  galleys ;  my  father  and  I 
belong,  also,  to  the  marine.  Unfortunate  suits  at  law  have  plunged 
us  into  difficulties,  and  I  do  not  hesitate  to  ask  you  for  the  succour  tA 
ten  francs."—"  Sir,  'I  never  give  to  those  I  don't  know." — "  Right,  sir, 
perfectly  right  Perhaps  you  will  have  the  kindness  to  lend  me  ten 
francs  ?  " 

The  adventures  of  Doctor  Macaire  need  not  be  described,  because 
the  different  degrees  in  quackery  which  are  taken  by  that  learned 
physician  are  all  well  known  in  England,  where  we  have  the  advantage 
of  many  higher  degrees  in  the  science,  which  our  neighbours  know 
nothing  about.  We  have  not  Hahnemann,  but  we  have  bis  disciples  ; 
we  have  not  Broussais,  but  we  have  the  College  of  Health;  and 
surely  a  dose  of  Morrison's  pills  is  a  subiimer  discov«ty  than  a  draught 
of  hot  water.  We  had  SL  John  Long,  too — where  is  his  science  f — 
and  we  are  credibly  informed  that  some  important  cures  have  been 
effected  by  the  inspired  dignitaries  of  "the  church"  in  Newman  Street 
— which,  if  it  continue  to  practise,  will  sadly  interfere  with  the  profits 
of  the  regular  physicians,  and  where  the  miracles  of  the  AbM  Paris 
are  about  to  be  acted  over  again. 

In  speaking  of  M.  Macaire  and  his  adventures,  we  have  managed 
SO  entirely  to  convince  ourselves  of  the  reality  of  the  personage,  that 
we  have  quite  forgotten  to  speak  of  Messrs.  Philipon  and  Daumier, 
who  are,  the  one  the  inventor,  the  other  the  designer,  of  the  Macaire 
Picture  Gallery.  As  works  of  esprit,  these  drawings  are  not  more 
remarkable  than  they  are  as  works  of  art,  and  we  never  recollect  to 
have  seen  a  series  of  sketches  possessing  more  extraordinary  clever- 
ness and  variety.  The  countenance  and  figure  of  Macaire  and  the 
dear  stupid  Bertrand  are  preserved,  of  course,  with  great  fidelity 
throughout ;  but  the  admirable  way  in  which  each  fresh  character  is 
conceived,  the  grotesque  appropriateness  of  Robert's  every  successive 
attitude  and  gesticulation,  and  the  variety  of  Bertiand's  postures  of 
invariable  repose,  the  exquisite  fitness  of  all  the  other  characters, 
who  act  their  little  part  and  disappear  from  the  scenes  cannot  be 
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described  on  paper,  or  too  highly,  lauded.  The  figures  are  very 
carelessly  drann'i  but,  if  the  reader  can  understa.nd  us,  all  the  attitudes 
and  limbs  are  perfectly  conceived,  and  wonderfully  natural  and  various. 
After  pondering  over  these  drawings  for  some  hours,  as  we  have  been 
while  compiling  this  notice  of  them,  we  have  grown  to  believe  that  the 
personages  are  real,  and  the  scenes  remain  imprinted  on  the  brain  as  , 
if  wc  had  absolutely  been  present  at  their  acting.  Perhaps  the  clever 
way  in  which  the  plates  are  coloured,  and  the  excellent  eflect  which  is 
put  into  each,  may  add  to  this  illusion.  Now,  in  looking,  for  instance, 
at  H.  R.'s  s!im  vapoury  figures,  they  have  struck  us  as  excellent  lite- 
uAssts  of  men  and  women,  but  no  more:  the  bodies  want  spirit,  action, 
and  individuality.  George  Ctuikshank,  as  a  humorist,  has  quite  as 
mucli  genius,  but  he  does  not  know  the  art  of  "effect"  so  well  as 
Monsieiu'  Daumier;  and,  if  we  might  venture  to  give  a  word  of  advice 
to  another  humorous  designer,  whose  works  are  extensively  circulated 
— the  illustrator  of  "  Pickwick  "and  "  Nicholas  Nickleby"— it  would 
be  to  study  well  these  caricatures  of  Monsieur  Daumier ;  who,  though 
he  executes  very  carelessly,  knows  very  well  what  he  would  express, 
indicates  perfectly  the  attitude  and  identity  of  his  figure,  and  is  quite 
aware,  beforehand,  of  the  effect  which  be  intends  to  produce.  The 
one  we  should  fancy  to  be  a  practised  artist,  taking  his  ease ;  the  other, 
a  young  one,  somewhat  bewildered :  a  very  clever  one,  however,  who, 
if  be  would  think  more,  and  exaggerate  less,  would  add  not  a  little  to 
his  reputation. 

Having  pursued,  all  through  these  remarks,  the  comparison  between 
English  art  and  French  an,  English  and  French  humour,  manners, 
and  morals,  perhaps  we  should  endeavour,  also,  to  write  an  analytical 
essay  on  English  cant  or  humbug,  as  distinguished  from  French.  It 
might  be  shown  that  the  latter  was  more  picturesque  and  startling,  the 
former  more  substantial  and  positive.  It  has  none  of  the  poetic  flights 
of  the  French  genius,  but  advances  steadily,  and  gains  more  ground 
in  the  end  than  its  sprightlier  compeer.  But  such  a  discussion  would 
carry  us  through  the  whole  range  of  French  and  English  history,  and 
the  reader  has  probably  read  quite  enough  of  the  subject  in  this  and 
the  foregoing  pages. 

We  shall,  therefore,  say  no  more  of  French  and  English  caricatures 
generally,  or  of  Mr.  Macaire's  particular  accomplishments  and  adven- 
tures. They  are  far  better  understood  by  examining  the  original 
pictures,  by  which  Phllipon  and  Daumier  have  illustrated  them,  than 
by  translations  first  into  print  and  afterwards  into  English.  They  form 
a  very  curious  and  instructive  commentary  upon  the  present  state  of 
society  in  Paris,  and  a  hundred  years  hence,  when  the  whole  of  this 
struggling,  noisy,  busy,  merry  race  shall  have  exchanged  their  pleasures 
or  occupations  for  a  quiet  cofGn  (and  a  tawdry  lying  epitaph)  at  Mont- 
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inai1re,-or  Pire  'U'Clia.ise;  when  the  foUreS'htrerecorded' shall  have 
been  superseded  by  atw  ones,  and  the  fools  now-so  a.clive  shall  have 
given  up  the  inheritance  of  the  world  to  iheir  children;  the  latter  vriH, 
at  least,  have  the  advantage  of  knoiving,  intimately  and  exa.cc1y,  the 
muincTs  of  life  and -being  of  their  grandsiies,  and  calling  up,  when  they 
so  choose'  it^  our.ghosts  frocn  the  grave,  to  live,  love,  quarrel,  swindle, 
nifier,  and  struggle  on  blindly  aS'  of  yore.  And  when  the  amused 
q>eculator  shall  have  laughed  sufficiently  at  the  immensity  of  our  follies, 
and  the  paltriness  of  our  aims,  smiled  at  our  exploded  superstitions, 
wondered  how  this  man  should  be  tonsidered  great,  who  is- now  clean 
foigottei)  (as  copious  Guthrie  before  mentioned) ;  how  thi&  should 
have  been  thought  a  patriot  whe  is  but  a  knaVe  spouting  common- 
place; or  h6w  that'should  have  been  dubbed  a  philosopher  who  is  but 
It  dull  fool,  Uinlang  solennii  and  pretendirg  to  tee:  in  the  Auk;  when 
he  shall  have  exan>it)ed  all  these  at  his  'teirare,  smiling  in  a  [feasant 
contempt  and  good'huiBoured  superiority,  and  thanking  heaven  fiH- his 
increased  Ughts,  lutfiHshnt  the  hook)  and  be'afool  as  his 'fathers  were 
before  him. 
'     It  runs  m  die  bloods    Well  hsst  .thou:t^,4>-ra^ed  Maeane,— 
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LITTLE   POINSINET. 

ABOUT  the  year  1760,  there  lived,  at  Paris,  a  little  fellow,  who  was 
the  darling  of  all  the  wags  of  hia  acquaintance.  Nature  seemed, 
in  Ihe  formation  of  this  little  man,  to  have  amused  herself,  by  giving 
loose  to  half  a  hundred  of  her  most  comical  caprices.  He  had  some 
wit  and  drollery  of  hia  own,  which  sometimes  rendered  his  sallies  very 
amusing ;  but,  where  his  friends  laughed  with  him  once,  they  laughed 
at  him  a  thousand  times,  for  he  had  a  fund  of  absurdity  in  himself 
that  was  more  pleasant  than  all  the  wit  in  the  worid.  He  was  as 
proud  as  a  peacock,  as  wicked  as  an  ape,  and  as  silly  as  a  goose.  He 
did  not  possess  one 'single  grain  of  common  sense  ;  but,  iu  revenge, 
his  pretensions  were  enormous,  his  ignorance  vast,  and  his  credulity 
more  extensive  sliil.  From  his  youlh  upwards,  he  had  read  nothing 
but  ihe  new  novels,  and  the  verses  in  the  almanacs,  whicb  helped  him 
not  a  little  in  making,  what  he  called,  poetry.of  his  own  ;  for,  of  course, 
our  Utile  hero  was  a  poet.  All  the  common  usages  of  life,  all  the  ways 
of  the  world,  and  all  the  customs  of  society,  seemed  to  be  quite 
unknown  to  him  ;  add  to  these  good  qualities,  it  magnificent  conceit, 
a  cowardice  inconceivable,  and  a  face  so  irresistibly  comic,  that  every 
one  who  lirst  beheld  it  was  compelled  to  burst  out  a-laughing,  and  you 
will  have  some  notion  of  this  strange  little  gentleman.  He  was  very 
proud  of  his  voice,  and  uttered  all  his  sentences  in  the  richest  tragic 
tone.  He  was  little  better  than  a  dwarf;  but  he  elevated  his  eyebrows, 
held  up  his  neck,  )valked  on  the  tips  of  his  toes,  and  gave  himself  the 
airs  of  a  giant.  He  had  a  Ifiile  pair  of  bandy  legs,  which  seemed 
much  too  short  to  support  anything  like  a  human  body ;  but,  by  the 
help  of  these  crooked  supporters,  he  thought  he  could  dance  like  a 
Grace ;  and,  indeed,  fancied  all  the  graces  possible  were  to  be  found 
in  his  person.  His  goggle  eyes  were  always  rolling  about  wildly,  as  if 
in  correspondence  with  the  disorder  of  his  little  brain  ;  and  his  coun- 
tenance thus  wore  an  expression  of  perpetual  wonder.  With  such 
happy  natural  gifts,  he  not  only  fell  into  all  traps  that  were  laid  for 
him,  but  seemed  almost  to  go  out  of  his  way  to  seek  them  ;  although, 
to  be  sure,  liis  friends  did  not  give  him  much  trouble  in  that  search, 
for  they  prepared  hoaxes  for  him  incessantly. 

One  day  the  wag£  introduced  him  to  a  company  of  ladies,  who, 
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though  not  countesses  and  princesses  exactly,  took,  nevertheless,  those 
titles  upon  themselves  for  Ihe  nonce ;  and  were  all,  for  the  same 
reason,  violently  smitten  with  Master  Poinsinet's  person.  One  of  them, 
the  lady  of  the  house,  was  especially  tender ;  and,  seating  him  by  her 
side  at  supper,  so  plied  him  with  smiles,  ogles,  and  champagne,  that 
our  little  hero  grew  crazed  with  ecstasy,  and  wild  with  love.  In  the 
midst  of  his  happiness,  a  cruel  knock  was  heard  below,  accompanied 
by  quick,  loud  talking,  swearing,  and  shuffling  of  feet ;  you  would 
have  thought  a  regiment  was  at  the  door.  "0  heavens  !"  cried  the 
marchioness,  starting  up,  and  giving  to  the  hand  of  Poinsinet  one 
parting  squeeze;  "fly  —  fly,  my  Poinsinet:  'tis  the  colonel  —  my 
husband  V  At  this,  each  gentleman  of  the  party  rose,  and,  drawing 
his  rapier,  vowed  to  cut  his  way  through  the  colonel  and  all  his 
mousquetaires,  or  die,  if  need  be,  by  the  side  of  Poinsinet. 

The  little  fellow  was  obliged  to  lug  out  his  sword  too,  and  went 
shuddering  downstairs,  heartily  repenting  of  his  passion  for  marchio- 
nesses: When  the  party  arrived  in  the  street,  they  found,  sure  enough, 
a  dreadful  company  rf  mousquetaires,  as  they  seemed,  ready  to  oppose 
their  passage.  Swords  crossed, — torches  blazed  ;  and,  with  the  most 
dreadful  shouts  and  imprecations,  the  contending  parties  rushed  upon 
one  another ;  the  friends  of  Poinsinet  surrounding  and  supporting 
that  little  warrior,  as  the  French  knights  did  King  Francis  at  Pavia, 
otherwise  the  poor  fellow  certainly  would  have  fallen  down  in  the 
gutter  from  fright 

But  the  combat  was  suddenly  interrupted  ;  for  the  neighbours,  who 
knew  HOthing  of  the  trick  going  on,  and  thought  the  brawl  was  real, 
had  been  screaming  with  all  their  might  for  the  police,  who  began 
about  this  time  to  arrive.  Directly  they  appeared,  friends  and  enemies 
of  Poinsinet  at  once  took  to  their  heels  :  and,  in  this  part  of  the  trans- 
action, at  least,  our  hero  himself  showed  that  he  was  equal  to  the 
longest-legged  grenadier  that  ever  ran  away. 

When,  at  last,  those  little  bandy  legs  of  his  had  borne  him  safely 
to  his  lodgings,  all  Poinsinet's  friends  crowded  round  him,  to  con- 
gratulate him  on  his  escape  and  his  valour. 

"  Egad,  how  he  pinked  that  great  red-haired  fellow ! "  said  one. 

"  No ;  did  I  ?  "  said  Poinsinet. 

"  Did  you  ?  Psha  !  don't  try  to  play  the  modest,  and  humbug  tu; 
you  know  you  did.  I  suppose  you  will  say,  next,  that  you  were  not 
for  three  minutes  point  to  point  with  Cartentierce  himself,  the  most 
dreadful  swordsman  of  the  army." 

"  Why,  you  see,"  says  Poinsinet,  quite  delighted,  "  it  was  so  dark 
that  I  did  not  know  with  whom  I  was  engaged ;  altliough,  corbleu,  I 
did  far  one  or  two  of  the  fellows."  And  after  a  little  more  of  such 
conversation,  during  which  he  was  fully  persuaded  that  he  had  done 
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for  a  dozen  of  the  CDemy  at  least,  Foinsinet  went  to  bed,  bis  little 
person  trembling  with  fright  and  pleasure ;  and  he  fell  asleep,  and 
dreamed  of  rescuing  ladies,  and  destroying  monsters,  like  a  second 
Amadis  dc  Gaule. 

When  he  awoke  in  the  morning,  he  found  a  party  of  his  friends  in 
his  room :  one  was  e:<amining  his  coat  and  waistcoat ;  another  was 
casting  many  curious  glances  at  his  inexpressibles.  "  Look  here  !  " 
said  this  gentleman,  holding  up  the  garment  to  the  light ;  "one— two 
three  gashes  !  I  am  hanged  if  the  cowards  did  not  aim  at  Poinsiuet's 
legs  I  There  are  four  holes  in  the  sword  arm  of  his  coat,  and  seven 
have  gone  right  through  coat  and  waistcoaL  Good  heaven  I  Poinsinet, 
have  you  had  a  surgeon  to  your  wounds  ?  " 

"  Wounds  ! "  said  Ihe  little  man,  springing  up,  "  1  don't  know — that 
is,  I  hope— that  is— O  Lord !  0  Lord  I  I  hope  I'm  not  wounded ! "  and, 
after  a  proper  examination,  he  discovered  he  was  not 

"  Thank  heaven !  thank  heaven  1 "  said  one  of  the  wags  (who, 
indfeed,  during  the  slumbers  of  Poinsinet  had  been  occupied  in  making 
these  very  holes  through  the  garments  of  that  individual),  "  if  you  have 
escaped,  it  is  by  a  miracle.  Alas  I  alas  !  all  your  enemies  have  not 
been  so  lucky." 

"  How  !  is  anybody  wounded  ? "  said  Poinsinet. 

"  My  dearest  friend,  prepare  yourself ;  that  unhappy  man  who  came 
to  revenge  his  menaced  honour  —  that  gallant  officer — that  injured 
husband.  Colonel  Count  de  Cartentierce " 

"Well?" 

"  Is  NO  MORE  I  he  died  this  morning,  pierced  through  with  nine- 
teen wounds  from  your  hand,  and  calling  upon  his  country  to  revenge 
his  murder." 

When  this  awful  sentence  was  pronounced,  all  the  auditory  gave 
a  pathetic  and  simultaneous  sob  ;  and  as  for  Poinsinet,  he  sank  back 
on  his  bed  with  a  howl  of  terror,  which  would  have  melted  a  Visigoth 
to  tears,  or  to  laughter.  As  soon  as  his  terror  and  remorse  had,  in 
some  degree,  subsided,  his  comrades  spoke  to  him  of  the  necessity  of 
making  his  escape ;  and,  huddling  on  his  clothes,  and  bidding  them 
all  a  tender  adieu,  he  set  off,  incontinently,  without  his  breakfast,  for 
England,  America,  or  Russia,  not  knowing  exactly  which. 

One  of  his  companions  agreed  to  accompany  him  on  a  part  of  this 
journey, — that  is,  as  far  as  the  barrier  of  St.  Denis,  which  is,  as  every- 
body knows,  on  the  high  road  to  Dover;  and  there,  being  tolerably 
secure,  they  entered  a  tavern  for  breakfast ;  which  meal,  the  last  that 
he  ever  was  to  take,  perhaps,  in  his  native  city,  Poinsinet  was  just 
about  to  discuss,  when,  behold !  a  gentleman  entered  the  apartment 
where  Poinsinet  and  his  friend  were  seated,  and,  drawing  from  his 
pocket  a  paper,  with  "  Au  NOM  DU  Roy"  flourished  on  the  top,  read 
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from- it,  or  rather  from  Poinsinet's  own  fl^re,  TiiS  exact  signaUment, 
laid  his  hand  on  his  shoolder,  and  arrested  him  in  the  name  oC  the 
King,  and  of  the  provost-marstial  of  Paris.  "  I  arrest  you,  sir,"  said 
he,  gravely, "  with  regret  j  you  have  slain,  with  seventeen  wounds,  in 
single  combat.  Colonel  Count  de  Cartentierce,  one  of  his  Majesty's 
household ;  and,  as  his  murderer,  you  fall  under  the  immediate 
authority  of  the  provost-marshal,  and  die  without  Irial  or  benefit  of 
clergy." 

Vou  may  fancy  how  the  poor  little  man's  appetite  fell  when  he 
heard  this  speech.  "In  the  provost-marshal's  hands?"  said  his  friend r 
"  then  it  is  all  overj  inideed  !    When  does  my  poor  friend  suffer,  sir .' " 

"At  half-past  six  o'clock,  the  day  after  to-morrow,"  said  the  officer, 
SBtting  down,  and 'helping  himself  to  wine.  "But  slop,"  said  he, 
suddenly;  "sure  I  cdn'i  mistake?  Yes — no-^yes  it  is.  My  dear 
friend,  my  dear  Durand  !  don't  you'  recollect  your  old  schoolfellow, 
Antoine  ?"  And  here\vith  the  officer  flung  himself  into  the  arms  of 
Durand,  Poinsinet's  comrade,  and  they  performed  a  most  affecting 
scene  of  friendship. 

■  "  This  may  be  of  Borne  service  to  you,"  whispered  Durand  to  Poin- 
sinet !  and,  after  some  further  parley,  he  asked  the  oliflcer  when  he 
was  bound  to  deliver  up  his  prisoner  ;  and,  hearing  that  he  was  not 
called  upon  to  appear  at  the  Marshalsea  before  six  o'clock  at  night, 
Monsieur  Durand  prevailed  upon  Monsieur  Antoine  to  wait  until  that 
hour,  and  in  the  meantime  to  allow  his  prisoner  to  walk  about  the 
town  in  his  company.  This  request  was,  with  a  little  difficulty, 
granted  ;  and  poor  Poinslnet  begged  to  be  carried  to  the  houses  of  hii 
various  fiiends,  and  bid  them  farewell.  Some  were  awaie  of  the  trick 
that  had  been  played  upon  him  ;  others  were  not ;  but  the  poor  little 
man's  credulity  was  so  great,  that  it  was  impossible  to  undeceive  him; 
and  he  went  from  house  to  house  bewaiHng  his  fate,  and  followed  by 
the  complaisant  marshal's  officer. 

The  news  of  his  death  he  received  with  much  more  meekness  than 
could  have  been  expected  ;  but  what  he  could  not  reconcile  to  himself 
was,  the  idea  of  dissection  afterwards.  "  What  can  they  want  with 
me?"  cried  the  poor  wretch,  in  an  unusual  fit  of  candour.  "  I  am  very 
small  and  ugly  ;  it  would  be  different  if  I  were  a  tall  fine-looking  fellow," 
But  he  was  given  to  understand  that  beauty  made  very  little  difTerence 
to  the  surgeons,  who,  on  the  contrary,  would,  on  certain  occasions, 
prefer  a  deformed  man  to  a  handsome  one ;  for  science  was  much 
advanced  by  the  study  of  such  monstrosities.  With  this  reason  Poin- 
sinet  was  obliged  to  be  content ;  and  so  paid  his  rounds  of  visits,  and 
repeated  his  dismal  adieux. 

The  ofticer  of  the  provost-marshal,  however  amusing  Poinsinet's 
woes  might  have  been,  began,  by  this  time,  to  grow  very  weary  of 
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tbem,  and  ^ve  hhn  more  than  one  opportanhy  to  esca|».  He  would 
Mopat  sboii^tvlndows,  loiler  round  comers,  and  look  up  in  the  aky,  but  ' 
all  in  vain  :  Poinsinerwould  noi  escape,  do  what  the  other  would.  At 
length,  luckily,  about  dinner-time,  the  officer  met  one  of  Poinsinet's 
friends  and  his  own  :  and  the  three  agreed  to  dine  at  a  tavern,  as  they 
had  breakfasted  ;  and  here  the  officer,  who  vowed  that  he  had  been 
sp  for  fere  weeks  incessantly,  fell  suddenly  asleep,  in  the  profoundest 
feiti^e*,  and  Poinsinet  was  persuaded,  after  much  hesitation  on  his 
pan,  to  take  leave  of  him. 

And  now,  this  danger  oTc^rrome,  another  was  to  be  avoided.  Beyond 
X  doubt  the  police  were  after  him,  and  how  was  he  to  avoid  them?  He 
must  be'  di^^ised,  of  course  ;  and  one  of  his  friends,  a  tall,  gaunt, 
hwyer's  clerk,  agreed  to  provide  him  with  habits. 
■  So  Ihilc  Foiusiiiet  dressed  himself  out  in  the  clerk's  dingy  black 
suit,  of  which  the  knee-breeches  hung  down  to  his  heels,  and  the  waist 
of  the  coat  reached  to  the  calves  of  his  legs ;  and,  furthermore,  he 
blacked  his  eyebrows,  and  wore  a  huge  black  periwig,  in  which  his 
friend  vowed  that  no  one  could  recognize  him.  But  the  most  painful 
incideht,  "with'  'regard  to  the  periwig,  wks,  that  Poinsinet^  whose 
solitary  beau  tyi^if  beauty  ilTnight  te'called^was  a  head  of  copious, 
curling,  yellow  hair,  was  compelled  to  snip  off  every  one  of  his  golden 
locks,  and  to  rub  the  bristles  with  a  black  dye;  "for  if  your  wig  were 
to  come  off,"  said  the  lawyer,  "and  your  fair  hair  to  tiJmble  over  your 
shoulders,  every  man  would  know,  or  at  least  suspect  you."  So  off  the 
locks  were  cut,  and  in  his  black  suit  and  periwig  little  Poinsinet  went 
abroad. 

His  friends  had  thdr  cue  ;  and  when  he  appeared  amongst  them, 
not  one  seemed  to  know  him.  He  was  taken  into  companies  where  his 
character  was  discussed  before  him,  and  his  wonderful  escape  spoken 
of.  At  last  he  was  introduced  to  the  very  officer  of  the  provost -marshal 
who  had  taken  him  into  custody,  and  who  told  him  that  be  had  been 
dismissed  the  provost's  service,  in  consequence  of  the  escape  of  the 
prisoner.  Now,  for  the  first  lime,  poor  Poinsinet  thought  himself 
tolerably  safe,  and  blessed  his  kind  friends  who  had  procured  for 
him  such  a  complete  disguise.  How  this  affair  ended  1  know  not,— 
«4iether  some  new  lie  was  coined  to  account  far  his  release,  or  whether 
he  was  simply  told  that  he  had  been  hoaxed:  it  mattered  little;  for  the 
lillle  man  was  quite  as  ready  to  be  hoaxed  the  next  day. 

Poinsinet  was  one  day  invited  (o  dine  with  one  of  the  servants  of 
the  Tuileries ;  and,  before  his  arrival,  a  person  in  company  had  been 
decorated  wiih  a  knot  of  lace  and  a  gold  key,  such  as  chamberlains 
wear;  he  was  introduced  to  Poinsinet  as  the  Count  de  Tiuchses, 
chamberlain  to  the  King  of  Prussia.  After  dinner  the  conversation 
fell  upon  the  Counts  visit  tO'  Paris ;  whea  bis  Excellency,  with  a  niys- 
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terious  air,  vowed  that  he  had  only  come  for  pleasure^  "  It  is  mighty 
well,"  said  a  third  person,  "  and,  of  course,  we  can't  cross-question  your 
lordship  too  closely  ;"  but  at  the  samft  time  it  was  hinted  to  Poinsinet 
that  a  person  of  such  consequence  did  not  travel  for  nothing,  whb 
which  opinion  Poinsinet  solemnly  agreed  :  and,  indeed,  it  was  borne 
out  by  a  subsequent  declaration  of  the  Count,  who  condescended,  at 
last,  to  tell  the  company,  in  confidence,  that  he  had  a  mission,  and  a 
most  important  one — to  find,  namely,  among  the  literary  men  of 
France,  a  governor  for  the  Prince  Royal  of  Prussia.  The  company 
seemed  astonished  that  the  King  had  not  made  choice  of  Voltaire  or 
lyAlembert,  and  mentioned  ,a  dozen  other  distinguished  men  who 
might  be  competent  to  this  important  duty ;  but  the  Count,  as  may  be 
imagined,  found  objections  to  every  one  of  thbrn  :  and,  at  last,  one  of 
the  guests  said,  that,  if  his  Prussian  Majesty  was  not  particular  as  to 
age,  he  knew  a  person  more  fitted  for  the  place  than  any  other  who 
could,  be  found, — his  honourable  triend,  M.  Poinsinet,  was  the  indi- 
vidual Co  whom  he  alluded. 

"  Good  heavens  1 "  cried  the  Count,  "  is  it  possible  that  the  celebrated 
FoiDsioet  would  take  such  a  place?  I  would  give  the  world  to  see 
him  ! "  And  you  may  fancy  how  Poinsinet  simpered  and  blushed  when 
the  introduction  immediately  took  place. 

The  Count  protested  to  him  that  the  King  would  be  charmed  to 
know  him  ;  and  added,  that  one  of  his  operas  (for  it  must  be  told  that 
our  little  friend  was  a  vaudeville-maker  by  trade)  had  been  acted  seven- 
and-twenty  times  at  the  theatre  at  Potsdam.  His  Excellency  then 
detailed  to  him  all  the  honours  and  privileges  which  the  governor  of 
the  Prince  Royal  might  expect ;  and  all  the  guests  encouraged  the 
little  man's  vanity,  by  asking  him  for  his  protection  and  favour.  In  a 
short  lime  our  hero  grew  so  inflated  with  pride  and  vanity,  that  he  was 
for  patronizing  the  chamberlain  himself,  who  proceeded  to  inform  him 
that  he  was  furnished  with  all  the  necessary  powers  by  his  sovereign, 
who  had  specially  enjoined  him  to  confer  upon  the  future  governor  of 
bis  son  the  royal  order  of  the  Black  Eagl& 

Poinsinet,  dehghted,  was  ordered  to  kneel  down  ;  and  the  Count 
produced  a  large  yellow  riband,  which  he  hung  over  his  shoulder,  and 
which  was,  he  declared,  the  grand  cordon  of  the  order.  You  must 
fancy  Poinsinet's  face  and  excessive  delight  at  this ;  for  as  for 
describing  them,  nobody  can.  For  four-and-Cwenty  hours  the  happy 
chevalier  paraded  through  Paris  with  this  flaring  yellow  riband ;  and 
he  was  not  undeceived  until  bis  friends  had  another  trick  in  store 
for  him. 

He  dined  one  day  in  the  company  of  a  man  who  understood  a  little 
of  the  noble  art  of  conjuring,  and  perfonned  some  clever  tricks  on  the 
cards.    Poinsinet's  organ  of  wonder  was  enonnous  ;  he  looked  on  with 
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the  gravity  and  awe  of  a  child,  and  thought  the  man's  tiicks  sheer 
miracles.    It  wanted  no  more  to  set  his  companions  to  work. 

"Who  is  this  wonderful  man?"  said  he  to  his  neighbour. 

"  Why,"  said  the  other,  mysteriously,  "  one  hardly  knows  who  he 
is  ;  or,  at  least,  one  does  not  like  to  say  to  such  an  indiscreet  fellow  as 
you  are."  Poinsinet  at  once  swore  to  be  secret.  "Well,  then,"  said  , 
his  friend,  "  you  will  hear  that  man — that  wonderful  man — called  by  a 
name  which  is  not  his  :  his  real  name  is  Acosta ;  he  is  a  Portuguese 
Jew,  a  Rosicrucian,  and  Cabalist  of  the  first  order,  and  compelled  to 
leave  Lisbon  for  fear  of  the  Inquisition,  He  performs  here,  as  you 
see,  some  extraordinary  things,  occasionally ;  but  the  master  of  the 
bouse,  who  loves  him  excessively,  would  not,  for  the  world,  that  his 
name  should  be  made  public" 

"Ah,  bah!"  said  Poinsinet,  who  affected  the  be!  esprit;  "you 
don't  mean  to  say  that  you  believe  in  magic,  and  cabalas,  and  such 
trash?" 

"  Do  I  not  ?  You  shall  Judge  for  yourseE"  And,  accordingly, 
Poinsinet  was  presented  to  the  magician,  who  pretended  to  take  a  vast 
liking  for  him,  and  declared  that  he  saw  in  him  certain  marks  which 
would  infallibly  lead  him  to  great  eminence  in  the  magic  art,  if  he 
chose  to  study  it. 

Dinner  was  served,  and  Poinsinet  placed  by  the  side  of  the  miracle- 
worker,  who  became  very  confidential  with  him,  and  promised  him — 
ay,  before  dinner  was  over — a  remarkable  instance  of  his  power. 
Nobody,  on  this  occasion,  ventured  to  cut  a  single  joke  against  poor 
Poinsinet ;  nor  could  he  fancy  that  any  trick  was  intended  against  him, 
for  the  demeanour  of  the  society  towards  him  was  perfectly  grave  and 
respectful,  and  the  conversation  serious.  On  a  sudden,  however,  some- 
body exclaimed,  "  Where  is  Poinsinet  ?  Did  any  oije  see  him  leave 
the  room  ?  " 

"All  the  company  exclaimed  how  singular  the  disappearance  was  ; 
and  Poinsinet  himself,  growing  alarmed,  turned  round  to  his  neighbour, 
and  was  about  to  explain. 

"  Hush  ! "  said  the  m^^cian,  in  a  whisper ;  "  I  told  you  that  you 
should  see  what  I  could  da  I  have  made yau  invisibles  be  quiet,  and 
you  shall  sec  some  more  tricks  that  I  shall  play  with  these  fellows." 

Poinsinet  remained  then  silent,  and  listened  to  his  neighbours, 
who  agreed,  at  last,  that  he  was  a  quiet,  orderly  personage,  and  had 
left  the  table  early,  being  unwilling  to  drink  too  much.  Pfesenily  they 
ceased  to  talk  about  him,  and  resumed  their  conversation  upon  other 


At  first  It  was  very  quiet  and  grave,  but  the  master  of  the  house 
brought  back  the  talk  to  the  subject  at  Poinsmet,  and  uttered  all  sorts 
of  abuse  concerning  hiia    He  begged  the  gentleman,  who  had  intro- 
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duced  such  a  little  scamp  into  his  hause,  ta  bring  hiin  thither  do  more : 
whereupon  the  oiher  look  up,  warmly,  Poinsinet's  defence  (  declared 
that  he  was  a  man  of  the  greatest'  merit,  frequenting  the  best  society, 
and  remarkable  for  his  talents  as  well  as  his  virtues. 

"  Ah ! "  said  Poinsinet  to  the  magician,  quite  channed  at  what  ha 
heard,  "  how  ever  shall  1  thaok  you,  my  dear  sir,  for  thus  showing  me 
who  my  true  friends  are?" 

The  magician  promised  him  stiU  further  favour*  in  prospect ;  and 
told  him  to  lookout  now,  for  he  was  about  to  throw  all  ^the  company 
into  a  ten^Mrary  lit  of  madness,  wbi|;h,  do  dout)t,  would  be  very 
amusing.  ,.....,. 

In  consequence,  all  the  con^iany,  who  had-heard  eveiy, syllable  of 
the  conversation,  began  to  perform  the  most  extraordinary  antics,  mucli 
to  the  delight  c^  PoinsiQet  One  asked  a  nonsensical  question,  and  the 
other  delivered  an  answer  nol  at  all  to  the  purpose.  If  a  man-  asked 
for  a  drink,  they  poured  him  out  a  pepper-box  or  a  napkin:  they  toolf 
a  pinch  of  snuif,  and  swore  it  was  excellent  wine  g  and  vowed  that  the 
bread  was  the  mSst  delicious  muttoB*ver  tasted.  TJie  little  man  was 
delighted.  , 

"Ah!"  said  he,"  these  fellows  are  prettily  published  fur  thdi  rascally 
backbiting  of  me ! "  i 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  the  host, ''  I  shall  now  give  you  some  celebrated 
champagae,"  and  he  poured  out  to  each  a  glass  «rwaler<:   >-.  •/ 

"  Good  heavens!"  said  one,  spitting  it  out,  with  the  most  horrible 
grimace,  "  where  did  you  get  this  detestable  claret? "    ,  . , 

"Ah,  faugh!"  said  a.  second^  ,"1  never  tasted  such  .vile  corked 
burgundy  in  all  my- days!"  .aad.<rh«. threw  the  glass  of  wajer  into 
Poinsinet's  face,  as  did  half  a  dojen  of-the,9ther  guest^,'di¥n«:hJDg  the 
poor  wretch  to  the  skin.  To. complete  this  pleasant  illusion,  two  of 
the  guests  fell  to  boxing  across  Poiusinet,  who  received  a  nurobet  of 
the  blows,  and  received  them  with  the  patience  of. a  fakir)  feeling  him- 
self, more  flattered  by  the  precious  privilege  of  bdwdding  this  scene 
invisible,  than  hurt  by  the  blows  and  butfets  which  the  mad  company 
bestowed  upon  him.  .,..■.,., 

The  fame  of  this  adventure  spread  quickly  over  Paris,  and  all  the 
woridlonged  to  have  at  their  houses  the  representation  of  Pei'nsinel 
the  Invisible.  The  servants  and. the  whole  company  used  to.  be.put  up 
to  the  liick ;  and  Poinsinet,  who  belieyed  in  his  invisibility  as  much  as 
he  did  in  hia  existence,  w«it  abotft  with  his  friend  and.  protector  the 
magician.  People,  of  course,  nevcf  pretended  to  see  him,,  and.  would 
very  often  not  talk  of  him  at  all  for  some  time,  but  hold  sober  con- 
versation about  anything  else  in  the  iworld.  When  dinner  was  served, 
of  course  there  was  no  cover  laid  for  Poinfinet,  who  carried  about  a 
little  stool  onwluchhe.sa|t  J)yjthe5ideofihe;milg(cian„i>ndjUH'ayiatc 
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off'  his-  plate.  -  Everybody  was  astonished  at  the  magician's  appetite 
and  at  the  quantity  of  wine  he  drank ;  as  for  little  Poinsinet)  he  nevet 
once  suspected  any  trtok,  and  had  such  a  confiden'ce  in  his  magician, 
that,  1  da  believe,  if  the  latter  had  told  him  to  Hing  himself  out  of 
window,  he  would  have  done  so,  without  tbe  slightest  trepidation,  , 

Among  other  mystilicatioQS  in  which  the  Portuguese  enchanter 
jdunged  him,  was  one  which  used  to  afford  always-  a  good  deal  of 
amusement  He  informed  Poinsinet,  with  great  mystery,  ihat  ht  was 
not  himself;  he  was.  not,  that  is  to  say,  that  ugly,  defoi'ined  little 
monster,  called  Potnsinet;  but  that  his  birth  w^  most  illustrious,  and 
bis  real  name  Polycarte.  He  was,  in  fact,  thf  son  of  a  celebrated 
magician;  but  other  magicrans,  enemies  trf  his  father,  had 'chatiged 
him. in  his  cradle,  altering  his  features  into  their  present  hideous  shape, 
inorder-that  asilly  old  fellow,  called  PoinHmet,,might  take  him  to  he 
his  own  son,  which  little  monst«:  the  magiciantbad  likewise  spirited 

The  poor  wretch  was  sadly  cast  down  at  this ;  for  he  tried  to  fancy 
that  his  person  was  agreeable  to  the  ladies,  of  whom.hewB3'4>nt:'<^ 
the  warmest  little  admirers  possible;  and  to  console  him^ somewhat, 
the  magician  told  him-that  his  re^  shape  was  exquisitely  -faeiuliful, 
and  as  soon  as  he  should  appear  in  it,  alt  the  beauties  in  Paris  would 
beathis  feet  But  how  toregainit?  "Oh, for  one  minute  6f  that 
beauty!"  cried  the  little  man;  "what  would  he  not  give-[«  appear 
under  that  enchanting  forml"  The  magician  hereupon  waved  his 
stick  over  his  head, pronounced  some  awful  magical  words,  and  twisted 
him  round  three  times;  at  the  third  twist,  the  men  in  company  seemed 
struck  with  astonishment  and  envy,  the  ladies  clasped  their  ihands, 
and  some  of  them  Idssed  his.  Everybody  declared  his  beauty  to  he 
supernatural. 

Poinsinet,  enchanted,  rushed  (oaglass.  "Fooll"  said  the  magician'; 
"  do  you  suppose  (hat  yau.  can  see  the  change  ?  My  power  to  render 
you  invisible,  beautiful,  or  ten  times  more  hideous  even  than  you  are, 
extends  only  to  others,  not  to  you.  You  may  look  a  thousand  times 
in  the  glass,  and  you  will  only  see  those  deformed  limbs  and  disgupting 
features  with  which  devilish  malice  has  disguised  you."  Poorr  little 
Poinsinet  looked,  and  came  back  in-  tears.  ■  "  But,"  resumed  the 
magician, — "ha,  ha,  ha  I— /.  kno.w  <i-way  in  which  to  disappoiet  the 
machinations  of  these  fiendish  magi."  .  .      , 

"  Oh,  my  benefactor  !~my  great  raaslei ! — for  heaven's  saheteH 
it  !"g»sped  Poinsinet  ■..  . 

"Look  you— it  is  this.  A  prey  to  enchantment  and  demoniac 
art  all  your  life  long,  you  have  lived  until  your  present  age  perfectly 
satisfied  ;  nay,  absolutely  vain  of  a  person  die  most  singularly  hideous 
that,  ever  walliefl  the  earth,!*,  .-  .^  ,  .    ,  ..,,    ,,  ,.,,-,- 
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"Is  il?"  whispered  Poinsinet.    "  Indeed  and  indeed  I  didn't  think 

it  so  bad!" 

"  He  acknowledges  it  I  he  acknowledges  it ! "  roared  the  magician. 
"  Wretch,  dotard,  owl,  male,  miserable  buzzard  !  I  have  no  reason 
to  tell  thee  now  that  thy  form  is  monstrous,  that  children  cry,  that 
cowards  turn  pale,  that  teeming  matrons  shudder  to  behold  it.  It  is 
not  thy  fault  that  thou  art  thus  ungainly;  but  wherefore  so  blind? 
wherefore  so  conceited  of  thyself?  1  tell  thee,  Poinsinet,  that  over 
every  fresh  instance  of  thy  vanity  the  hostile  enchanters  rejoice  and 
triumph.  As  long  as  thou  art  blindly  satisfied  with  thyself;  as  long 
as  thou  pretendest,  in  thy  present  odious  shape,  to  win  the  love  of 
aught  above  a  negress  ;  nay,  further  still,  until  thou  hast  learned  to  - 
regard  that  face,  as  others  do,  with  the  most  intolerable  horror  and 
disgust,  to  abuse  it  when  thou  seest  it,  to  despise  it,  in  short,  and  treat 
that  miserable  disguise  in  which  the  enchanters  have  wrapped  thee  with 
the  strongest  hatred  and  scorn,  so  long  art  thou  destined  to  wear  it" 

Such  speeches  as  these,  continually  repeated,  caused  Poinsinet  to 
be  fiilly  convinced  of  his  ugliness;  he  used  to  go  about  in  companies, 
and  take  every  opportunity  of  inveighing  gainst  himself;  he  made 
verses  and  epigrams  against  himself;  he  talked  about  "that  dwarf, 
Poinsinet;"  "that  buffoon,  Poinsinet;"  "that  conceited,  hump-backed 
Poinsinet ;"  and  he  wouFd  spend  hours  before  the  glass,  abusing  his 
own  face  as  he  saw  it  reflected  there,  and  vowing  that  he  grew  hand- 
somer at  every  fresh  epithet  that  he  uttered. 

Of  course  the  wags,  from  time  to  time,  used  to  give  him  every 
.  possible  encouragement,  and  declared  that,  since  this  exercise,  his 
person  was  amazingly  improved.  The  ladies,  too,  began  to  be  so 
excessively  fond  of  him,  that  the  little  fellow  was  obliged  to  caution 
them  at  last — for  the  good,  as  he  said,  of  society  ;  he  recommended 
them  to  draw  lots,  for  he  could  not  gratify  them  all ;  but  promised, 
when  his  metamorphosis  was  complete,  that  the  one  chosen  should 
become  the  happy  Mrs,  Poinsinet ;  or  to  speak  more  correctly, 
Mrs.  Poiycarte. 

I  am  sorryto  say,  however,  that,  on  the  score  of  gallantry,  Poinsinet 
was  never  quite  convinced  of  the  hideousness  of  his  appearance.  He 
had  a  number  of  adventures,  accordingly,  with  the  ladies,  but  strange 
to  say,  the  husbands  or  fathers  were  always  interrupting  him.  On  one 
occasion  he  was  made  to  pass  the  night  in  a  slipper-bath  fiill  of  water; 
where,  although  he  had  all  his  clothes  on,  he  declared  that  he  nearly 
ui^t  his  death  of  cold.    Another  night,  in  revenge,  the  poor  fellow, 


spent  a  number  of  hours  contemplalmg  the  beauty  of  the  n 
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the  tiles.  These  adventures  are  pretty  numerous  tn  the  memoirs  of 
M.  Poinsinel ;  but  the  fact  is,  that  people  in  Prance  w^e  a  great  deal 
more  philosophical  in  those  days  than  the  EngUsh  are  now,  so  that 
Poinsinet's  loves  must  be  passed  over,  as  not  being  to  our  taste.  His 
m^cian  was  a  great  diver,  and  told  Foinsinet  the  most  wonderful 
tales  of  his  two  minutes'  absence  under  water.  These  two  minutes,  he 
said,  lasted  through  a  year,  at  least,  whidi  he  sent  in  the  company  of  a 
naiad,  more  beautiful  than  Venus,  in  a  palace  more  splendid  than  even 
Versailles.  PMred  by  the  description,  Foinsinet  used  to  dip,  and  dip, 
but  he  never  was  known  to  malie  any  mennaid  acquaintances,  although 
be  htlly  believed  that  one  day  he  should  find  sucK 

The  invisible  joke  was  brought  to  an  end  by  Poinsinet's  too  great 
reliance  on  it ;  for  being,  as  we  have  said,  of  a  very  tender  and  sanguine 
disposition,  he  one  day  fell  in  love  with  a  lady  in  whose  company  be 
dined,  and  whom  he  actually  proposed  to  embrace ;  but  the  fair  la4y, 
in  the  hurry  of  the  moment,  forgot  to  act  up  to  the  joke ;  and  instead 
of  receiving  Poinsinet's  salute  with  calmness,  grew  indignant,  called 
him  an  impudent  little  scoundrel,  and  lent  him  a  sound  box  on  the  ear. 
With  this  slap  the  invisibility  of  Foinsinet  disappeared,  the  gnomes 
and  genii  left  him,  and  he  settled  down  into  common  life  again,  and 
was  hoaxed  only  by  vulgar  means, 

A  vast  number  of  pages  might  be  filled  with  narratives  of  the 
tricks  that  were  played  upon  him ;  but  they  resemble  each  other  a 
good  deal,  as  may  be  imagined,  and  the  chief  point  remarkable 
about  them  is  the  wondrous  faith  of  Foinsinet  After  being  intro- 
duced to  the  Prussian  ambassador  at  the  Tuileries,  he  was  presented 
to  the  Turkish  envoy  at  the  Place  Vendome,  who  received  him  in 
state,  surrounded  by  the  officers  of  his  establishment,  all  dressed  in 
the  smartest  dresses  that  the  wardrobe  of  the  Op£ra  Comique  could 
Aimish. 

As  the  greatest  honour  that  could  he  done  to  him,  Foinsinet  was 
invited  to  eat,  and  a  tray  was  produced,  on  which  was  a  dehcate  dish 
prepared  in  the  Turkish  manner.  This  consisted  of  a  reasonable 
quantity  of  mustard,  salt,  cinnamon  and  ginger,  nutmegs  and  cloves, 
with  a  couple  of  tablespoonfuls  of  cayenne  pepper,  to  give  the  whole 
A  flavour ;  and  Poinsinet's  countenance  may  be  imagined  when  he 
introduced  into  his  mouth  a  quantity  of  this  exquisite  compound. 

"  The  best  of  the  joke  was,"  says  the  author  who  records  so  many 
«f  the  pitiless  tricks  practised  upon  poor  Foinsinet,  "  that  the  little 
man  used  to  laugh  at  them  afterwards  himself  with  perfect  good 
Limiour ;  and  lived  in  the  daily  hope  that,  from  being  the  sufferer,  he 
should  become  the  agent  in  these  hoaxes,  and  do  to  others  as  he  had 
been  done  by."  Passing,  therefore,  one  day,  on  the  Font  Neu^  with 
a  friend  who  had  been  one  of  the  greatest  performers,  the  latter  said 
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to  him,  "  Poinsinet,  my  good  fellow,  thou  bast  suffered  enough,  and 
thjr  suffeiings  have  made  thee  so  wise  and  cunning,  that  thou  art 
worthy  of  entering  among  tfie  initiated,  and  hoaxing  in  thy  turn," 
Poinsinet  was  charmed ;  he  asked  when  he  should  be  initiated,  and 
how  ?  It  was  told  him  that  a  moment  would  suffice,  and  that  the 
ceremony  might  be  performed  on  the  spot.  At  this  news,  and  accord- 
ing to  order,  Poinsinet  flung  himself  straightway  on  his  knees  in  the 
kennel ;  and  the  other,  drawing  his  sword,  solenmly  initiated  him  into 
the  sacred  order  of  jokers.  From  that  day  the  little  man  believed 
himself  rectived  into  the  society  ;  and  to  this  having  brou^  him,  let 
us  bid  bim  a  respectfol  adieu. 
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THE  DEVIL'S    WAGER. 

IT  was  the  hour  of  the  night  when  there  be  none  stirring  save  church- 
yard ghosts — when  all  doors  are  dosed  except  the  gates  of  graves, 
and  all  eyes  shut  but  the  eyes  of  wicked  men. 

When  there  is  no  sound  on  the  earth  except  the  ticking  of  the 
grasshopper,  or  the  croaking  of  obsccce  frogs  in  the  poole. 

And  no  light  except  that  of  the  blinking  staxres,  and  the  wicked 
and  devilish  wiJls-o'-the-wisp,  as  they  gambol  among  the  marshes,  and 
lead  good  men  astraye. 

When  there  is  nothing  moving  in  heaven  except  the  owU,  as  he 
flappeth  along  lazily ;  or  the  magician,  as  he  rides  on  hb  infernal 
broomsticke,  whistling  through  the  aire  like  the  arrowes  of  a  Yorkshire 
archere. 

It  was  at  this  hour  (namely,  at  twelve  o'clock  of  the  night,)  that 
two  beings  went  winging  through  the  black  clouds,  and  holding 
converse  with  each  other. 

Now  the  first  was  Mercurius,  the  messenger,  not  of  gods  (as  the 
heathens  feigned),  but  of  daemons ;  and  the  second,  with  whom  he 
held  company,  was  the  soul  of  Sir  Roger  de  Rollo,  the  brave  knight. 
Sir  Roger  was  Count  of  Cliauchigny,  in  Champagne ;  Seigneur  of 
Santerre,  Villacerf  and  aultre  lieux.  But  the  great  die  as  well  as  the 
humble;  and  nothing  remained  of  brave  Roger  now,  but  his  coffin  and 
his  deathless  souL 

And  Mercurius,  in  order  to  keep  fast  the  soul,  his  companion,  had 

.   bound  him  round  the  neck  with  his  tail  ■  which,  when  the  soul  was 

stubborn,  he  would  draw  so  tight  as  to  strangle  him  well  nigh,  sticking 

into  him  the  barbed  point  thereof;  whereat  the  poor  soul,  Sir  Rollo, 

would  groan  and  roar  lustily. 

Now  they  two  had  come  together  from  the  gates  of  purgatorie,  being 
bound  to  those  regions  of  fire  and  flame  where  poor  sinners  fiy  and 
roast  in  specula  sasculorum. 

"  It  is  hard,"  said  the  poor  Sir  Rollo,  as  they  went  gliding  through 
the  clouds,  "that  I  should  thus  be  condemned  for  ever,  and  all  for 

"How,  Sir  Soul?"  said  the  dsemon.  "You  were  on  ear^  so 
wicked,  that  not  one,  or  a  million  of  aves,  could  suffice  to  keep  from 
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hell-flame  a  creature  like  thee  ;  but  cheer  up  and  be  meny ;  thou  wilt 
be  but  a  subject  of  our  lord  the  Devil,  as  am  I ;  and,  perhaps,  thou 
wilt  be  advanced  to  posts  of  honour,  as  am  1  also  :"  and  (a  show  his 
authoriticj  he  lashed  with  his  tail  the  ribbes  of  the  wretched  Rollo. 

"  Nevertheless,  sinner  as  1  am,  one  more  ave  would  have  saved  me ; 
for  my  sister,  who  was  Abbess  of  St.  Mary  of  Chauchigny,  did  so 
prevail,  by  her  prayer  and  good  works,  for  my  lost  and  wretched  soul, 
that  every  day  I  felt  the  pains  of  pui^tory  decrease  ;  the  pitchforks 
which,  on  my  first  entry,  had  never  ceased  to.  vex  and  torment  my  poor 
carcase,  were  now  not  applied  above  once  a  week  ;  the  roasting  had 
ceased,  the  boiling  had  discontinued ;  only  a  certain  warmth  was  kept 
up,  to  remind  me  of  my  situation," 

"A  gentle  slewe,"  said  the  dsemon. 

"  Yea,  truly,  I  was  but  in  a  stew,  and  all  from  the  effects  of  the 
prayers  of  my  blessed  sister.  But  yesterday,  he  who  watched  me  in 
puigatory  told  me,  that  yet  another  prayer  from  my  sister,  and  my  bonds 
should  be  unloosed,  and  I,  who  am  now  a  devil,  should  have  been  a 
blessed  angel" 

"  And  the  other  ave  ? "  said  the  daemon. 

She  died,  sir — my  sister  died — death  choked  her  in  the  middle  of  the 
prayer,"  And  hereat  the  wretched  spirit  began  to  weepe  and  whine 
piteously ;  his  salt  tears  falling  over  his  beard,  and  scalding  the  tail  of 
Mercurius  the  devil. 

"  It  is,  in  truth,  a  hard  case,"  said  the  daemon ;  "  but  I  know  of  no 
remedy  save  patience,  and  for  that  you  will  have  an  excellent  oppor- 
tunity in  your  lodgings  below." 

"  But  I  have  relations,"  said  the  Earl ;  "  my  kinsman  Randal,  who 
has  inherited  my  lands,  wiU  he  not  say  a  prayer  for  hts  uncle  ? " 

"  Thou  didst  hate  and  oppress  him  when  living." 

"  It  is  true ;  but  an  ave  is  not  much ;  bis  sister,  my  niece, 
Matilda " 

"  You  shut  her  in  a  convent,  and  hanged  her  lover." 

"  Had  I  not  reason?  besides,  has  she  not  others?" 

"A  dozen,  without  doubt" 

"And  my  brother,  the  prior?" 

"  A  liege  subject  of  my  lord  the  Devil :  he  never  opens  his  mouth, 
except  to  utter  an  oath,  or  to  swallow  a  cup  of  wine." 

"  And  yet,  if  but  one  of  these  would  but  say  an  ave  for  me,  I  should 

"  Aves  with  them  are  rarx  aves,"  replied  Mercurius,  wagging  his 
tail  right  waggishly ;  "and  what  is  more,  I  will  lay  thee  any  wager  that 
not  one  of  these  will  say  a  prayer  to  save  thee." 

"  I  would  wager  willingly,"  responded  he  of  Chauchigny ;  "  but 
what  his  a  poor  soul  like  me  to  stake  P " 
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"  Every  evening,  after  the  day's  roasting,  my  lord  Satan  giveth  a 
cup  of  cold  watei  lo  his  servants ;  I  will  bet  thee  thy  water  for  a  year, 
that  none  of  the  three  will  pray  for  thee." 

"  Done  I "  said  Rotlo. 

"  Done  ! "  said  the  diemon ;  "  and  here,  if  I  mistake  not,  is  thy 
castle  of  Chauchigny," 

Indeed,  it  was  true.  The  soul,  on  looking  down,  perceived  the 
tall  towers,  the  courts,  the  stables,  and  the  &ir  gardens  of  the  castle. 
Although  it  was  past  midnight,  there  was  a  blaze  of  light  in  the 
banqueting-hall,  and  a  lamp  burning  in  the  open  window  of  the  Lady 
Matilda. 

"  With  whom  shall  we  begin  ?  "  said  the  diemon  :  "  with  the  baron 
or  the  lady?" 

"  With  the  lady,  if  you  wiU." 

"  Be  it  so ;  her  window  is  open,  let  us  enter." 

So  they  descended,  and  entered  silently  into  Matilda's  chamber. 

The  young  lady's  eyes  were  fixed  so  intently  on  a  little  clock,  that 
it  was  no  wonder  that  she  did  not  perceive  the  entrance  of  her  two 
visitors.  Her  fair  cheek  rested  on  her  white  arm,  and  her  white  arm 
on  the  cushion  of  a  great  chair  in  which  she  sat,  pleasantly  supported 
by  sweet  thoughts  and  swan's  down ;  a  lute  was  at  her  side,  and 
a  book  of  prayers  lay  under  the  table  (for  piety  is  always  modest). 
Like  the  Amorous  Alexander,  she  sighed  and  looked  (at  the  clock)— 
and  sighed  for  ten  minutes  or  more,  when  she  softly  breathed  the  word 
"  Edward ! " 

At  this  the  soul  of  the  Baron  was  wrolh.  "  The  jade  is  at  her 
old  pranks,"  said  he  to  the  devil ;  and  then,  addressing  Matilda : 
"  1  pray  thee,  sweet  niece,  turn  thy  thoughts  for  a  moment  from 
that  villanous  page,  Edward,  and  give  them  to  thine  affectionate 

When  she  heard  the  voice,  and  saw  the  awful  apparition  of  her 
uncle  (for  a  year's  sojourn  in  purgatory  had  not  increased  the  come- 
liness of  his  appearance),  she  started,  screamed,  and  of  course  fainted. 

But  the  devil  Mercurius  soon  restored  her  to  herself.  "  What's 
o'clock  ?"  said  she,  as  soon  as  she  had  recovered  from  her  fit ;  "  is  he 

"  Not  thy  lover,  Maude,  but  thine  uncle — that  is,  his  soul  For 
the  love  of  heaven,  listen  to  me  :  I  have  been  frying  in  purgatory  for 
a  year  past,  and  should  have  been  in  heaven  but  for  the  want  of  a 
single  ave." 

"  I  will  say  it  for  thee  to-morrow,  uncle." 

"  To-night,  or  never," 

"  Well,  to-night  be  it ;"  and  she  requested  the  devil  Mercurius  to 


i66  THE  PARIS  SKETCH  BOOK. 

give  her  the  prayer-book  from  under  the  table ;  but  he  had  no  sooner 
touched  the  holy  book  than  he  dropped  it  with  a  shriek  and  a  yell. 
"  It  was  hotter,"  he  said,  "  than  his  master  Sir  Lucifer's  own  particular 
pitchfork."  And  the  lady  was  forced  to  begin  her  ave  without  the  aid 
of  her  missal 

At  the  commencement  of  her  devotions  the  daemon  retired,  and 
carried  with  him  the  anxious  soul  of  poor  Sir  Roger  de  Rollo. 

The  lady  knelt  down — she  sighed  deeply;  she  looked  again  at  the 
clock,  and  began — 

"Ave  Maria." 

When  a  lute  was  heard  under  the  window,  and  a  sweet  voice 


"Now  the  toils  of  day  are  over. 
And  the  sun  halh  sunk  to  rest. 
Seeking,  like  a  fiery  lorer, 
The  bosom  of  the  blushing  west — 
"  The  faithful  night  keeps  watch  and  ward. 
Raising  the  moon,  liec  silver  shield, 
And  summoning  the  stars  to  goaid 
The  slumbeis  of  ray  lair  Matlulde  ! " 

"  For  mercy's  sake  ! '  said  Sir  RoUo,  "  the  ave  first,  and  tiert  the 
song." 

So  Matilda  again  dutifully  betook  her  to  her  devotions,  and 
began— 

"  Ave  Maiia  gratis  plena  ! "  but  the  music  began  again,  and  the 
prayer  ceased  of  course. 

"The  foithM  night  I    Now  ell  things  Ue 
Hid  by  her  mantle  dark  and  dim, 
In  pious  hope  I  hither  hie. 

And  humbly  chaunt  mine  evening  hymn. 
"Thou  art  my  prayer,  my  saint,  my  shrine 
(For  never  holy  pilgrim  kneel'd. 
Or  wept  at  feet  more  pure  than  thine). 
My  violin  love,  my  sweet  MathiMe!" 

"  Vi^in  love ! "  said  the  Baron.  "  Upon  my  soul,  this  is  too 
bad  I "  and  he  thought  of  the  lady's  lover  whom  he  had  caused  to  be 
hanged. 

But  she  only  thought  of  him  who  stood  singing  at  her  window. 

"Niece  Matilda !"  cried  Sir  Roger,  agonizedly,  "wilt  thou  listen 
to  the  lies  of  an  impudent  page,  whilst  thine  uncle  is  waiting  but  a 
dozen  words  to  make  him  happy  ?  " 
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At  this  Matilda  grew  angry;  "  Edward  b  neither  impudent  nor  a 
liar.  Sir  Uncle,  and  I  will  Ibten  to  the  end  of  the  song." 

"  Come  away,"  said  Mercurius ;  "  he  hath  yet  got  wield,  field,  sealed, 
congealed,  and  a  dozen  other  rhymes  beside ;  and  after  the  song  will 
come  the  supper." 

So  the  poor  soul  was  obliged  to  go ;  while  the  lady  listened,  and 
the  page  sung  away  till  morning. 

"  My  virtues  have  been  my  ruin,"  said  poor  Sir  Rollo,  as  he  and 
Mercuiius  slunk  silently  out  of  the  window.  "  Had  I  hanged  that 
knave  Edward,  as  I  did  the  page  his  predecessor,  my  niece  would 
have  sung  mine  are,  and  I  should  have  been  by  this  time  an  angel  in 
heaven." 

"  He  is  reserved  for  wiser  purposes,"  responded  the  devil :  "  he 
will  assassinate  your  successor,  the  lady  Mathilde's  brother ;  and,  in 
consequence,  will  be  hanged.  In  the  love  of  the  lady  lie  will  be 
succeeded  by  a  gardener,  who  will  be  replaced  by  a  monk,  who  will 
give  way  to  an  ostler,  who  will  be  'deposed  by  a  Jew  pedlar,  who 
shall,  finally,  yield  to  a  noble  earl,  the  future  husband  of  the  fair 
Mathilde.  So  that,  you  see,  instead  of  having  one  poor  soul  a- 
frying,  we  may  now  look  forward  to  a  goodly  harvest  for  out  lord 
the  DeviL" 

The  soul  of  the  Baron  began  to  think  that  his  companion  knew  too 
much  for  one  who  would  make  fair  bets ;  but  there  was  no  help  for  it ; 
he  would  not,  and  he  could  not,  cry  off;  and  he  prayed  inwardly  that 
the  brother  might  be  found  more  pious  than  the  sister. 

But  there  seemed  little  chance  of  this.  As  Ehey  crossed  the  court, 
lacqueys,  with  smoking  dishes  and  full  jugs,  passed  and  repassed  con- 
tinually, although  it  was  loi^  past  midnight.  On  entering  the  hall, 
they  found  Sir  Randal  at  the  head  of  a  vast  table,  surrounded  by  a 
fiercer  and  more  motley  collection  of  individuals  than  bad  congregated  , 
there  even  in  the  time  of  Sir  Rollo.  The  lord  of  the  castle  had  signi- 
fied that "  it  was  his  royal  pleasure  to  be  drunk,"  and  the  gentlemen  of 
his  train  had  obsequiously  followed  their  master.  Mercurius  was 
del^hted  with  the  scene,  and  relaxed  his  usually  rigid  countenance 
into  a  bland  and  benevolent  smile,  which  became  him  wonderfully. 

The  entrance  of  Sir  Roger,  who  had  been  dead  about  a  year,  and 
a.  person  with  hoofs,  horns,  and  a  tail,  rather  disturbed  the  hilarity  of 
the  company.  Sir  Randal  dropped  his  cup  of  wine ;  and  Faiber  Peter, 
the  confessor,  mcontinently  paused  in  the  midst  of  a  profane  song, 
with  which  he  was  amusing  the  society. 

"  Holy  Mother  ! "  cried  be,  "  it  is  Sir  Roger." 

"  Alive  I "  screamed  Sir  RandaL 

"  No,  my  lord,"  Mercurius  said ;  "  Sir  Roger  is  dead,  but  comtih 
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on  a  matter  of  buunees ;  and  I  have  the  honour  to  act  as  his  coun- 
sellor and  attendant" 

"  N^uew,"  said  Sir  Roger,  "thedecmon  saith  justly;  I  am  come 
on  a  triflii^  affair,  in  which  thy  service  is  essentia].'' 

"  I  will  do  anything,  unde,  in  my  power." 

"  Thou  canst  give  me  life,  if  thou  wilt  ?  "  But  Sir  Randal  looked 
very  blank  at  this  proposition.  "  I  mean  life  spiritual,  Randal,"  said 
Sir  R<^er ;  and  thereupon  he  explained  to  him  the  na.tui:e  of  the 
wager. 

While  he  was  telling  his  story,  his  companion  Mercurius  was  play- 
ing all  sorts  of  antics  in  the  hall ;  and,  by  his  wit  and  fun,  became 
so  popular  with  this  godless  crew,  that  they  lost  all  the  fear  which  his 
first  appearance  had  given  them.  The  friar  was  wonderfully  taken 
with  him,  and  used  his  utmost  eloquence  and  endeavours  to  convert 
the  devil ;  the  knights  stopped  drinking  to  listen  to  the  argument ;  the 
mcn-at-amis  forbore  brawling ;  and  the  wicked  little  pages  crowded 
round  the  two  strange  disputants,  to  hear  their  edifying  discourse. 
The  ghostly  man,  however,  had  little  chance  in  the  controversy,  and 
certainly  little  learning  to  carry  it  on.  Sir  Randal  interrupted  him. 
"  Father  Peter,"  said  he,  "  our  kinsman  is  condemned  for  ever,  for 
want  of  a  single  ave  :  will  thou  say  it  for  him  ? "  "  Willingly,  my 
lord,"  s^d  the  monk,  "  with  my  book ; "  and  accordingly  he  produced 
his  missal  to  read,  without  which  aid  it  appieared  that  the  holy  &ther 
could  not  manage  the  desired  prayer.  But  the  crafty  Mercurius 
had,  by  his  devilish  art,  inserted  a  song  in  the  place  of  the  ave,  so- 
that  Father  Peter,  instead  of  chaunting  an  hymn,  sang  the  following 
It  ditty  ;— 

"  Some  lore  the  maaD- chimes,  which  tell 

The  hoar  of  prayer  to  sinner : 
But  better  fafs  the  mid-day  bell. 

Which  speaks  the  hour  of  diimer ; 
Vor  when  I  see  a  smoking  lish, 

Or  capon  drown'd  in  gravy. 
Or  noble  haunch  on  silver  dish, 

Full  glad  I  sing  mine  ave. 

"  My  pulpit  is  an  alehouse  bench. 

Whereon  I  sit  so  jolly ; 
A  smiling  rosy  country  wench 

My  saint  and  palnm  holy. 
I  kiss  her  cheek  so  red  and  sleek, 

I  press  her  ringlets  wavy. 
And  in  her  willing  ear  I  speak 

A  most  religions  ave. 
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"  And  if  Vm  blind,  yet  heaven  is  Idnd, 
And  holj  Eaints  foi^vlng  ; 
Far  sure  he  leads  a  right  good  life 

Who  thus  admires  good  living. 
Above,  Ihejr  say.  Our  flesh  is  air. 

Our  blood  celestial  ichor  : 
Ob,  grant  I  mid  all  the  changes  there. 
They  may  not  change  our  liquor  1 " 
And  with  this  pious  wish  the  holy  confessor  tumbled  under  the 
table  in  an  agony  of  devout  drunkenness  :  whilst  the  knights,  the  men- 
at-arms,  and  the  wicked  little  pages,  rang  out  the  last  verse  with  a  most 
melodious  and  emphatic  glee.    "  I  am  sorry,  iajr  uncle,"  hiccupped 
Sir  Randal,  "  that,  in  the  matter  of  the  ave,  we  could  not  oblige  thee 
in  a  more  orthodox  manner ;   but  the  holy  father  has  failed,  and  there 
is  not  another  man  in  the  hall  who  hath  an  idea  of  a  prayer." 

"  It  is  my  own  fault,"  said  Sir  Rollo  ;  "  for  I  hanged  the  last  con- 
fessor." And  he  wished  his  nephew  a  surly  good-night,  as  he  prepared 
to  quit  the  room. 

"  Au  revoir,  gentlemen,"  said  the  devil  Mercurius  ;  an^once  more 
fixed  his  tail  round  the  neck  of  his  disappointed  companion. 

The  spirit  of  poor  Rollo  was  sadly  cast  down ;  the  devil,  on  the 
contrary,  was  in  high  good  humour.  He  wagged  his  tail  with  the  most 
satisfied  air  in  the  world,  and  cut  a  hundred  jokes  at  the  eipense  of  his 
poor  associate.  On  they  sped,  cleaving  swiftly  through  the  cold  night 
winds,  frightening  the  birds  that  were  roosting  in  the  woods,  and  the 
owls  who  were  watching  in  the  towers. 

In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  as  it  is  known,  devils  can  fly  hundreds 
of  miles  :  so  that  almost  the  same  beat  of  the  clock  which  left  these 
two  in  Giampagne,  found  them  hovering  over  Paris.  They  dropped 
into  the  court  of  the  Lazarist  Convent,  and  winded  their  way,  through 
pass^e  and  cloister,  until  they  reached  the  door  of  the  prior's  cell. 

Now  the  prior,  RoUo's  brother,  was  a  wicked  and  malignant  sorcerer ; 
his  time  was  spent  in  conjuring  devils  and  doing  wicked  deeds,  instead 
of  fasting,  scoMging,  and  singing  holy  psalms  ;  this  Mercurius  knew ; 
and  he,  therefore,  was  fully  at  ease  as  to  the  final  result  of  his  wager 
with  poor  Sir  Roger. 

"  You  seem  to  be  well  acquainted  with  the  road,"  said  the  knight. 

"  1  have  reason,"  answered  Mercurius,  "  having,  for  a,  long  period, 
had  the  acquaintance  of  his  reverence,  your  brother;  but  you  have 
little  chance  with  him." 

"And  why  f "  said  Sir  RoUo. 

"  He  is  under  a  bond  to  my  roaster,  never  to  say  a  prayer,  or  else 
Us  soul  and  his  body  are  forfeited  at  once." 
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"  Wby,  thou  fabe  and  traitorous  devil ! "  said  the  enraged  knight ; 
"and  thou  knewest  this  when  we  made  our  wager ?' 

"  Undoubtedly :  do  you  suppose  I  would  have  done  so  had  there 
been  any  chance  of  losing  ?  " 

And  with  this  they  arrived  at  Father  Ignatius's  door. 

"Thy  cursed  presence  threw  a  spell  OH  my  niece,  and  stopped  the 
tongue  of  my  nephew's  chaplain  ;  I  do  believe  that  had  I  seen  either 
of  them  alone,  my  wager  had  been  won." 

"  Certainly  \  therefore  I  took  good  care  to  go  with  thtt :  however, 
thou  mayest  see  the  prior  alone,  if  thou  wilt ;  and  lo  t  his  door  is  open. 
I  will  stand  without  for  five  minutes,  when  it  will  be  time  to  commence 
our  joumey." 

It  was  the  poor  Baron's  last  chahce :  and  he  entered  his  brothel's 
room  more  for  the  five  minutes'  respite  than  from  any  hope  of 
success. 

Father  Ignatius,  the  prior,  was  absorbed  in  magic  calculations  :  he 
stood  in  the  middle  of  a  circle  of  skulls,  with  no  garment  except  his 
long  while  beard,  which  reached  to  his  knees  ;  he  was  waving  a  sflver 
rod,  and  muttering  imprecations  in  some  horrible  tongue. 

But  Sir  Rollo  came  forward  and  interrupted  his  incantation.  "  I 
am,"  said  he, "  the  shade  of  thy  brother  Roger  de  Rollo ;  and  have 
come,  from  pure  brotherly  love,  to  warn  thee  of  thy  (ate." 

"  Wh«»ce  earnest  thou  ? " 

"From  the  abode  of  the  blessed  in  Paradise,"  replied  Sir  R<%er, 
who  was  inspired  with  a  sudden  thought ;  "  it  was  but  five  minutes  ago 
that  the  Patron  Saint  of  thy  church  tdd  me  of  thy  danger,  and  of  thy 
wicked  compact  with  the  fiend.  '  Go,'  said  he,  '  to  thy  miserable 
brother,  and  teU  him  that  there  is  but  one  way  by  which  he  may 
escape  from  paying  the  awfiil  forfeit  of  his  bond.' " 

"And  how  may  that  be?"  said  the  prior;  "the  false  fiend  hath 
deceived  me ;  I  have  given  him  my  soul,  but  have  received  no  worldly 
benefit  in  return.     Brother!  dear  brother!  how  may  I  escape?" 

"  I  wiU  tell  thee.  As  soon  as  I  heard  the  voice  of  blessed  St. 
Mary  Lazarus  "  (the  worthy  Earl  had,  at  a  pinch,  coined  the  name  of 
a  saint),  "  I  left  the  clouds,  where,  with  other  angeb,  I  was  seated, 
and  sped  hither  to  save  thee.  'Thy  brother,'  said  the  Saint, 'hath 
but  one  day  more  to  live,  when  he  will  become  for  all  eternity  the 
subject  of  Satan ;  if  he  would  escape,  he  must  boldly  break  his  bond, 
by  saying  an  ave.' " 

"  It  is  the  express  condition  of  the  agreement,"  said  the  unhappy 
monk,  "  I  must  say  no  prayer,  or  that  instant  I  become  Satan's,  body 
and  soul." 

"  It  is  the  e]q)ress  condition  of  the  Saint,"  answered  Roger,  fiercely : 
"pray,  brother,  pray,  or  thou  art  lost  for  ever," 
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So  the  foolish  monk  knelt  down,  and  devoutly  sung  out  an  ave. 
"Amen!"  said  Sir  Roger,  devoutly. 

"  Amen ! "  said  Mercurius,  as,  suddenly  coming  behind,  he  seized 
Ignatius  by  his  long  beard,  and  flew  up  with  him  to  the  top  of  the 
church-steeple. 

The  monk  roared,  and  screamed,  and  swore  against  his  brother ; 
but  it  was  of  no  avail :  Sir  Roger  smiled  kindly  on  him,  and  said,  "  Do 
not  fret,  brother;  it  must  have  come  to  this  in  a  year  or  two." 

And  he  flew  alongside  of  Mercurius  to  the  steeple-top :  6ul  this  lime 
the  devil  had  not  his  tail  round  his  neck.  "  I  will  let  thee  off  thy  bet," 
said  he  to  the  djemonj  for  he  could  aSbrd,  now,  to  be  generous. 

"  I  believe,  my  lord,"  said  the  dsmon,  poUtely,  "  that  our  ways 
separate  here."  Sir  Roger  sailed  gaily  upwards ;  whOe  Mercurius, 
having  bound  the  miserable  monk  faster  than  ever,  he  sunk  downwards 
to  earth,  and  perhaps  lower.  Ignatius  was  heard  roaring  and  screaming 
'  as  the  devil  dashed  him  against  the  iron  spikes  and  buttresses  of  the 

The  moral  of  this  story  will  be  ^ven  in  the  second  edition. 
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MADAME  SAND  AND   THE  NEW 
APOCALYPSE.      < 

I  DON'T  know  an  impression  more  curious  than  that  which  is 
fonned  in  a.  foreigner's  mind,  who  has  been  absent  from  this  place 
for  two  or  three  years,  returns  to  it,  ajid  beholds  the  change  which  has 
taken  place,  in  the  meantime,  in  French  fashions  and  ways  of  thinking. 
Two  years  ago,  for  instance,  when  1  left  the  capital,  I  left  the  young 
gentlemen  of  France  with  their  hair  brushed  en  toupet  in  front,  and 
the  toes  of  their  boots  round;  now  tlie  boot-toes  are  pointed,  and  the 
hair  combed  flat,  and,  paxted  in  the  middle,  falls  in  ringlets  on  the 
fashionable  shoulders ;  and,  in  like  manner,  with  books  as  with  boots, 
the  fashion  has  changed  considerably,  and  it  is  not  a  little  curious  to 
contrast  the  old  modes  with  the  new.  Absurd  as  was  the  literary 
dandyism  of  those  days,  it  is  not  a  whit  less  absurd  now :  only  the 
manner  is  changed,  and  our  versatile  Frenchmen  have  passed  from 
one  caricature  to  another. 

The  revolution  may  be  called  acaricatuie  of  freedom,  as  the  empire 
was  of  glory ;  and  what  they  borrow  from  foreigners  undergoes  the 
same  process.  Tliey  take  top-boots  and  mackintoshes  from  across 
the  water,  and  caricature  our  fashions ;  they  read  a  little,  very  little, 
Shakspeare,  and  caricature  our  poetry :  and  while  in  David's  time  art 
and  religion  were  only  a  caricature  of  Heathenism,  now,  on  the  con- 
trary, these  two  commodities  are  imported  from  Germany;  and  dis- 
torted caricatures  originally,  are  still  farther  distorted  on  passing  the 
frontier. 

I  trust  in  heaven  that  German  art  and  religion  will  take  no  hold  in 
our  country  (where  there  is  a  fund  of  roast-beef  that  will  expel  any 
such  humbug  in  the  end) ;  but  these  sprightly  Frenchmen  have  relished 
the  mystical  doctrines  mightily;  and  having  watched  the  GeimanSr 
with  their  sanctified  looks,  and  quaint  imitations  of  the  old  times,  and 
mysterious  transcendental  talk,  are  aping  many  of  their  fashions;  as 
well  and  solemnly  as  they  can:  not  very  solemnly,  God  wot;  for  I 
think  one  should  always  prepare  to  grin  when  a  Frenchman  looks 
particularly  grave,  being  sure  that  there  is  something  false  and  ridiculous 
lurking  onder  the  owl-like  solemnity. 

When  last  in  Paris,  we  were  in  the  midst  of  what  was  called  a 
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Catholic  reaction.  Artists  talked  of  faith  in  poems  and  pictures ; 
churches  were  built  here  and  thete ;  (AA  missals  were  copied  and 
purchased;  and  numberless  portraits  of  saints,  with  as  much  gildbg 
about  them  as  ever  was  used  in  the  fifteenth  century,  appeared  in 
churches,  ladies'  boudoirs,  and  picture-shops.  One  or  two  fashionable 
preachers  rose,  and  were  eagerly  followed ;  the  very  youth  of  the 
schools  gave  up  their  pipes  and  billiards  for  some  time,  and  flocked  in 
crowds  to  Notre  Dame,  to  sit  under  the  feet  of  Lacordaire,  I  went  to 
visit  the  church  of  Notre  Dame  de  Lorette  yesterday,  which  was 
finished  in  the  heat  of  this  Catholic  rage,  and  was  not  a  little  struck  by 
the  similarity  of  the  place  to  the  worship  celebrated  in  it,  and  the 
admirable  manner  in  which  the  architect  has  caused  his  work  to  express 
tfaepubUc  feeling  of  the  moment  It  is  a  pretty  little  bijou  of  a  church: 
it  is  supported  by  sham  marble  pillars  ;  it  has  a  gaudy  ceiling  of  blue 
and  gold,  which  will  look  very  well  for  some  time ;  and  is  filled  with 
gaudy  pictures  and  carvings,  in  the  very  pink  of  the  mode.  The 
congregation  did  not  offer  a  bad  illustration  of  the  present  state  of 
Catholic  reaction.  Two  or  three  stray  people  were  at  prayers ;  there 
was  no  service ;  a  few  countrymen  and  idlers  were  staring  about  at  the 
pictures  ;  and  the  Swiss,  the  paid  guardian  of  the  place,  was  comfort- 
ably and  appropriately  asleep  on  his  bench  at  the  door.  I  am  inclined 
to  think  the  famous  reaction  is  over :  the  students  have  taken  to  their 
Sunday  pipes  and  billiards  again  ;  and  one  or  two  cafft  have  been 
established,  within  the  last  year,  that  are  ten  times  handsomer  than 
Notre  Dame  de  Lorette. 

However,  if  the  immortal  Gtirres  and  the  German  mystics  hare 
had  their  day,  there  is  the  immortal  GSthe,  and  the  Pantheists ;  and  I 
incline  to  think  that  the  fashion  has  .let  very  stroi^ly  in  their  favour. 
Voltaire  and  the  Encyclopsedians  are  voted,  now,  barbares,  and  there 
is  no  term  of  reprobation  strong  enough  for  heartless  Humes  and 
Helvetiuses,  who  lived  but  to  destroy,  and  who  only  thought  to  doubt. 
Wretched  as  Voltaire's  sneers  and  puns  are,  I  think  there  is  something 
more  manly  and  earnest  even  in  them,  than  in  the  present  muddy 
French  transcendentalism.  Pantheism  is  the  word  now  ;  one  and  all 
have  b^un  to  ^rtmver  the  besoin  of  a  reUgious  sentiment ;  and  we  are 
deluged  with  a  host  of  gods  accordingly.  Monsieur  de  Baliac  feels 
himself  to  be  inspired ;  Victor  Hugo  is  a  god ;  Madame  Sand  is  a 
god ;  that  tawdry  man  of  genius,  Jules  Janin,  who  writes  theatrical 
reviews  for  the  Dibats,  has  divine  intimations ;  and  there  is  scarce  a 
beggarly,  beardless  scribbler  of  poems  and  prose,  but  tells  you,  in  his 
preface,  of  the  iainteti  of  the  sacerdoee  litUrairt;  or  a  dirty  student, 
sucking  tobacco  and  beer,  and  reeling  home  with  a  giisette  flrom  the 
Chaumiire,  who  is  not  convinced  of  the  necessity  of  a  new  "  Messianism," 
and  win  hiccup,  to  such  as  will  listen,  chapters  of  his  own  drunken 
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Apocalypse.  Surely,  the  negatives  of  the  old  days  were  far  less 
dangerous  than  the  assertions  of  the  present ;  and  yon  niay  fancy  what 
a  religion  that  must  be,  wluch  has  such  high  priests. 

There  is  no  reason  to  tronble  the  reader  with  details  of  the  lives  of. 
many  of  these  prophets  and  expounder^  of  new  revelations.  Madame 
Sand,  for  instance,  I  do  not  know  personally,  and  can  only  speak  of 
her  from  report  True  or  false,  the  history,  at  any  rate,  is  not  very 
edifying ;  and  so  may  be  passed  over ;  but,  as  a  certain  great  philo- 
sopher told  us,  in  very  humble  and  simple  words,  that  we  are  not  to 
expect  to  gather  grapes  from  thorns,  or  figs  from  thistles,  we  may,  at 
least,  demand,  in  all  persons  assuming  the  character  of  moralist  or 
philosopher — order,  soberness,  and  regularity  of  life  ;  for  we  are  apt  to 
distrust  the  intellect  that  we  fancy  can  be  swayed  by  circumstance  or 
pas^on ;  and  we  know  how  circumstance  and  passion  ■mill  sway  the 
intellect :  how  mortified  vanity  will  form  excuses  for  itself;  and  how 
temper  turns  angrily  upon  conscience,  that  reproves  it  How  often 
have  we  called  our  judge  our  enemy,  because  he  has  given  sentence 
against  us  ! — How  often  have  we  called  the  right  wrong,  because  the 
right  condemns  us  !  And  in  the  lives  of  many  of  the  bitter  foes  of  the 
Christian  doctrine,  can  we  find  no  personal  reason  for  their  hostility  ? 
The  men  in  Athens  said  it  was  out  of  regard  for  rel^ion  that  they 
mtudered  Socrates ;  but  we  have  had  time,  since  then,  to  reconsider 
the  verdict ;  and  Socrates'  character  is  pretty  pure  now,  in  spite  of  the 
sentence  and  the  jury  of  those  days. 

The  Parisian  philosophers  will  attempt  to  explain  to  you  the  changes 
through  which  Madame  Sand's  mind  has  passed,— the  initiatory  trials, 
labours,  and  sufferings  which  she  has  had  to  go  throi^h, — before  she 
reached  her  present  happy  state  of  mental  illumination.  She  teaches 
her  wisdom  in  parables,  that  are,  mostly,  a  couple  of  volumes  long; 
and  began,  first,  by  an  eloquent  attack  on  marriage,  in  the  charming 
novel  of  "  Indiana."  "  Pity,"  cried  she,  "  for  the  poor  woman  who, 
united  to  a  being  whose  brute  force  makes  him  her  superior,  should 
venture  to  break  the  bondage  which  is  imposed  on  her,  and  allow  her 
heart  to  be  free." 

In  support  of  this  claim  of  pity,  she  writes  two  volumes  of  the 
most  exquisite  prose.  What  a  tender,  suffering  creature  is  Indiana ; 
how  Uttle.  her  husband  appreciates  that  gentleness  which  he  is 
crushing  by  his  tyranny  and  brutal  scorn  ;  how  natural  it  is  that  in 
the  absence  of  his  sympathy,  she,  poor  cUnging  confiding  creature, 
should  seek  elsewhere  for  shelter ;  how  cautious  should  we  be,  to 
call  criminal — to  visit  with  too  heavy  a  censure — an  act  which  is  one 
of  the  natural  impulses  of  a  tender  heart,  that  seeks  but  for  a  worthy 
ohject  of  love.  But  vAty  attempt  to  tell  the  tale  of  beautiful  Indiana? 
Madame  Sand  has  written  it  so  well,  that  not  the  hardest-hearted 
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husband  in  Christendom  can  fail  to  be  touched  by  her  sorrows,  though 
he  may  refuse  to  listen  to  her  argument  Let  us  grant,  for  argument's 
salte,  that  the  laws  of  marriage,  especially  the  French  laws  of  mar- 
riage,  press  very  cruelly  upon  unfortunate  women. 

Butif  one  wants  to  have  a  question  of  this,  or  any  nature,  honestly 
argued,  it  is  better,  surely,  to  apply  to  an  indifferent  person  for  an 
umpire.  For  instance,  the  stealing  of  pocket-handkerchiefs  or  snuff- 
boxes may  or  may  not  be  vicious  ;  but  if  we,  who  have  not  the  wit,  or 
itill  not  take  the  trouble  to  decide  the  question  ourselves,  want  to 
hear  the  real  rights  of  the  matter,  we  should  not,  surely,  apply  to  a 
|Hckpocket  to  know  what  he  thought  on  the  point.  It  might  naturally 
be  presumed  that  he  would  be  rather  a  prejudiced  person — particularly 
as  his  reasoning,  if  successful,  might  get  him  out  cf  gaol.  This  is  a 
homely  illustration,  no  doubt ;  all  we  would  urge  hy  it  is,  that  Madame 
Sand  having,  according  to  the  French  newspapers,  had  a  stem 
husband,  and  also  having,  according  to  the  newspapers,  sought 
"  sympathy"  elsewhere,  her  arguments  may  he  considered  to  be  some- 
what partial,  and  received  with  some  little  caution. 

And  tell  us  who  have  been  the  social  reformers  f— the  haters,  that 
is,  of  the  present  system,  according  to  which  we  live,  love,  marry,  have 
diildren,  educate  them,  and  endow  them — are  ik^  pure  tkemsthies? 
1  do  believe  not  one ;  and  directly  a  man  begins  to  quarrel  with  the 
world  and  its  ways,  and  to  lift  up,  as  he  calls  it,  the  voice  of  his 
despair,  and  preach  passionately  to  mankind  about  this  tyrawiy  of 
faith,  customs,  laws ;  if  we  examine  what  the  personal  character 
of  the  preacher  is,  we  begin  pretty  clearly  to  understand  the  value  of 
the  doctrine.  Any  one  can  see  why  Rousseau  should  be  such  a 
whimpering  reformer,  and  Byron  such  a  free  and  easy  misanthropist, 
and  why  our  accomplished  Madame  Sand,  who  has  a  genius  and 
eloquence  inferior  to  neither,  should  take  the  present  condition  of 
manJdnd  (French-kind)  so  much  to  heart,  and  labour  so  hotly  to  set 
it  right. 

After  "Indiana"  (which,  we  presume,  contains  the  lady's  notions 
upon  wives  and  husbands)  came  "  Valentine,"  which  may  be  said  to 
eidiibit  her  doctrine,  in  regard  of  young  men  and  maidens,  to  whom 
the  author  would  accord,  as  we  fancy,  the  same  tender  licence. 
"  Valentine "  was  followed  by  "  Lelia,"  a  wonderful  book  indeed, 
gorgeous  in  eloquence,  and  rich  in  magnificent  poetrj' :  a  regular 
topsyturvyfication  of  morality,  a  thieves'  and  prostitutes'  apotheosis. 
This  book  has  received  some  late  enlargements  and  emendations  by 
the  writer  ;  it  contains  her  notions  on  morals,  which,  as  we  have  said, 
are  so  peculiar,  that,  alas  !  they  can  only  be  mentioned  here,  not 
particularized  r  but  of  "  Spiridion  "  we  may  write  a  few  pages,  as  it  is 
her  religious  manifesto. 


176  THE  PARIS  SKETCH  BOOK. 

In  this  work,  the  lady  asserts  her  panthaistical  docldne,  and  openly 
attacks  the  received  Christian  creed.  She  declares  it  to  be  useless 
now,  and  unfitted  to  the  exigencies  and  the  degree  of  culture  of  the 
actual  world ;  and,  though  it  would  be  hardly  worth  while  to  combat 
her  opinions  in  due  form,  it  is  at  least  worth  while  to  notice  them,  not 
merely  from  the  extraordinary  eloquence  and  genius  of  the  woman 
herseU,  but  because  they  express  the  opinions  of  a  great  number  of 
people  besides  :  for  she  not  only  produces  her  own  thoughts,  but 
imitates  those  of  others  very  eagerly ;  and  one  finds  in  her  writings  so 
much  similarity  with  others,  or,  in  others,  so  much  resemblance  to  her, 
that  the  book  before  us  may  pass  for  the  expressions  of  the  sentiments 
of  a  certain  French  party. 

"  Dieu  est  mart,"  says  another  writer  of  the  same  class,  and 
of  great  genius  too. — "  Dieu  est  mort,"  writes  Mr.  Henry  Heine, 
speaking  of  the  Christian  Cod ;  and  he  adds,  in  a  daring  figure 
(rf  speech, — "  N'entendei-vous  pas  sonner  la  clochette? — on  porte 
les  sacramens  k  un  Dieu  qui  se  meurt ! "  Another  of  the  pandidst 
poetical  philosophers,  Mr.  Edgar  Quinet,  has  a  poem,  in  which 
Christ  and  the  Virgin  Mary  are  made  to  die  similarly,  and  the  former 
is  classed  with  Prometheus.  This  book  of  "  Spiridion  "  is  a  continua- 
tion of  the  theme,  and  perhaps  you  will  listen  to  some  of  the  author's 
expositions  of  it 

It  must  be  confessed  that  the  controversialists  of  the  present  day 
have  an  eminent  advantage  over  their  predecessors  in  the  days  of 
folios  ;  it  required  some  learning  then  to  write  a  book,  and  some  time, 
at  least— for  the  very  labour  of  writing  out  a  thousand  such  vast  pages 
would  demand  a  considerable  period.  But  now,  in  the  age  of  duode- 
cimos, the  system  is  reformed  altogether ;  a  male  or  female  contro- 
versialist draws  upon  his  imagination,  and  not  his  learning ;  makes  a, 
story  instead  of  an  argument,  and,  in  the  course  of  150  pages  (where 
the  preacher  has  it  all  his  own  way)  will  prove  or  disprove  you  any- 
thing. And,  to  our  shame  be  it  said,  we  Protestants  have  set  the 
example  of  this  kind  of  proselytism — those  detestable  mixtures  of 
truth,  lies,  felse  sentiment,  false  reasoning,  bad  grammar,  correct  and 
genuine  philanthropy  and  piety — I  mean  our  religious  tracts,  which 
any  woman  or  man,  be  he  ever  so  silly,  can  take  upon  himself  to  write, 
and  sell  for  a  penny,  as  if  religious  instruction  were  the  easiest  thing  in 
the  world.  We,  1  say,  have  set  the  example  in  this  kind  of  composi- 
tion, and  all  the  sects  of  the  earth  will,  doubtless,  speedily  follow  it. 
1  can  point  you  out  blasphemies  in  famous  pious  tracts  that  are  as 
dreadful  as  those  above  mentioned ;  but  this  is  no  place  for  such 
discussions,  and  we  had  better  return  to  Madame  Sand.  As  Mrs. 
Sherwood  expounds,  by  means  of  many  touching  histories  and  anec- 
dotes of  little  boys  and  girls,  her  notions  of  church  history,  church 
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catechism,  church  doctrine ;— as  the  author  of  "  Father  Clement,  a 
Roman  Catholic  Story,"  demolishes  the  stately  structure  of  eighteen 
centtuies,  the  mighty  and  beautiful  Roman  Catholic  faith,  in  whose 
bosom  repose  so  many  saints  and  sages, — by  the  means  of  a  three- 
and-sixpenny  duodecimo  volume,  which  tumbles  over  the  vast  fabric, 
as  David's  pebble-stone  did  Goiiah  ; — as,  again,  the  Roman  Catholic 
author  of  "  Geraldine  "  falls  foul  of  Luther  and  Calvin,  and  drowns  the 
awfiil  echoes  of  their  tremendous  protest  by  the  sounds  of  her  httlc 
half-crown  trumpet :  in  like  manner,  by  means  of  pretty  sentimental 
tales,  aad  cheap  apologues,  Mrs.  Sand  proclaims  her  truth— that  we 
need  a  new  Messiah,  and  that  the  Christian  religion  is  no  more  !  O 
awful,  awful  name  of  God  i  Light  unbearable  !  Mystery  unfathom- 
able !  Vastness  immeasurable ! — Who  are  these  who  come  forward 
to  explain  the  mystery,  and  gaze  unblinking  into  the  depths  of  the 
light,  and  measure  the  immeasurable  vastness  to  a  hair?  O  name^ 
that  God's  people  of  old  did  fear  to  utter!  O  light,  that  God's 
prophet  would  have  perished  had  he  seen  I  Who  are  these  that  are 
now  so  familiar  with  it  ? — Women,  truly ;  for  the  most  part  weak 
women— weak  in  intellect,  weak  mayhap  in  spelling  and  grammar, 
but  marvellously  strong  in  faith : — women,  who  step  down  to  the 
people  with  stately  step  and  voice  of  authority,  and  deliver  their 
twopenny  tablets,  as  if  there  were  some  Divine  authority  for  the 
wretched  nonsense  recorded  there  ! 

With  regard  to  the  spelling  and  grammar,  our  Parisian  Pythoness 
stands,  in  the  goodly  fellowship,  remarkable.  Her  style  is  a  noble, 
and,  as  far  as  a  foreigner  can  judge,  a  strange  tongue,  beautifully  rich 
and  pure.  She  has  a  very  exuberant  imagination,  and,  with  it,  a  very 
chaste  style  of  expression.  She  never  scarcely  indulges  in  declama- 
tion, as  other  modem  prophets  do,  and  yet  her  sentences  are  exqui- 
sitely melodious  and  full  She  seldom  runs  a  thought  to  death  (after 
the  manner  of  some  prophets,  who,  when  they  catch  a  little  one,  toy 
with  it  until  they  kill  it),  but  she  leaves  you  at  the  end  of  one  of  her 
brief,  rich,  melancholy  sentences,  with  plenty  of  food  for  future  ct^ita- 
tion.  I  can't  express  to  you  the  charm  of  them ;  they  seem  to  me  like 
the  sound  of  country  hcHs — provoking  I  don't  know  what  vein  of 
musing  and  meditation,  and  falling  sweetly  and  sadly  on  the  ear. 

This  wonderful  power  of  lai^u^e  must  have  been  felt  by  most 
people  who  read  Madame  Sand's  first  books,  "Valentine"  and 
"Indiana:"  in  "Spiridion"  it  is  greater,  I  think,  than  ever;  and 
for  those  who  are  not  afraid  of  the  matter  of  the  novel,  the  manner 
win  be  found  most  delightful  The  author's  intention,  1  presume,  is 
to  describe,  in  a  parable,  her  notions  of  the  downfall  of  the  Catholic 
church ;  and,  indeed,  of  the  whole  Christian  scheme  :  she  places  her 
hero  in  a  monastery  in  Italy,  where,  among  the  characters  about  him, 
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and  the  events  which  oc<;iir,  the  particular  tenets  of  Madame  Dude* 
¥301*3  doctrine  are  not  inaptly  laid  down.  Innocent,  faithful,  tender- 
hearted, a  young  monk,  by  name  Angel,  finda  himself,  when  he  has 
pronounced  his  vows,  an  object  of  aversioft  and  haVed  to  the  godljr 
men  whose  lives  he  so  much  respects,  and  whose  love  he  would  make 
any  sacri&ce  to  win.  After  enduring  much,  he  flings  faimstif  at  the 
feet  of  hia  confessor,  and  begs  for  his  ayinpatby  and  countel ;  but  the 
confessor  spurns  himaway,andaccuseshim,  fiercely,  of  some  unknown 
and  terrible  crime — bids  him  never  return  to  the  confessional  uftdl 
contridpn  has  touched  his  heart,  and  the  stains  which  suUy  hia  spirit 
are,  by  sincere  repentance,  washed  away. 

"  Thus  speaking,":  says  Angel,  "  Father  Hegesippus  tore  away  hia 
robe,  which  I  was  hcdding  in  my  supplicating  hands.  In  it  sort  <A 
wildness  I  still  grasped  it  tighter;  he  poshed  me  fiercely  from  him, 
and  I  fell  with  my  face  towards  the  ground.  He  quitted  me,  closing 
violently  aAer  him  the  door  of  the  sacristy,  in  which  this  scene  hod 
passed.  I  was  left  alone  in  the  darkness.  £ith«'  from  the  violence  of 
my  fall,  or  the  excess  of  my  grief,  a  vein  had  burst  in  my  throat,  and  a 
haemorrhage  ensued.  1  had  not  the  force  to  rise ;  I  felt  my  senses 
rapidly  sinking,  and,  presently  I  lay  stretched  ,on  the  pavement,  un- 
conscious, and  bathed  in  my  blood." 

^Now  the  wonderfid  part  of  the  story  begins.] 

"  1  know  not  how  much  time  I  passed  in  this  way.  As  I  came  to 
myself  I  felt  an  agreeable  coolness.  It  seemed  as  if  some  harmonious 
air  was  playing  round  about  me,  stirring  gently  in  my  hair,  and  drying 
the  drops  of  perspiration  on  my  brow.  It  seemed  to  a^^roach,  and 
then  again  to  withdraw,  breathing  now  softly  fuid  sweetly  in  the 
distance,  and  now  returning,  as  if  to  giye  me  strength  and  courage 
to  rise. 

"  I  would  not,  however,  do  so  as  yet ;  for  I  felt  myself,  as  I  lay, 
mider  the  influenceof  a  pleasure,  quite  new  to  me;  and  Ustened,  in  a 
kind  of  peaceful  aberration,  to  the  gentle  murmurs  of  the  summer 
wind,  as  it  breathed  on  me  through,  the  closed  window-blinds  above 
me.  Then  I  fancied  I  heard  a  voice  that  spoke  to  me  from  the  end  of 
the  sacristy:  it  whispered  so  low  that  I  could  not  catch  the  words. 
I  remained  motionless,  and  gave  ■  it  my  whole  attention.  At  last  I 
heard,  dtsdnctly,  the  following  sentence: — '  Spirii  »f  TnUh,  raise  uf 
these  viciitns  of  i^neranct  and  imposture.'  '  Father  H^e^ipus,'  said 
I,  in  a  weak  voice,'is  that  you  who  are  returning  to  me?'  But  no 
one  answered.  I  lifted  myself  on  my  hands  and  knees,  I  listened 
again,  but  I  heard  nothing.  1  got  up  completely,  and  looked  about 
me ;  1  had  fallen  so  near  to  the  orUy  door  in  this  little  room,  that 
none,  after  the  departure  of  the  confessor,  coi^  have  entered  it 
without  passing,  over  me ;  besides,  the  door  was  shut,  aiul   only 
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opened  from  -  the  iii»de  by  %  stroi^  lock  qf  the  ancient  shape.  I 
touched  it,  and  assured  myself  thu  it  was  closed.  I  was  seized  with 
terror,  and,  for  some  mometits,  did  not  dare  to  move.  Leaning 
against  the  door,  I  looked  round,  and  endeavoured  tq  see  intif  the 
glqo&t  in  which  the  angles  of  the  room  were ,  enveloped^  A  pale 
light,  which  came  from  an  upper  window,  half  closed,  was  seen  to  be 
trembling  in  the  piidst  of  the  apartment  The  wind  beat  the  sjiutter 
to  and  fro,  and.  enlarged  or  dimiai^hed  the  space  thtougk  whic^h  the 
light  issued.  The  objects  which  were  in  this  half  lightr-the , playing' 
desk,  surmounted  by  its  skull— a  few  books  lying  on  the  benches — a 
surplice  hanging  against  the  wall — seemed  to  move  with  the  shadow. 
of  the .  foLage  that  the  air .  agitated  behind  the  nindtiw.  When  I 
thought  I  was  alpne,  I  felt  ashamed  of  my  former  timidity;  I  made 
the  sign  of  the  cross,  and  was  about  to  move  forward  in  ordet  to  open 
the  shutter  altogether,  but  a  deep  sigh  came  from  the  praying-desk, 
aod  kept  me  nailed  to  my  place.  And  yet  I  saw  the  desk  distinctly 
enough  to  be  sure  that  no  person  was  near  it  Then  I  had  an  idea 
which  gave  me  courage.  Some  person,  i.  thought,  is  behind  the 
shutter,  and  has  been  saying  his  prayers  outside  without  ibinkiag  of 
-  me.  But  who  would  be  so  bold  as  to  express  sugh  wishes  and  utter 
such  a  prayer  as  I  had  just  heard  ? 

"  Curiosity,  the  only  passion  and  amusement  permitted  in  a 
cloister,  now  entirely  possessed  me,  and  I  advanced  towards  the 
window.  But  I  had  not  made  a  step  when  a  black  shadow,  as  it 
seemed  to  me,  detaching  itself  fi:om  the  praying-desk,  traversed  tbe 
room,  directing  itself '  towards  the  window,  and  passed  swiftly  by  me. 
The  movement  was  so  rapid  that  I  bad  not  time  to  avoid  what 
seemed  a  body  advuicing  towards  me,  and  my  fright  ^a$  so  great, 
that' I  thought  1  should  faint  a  second  time.  But  I  feU  nothing,  and, 
as  if  the  shadow  had  passed  through  me,  I  saw  it  ^ddeqly  disappear 
to  my  left. 

"  I  rushed  to  the  window,  I  pushed  back  the  blind  with  precipita- 
tion, and  looked  round  the  sacristy ;  J  was  thece,  Nitirely  idone. 
I  looked  into  the  garden'—it  was  deserted,  and  the,  mid-day  wmd  was 
wandering  among  the  flowers.  I  took  courage,  1  examined  all  the 
comers  of  the  room  ;  I  looked  behind  the  praying-desk,  which  was 
very  large,  and  I  shook  all  the  sacerdotal  vestments  which  were 
hanging  on  the  walls;  everything  was  in  its  natural . condition,  and 
could  give  me  no  explanation  of  what  had  just  occurred.  The  sight 
of  all  the  biood  I  had  lost  led  me  to  fancy  that  my  brain  had, 
probably,  been  weakened  by  the  hgemorrhage,  and  that  I  had  been  a 
prey  to  some  delusion.  1  retired  to  my  cell,  and  remained  shut  up 
there  until  the  next  day." 

I  don't  know  whether  the  rewler  tos  been  as  much  struck  with  the> 


I  So  THE  PARIS  SKETCH  BOOK. 

above  mysterious  scene  as  the  writer  has  ;  but  the  fancy  of  it  strikes 
me  as  very  fine ;  and  the  natural  supcrnaturalness  is  kept  up  in  the- 
best  style.  The  shutter  swaying  to  and  fro,  the  fitful  light  appearing 
over  the  furniture  of  the  room,  and  giving  it  an  air  of  strange  motion — 
the  awful  shadow  which  passed  through  the  body  of  the  timid  young: 
novice— are  surely  very  finely  painted,  "  I  rushed  to  the  shutter,  and 
Hung  it  back :  there  was  no  one  in  the  sacristy.  I  looked  into  tbe- 
garden ;  it  was  deserted,  and  the  mid-day  wind  was  roaming  among' 
the  flowers."  The  dreariness  is  wonderi'ully  described :  only  the  poor 
pale  boy  looking  eagerly  out  from  the  window  of  tbe  sacristy,  and  the- 
hot  mid-day  wind  walking  in  the  solitary  garden.  How  skilfully  is  each 
of  these  little  strokes  dashed  in,  and  how  well  do  all  ti^ether  combine' 
to  make  a  picture  !  But  we  must  have  a  little  more  about  Spiridioti's 
wonderful  visitant. 

"  As  I  entered  into  the  garden,  I  stepped  a  Lttle  on  one  side,  to 
make  way  for  a  person  whom  1  saw  before  me.  He  was  a  young 
man  of  surprising  beauty,  and  attired  in  a  foreign  costume.  Although 
dressed  in  the  large  black  robe  which  the  superiors  of  our  order  wear, 
he  had,  underneath,  a  short  jacket  of  fine  cloth,  fastened  round  the 
waist  by  a  leathern  belt,  and  a  buckle  of  silver,  after  the  manner  of  the 
old  German  students.  Like  them,  he  wore,  instead  of  the  sandals  of 
our  monks,  short  tight  boots  ;  and  over  the  collar  of  his  shirt,  which 
fell  on  his  shoulders,  and  was  as  white  as  snow,  hung,  in  rich  golden 
curls,  the  most  beautiful  hair  1  ever  saw.  He  iras  taU,  and  his  elegant 
posture  seemed  to  reveal  to  me  that  he  was  in  the  hatut  of  commanding. 
With  much  respect,  and  yet  uncertain,  1  half  saluted  him.  He  did  not 
return  my  salute ;  but  he  smiled  on  me  with  so  beikevolent  an  air,  and 
at  the  same  time,  his  eyes  severe  and  blue,  looked  towards  me  with  an 
expression  of  such  compassionate  tenderness,  that  his  features  have 
never  sinee  then  passed  away  from  my  recollection.  I  stopped,  hoping 
he  would  speak  to  me,  and  persuading  myself,  from  the  majesty  of  his 
aspect,  that  he  had  the  power  to  protect  me  ;  but  the  monk,  who  was 
walking  behind  me,  and  who  did  not  se«n  to  remark  him  in  the  least, 
forced  him  brutally  to  step  aside  from  the  walk,  and  pushed  me  so 
rudely  as  almost  to  cause  me  to  fall.  Not  wishing  to  engage  in  a 
quarrel  with  this  coarse  monk,  I  moved  away  ;  but,  after  having  taken 
a  few  steps  in  the  garden,  I  looked  back,  and  saw  the  unknown  still 
gazing  on  me  with  looks  of  the  tenderest  solicitude.  The  sun  shone 
full  upon  him,  and  made  his  hair  look  radiant  He  sighed,  and  lifted 
his  fine  eyes  to  heaven,  as  if  to  invoke  its  justice  in  my  favour,  and  to 
call  it  to  bear  witness  to  my  misery ;  he  turned  slowly  towards  the 
sanctuary,  entered  into  the  quire,  and  was  lost,  presently,  in  the 
shade.     I  longed  to  return,  spile  of  the  monk,  to  follow  this  noUe 
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stranger,  and  to  tell  him  my  afflictions ;  but  who  was  he,  that  I 
imagined  he  would  hsten  to  them,  and  cause  them  to  cease  ?  I  felt, 
«ven  while  his  softness  drew  me  towards  him,  that  he  still  inspired  me 
with  a  kind  of  fear  j  for  I  saw  in  his  physiognomy  as  much  austerity 
as  sweetness." 

Who  was  he?— we  shaJl  see  that.  He  was  somebody  very  myste- 
rious indeed;  but  our  author  has  taken  care,  after  the  manner  of  her 
sex,  to  make  a  very  pretty  fellow  of  bim,  and  to  dress  him  in  the  most 
becoming  costumes  possible. 

The  individual  in  tight  boots  and  a  rolling  collar,  with  the  copious 
golden  locks,  and  the  solemn  blue  eyes,  who  had  just  gazed  on  Spiri- 
dion,  and  inspired  him  with  such  a  feeling  of  tender  awe,  is  a  much 
more  important  personage  than  the  reader  might  suppose  at  first  sight. 
This  beautiful,  mysterious,  dandy  ghost,  whose  costume,  with  a  true 
woman's  coquetry,  Madame  Dudevant  has  so  rejoiced  to  describe^is 
Jier  religious  type,  a  mystical  representation  of  Faith  struggling  up 
-towards  Truth,  through  superstition,  doubt,  fear,  reason, — in  tight  inex- 
:pressibles,  with  "  a  belt  such  as  is  worn  by  the  old  German  students." 
You  will  pardon  me  for  treating  such  an  awful  person  as  this  some- 
■what  lighdy  ;  but  there  is  always,  I  think,  such  a  dash  of  the  ridiculous 
in  the  French  sublime,  that  the  critic  should  try  and  do  justice  to  both, 
■or  he  may  fail  in  giving  a  fair  account  of  either.  This  character  of 
Hebronius,  the  type  of  Mrs.  Sand's  convictions — if  convictions  they 
may  he  called — or,  at  least,  the  allegory  under  which  her  doubts  are 
represented,  is,  in  parts,  very  finely  drawn ;  contains  many  passages  of 
truth,  very  deep  and  touching,  by  the  side  of  others  so  entirely  absurd 
And  unreasonable,  that  the  reader's  feelings  are  continually  swaying 
between  admiration  and  something  very  like  contempt — always  in  a 
kind  of  wonder  at  the  strange  mixture  before  him.  But  let  us  hear 
Madame  Sand : — 

"  Peter  Hebronius,"  says  our  author,  "was  not  originally  so  named. 
Hb  real  iwme  was  Samud,  He  was  a  Jew,  and  bom  in  a  little  village 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Innspruck.  His  femily,  which  possessed  a 
-considerable  fortune,  left  him,  in  his  early  youth,  completely  free  to  his 
•own  pursuits.  From  infancy  he  had  shown  that  these  were  serious. 
He  loved  to  be  alone ;  and  passed  his  days,  and  sometimes  his  nights, 
wandering  among  the  mountains  and  valleys  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
his  Inrth-place.  He  would  often  sit  by  the  brink  of  torrents,  listening 
40  the  voice  of  their  waters,  and  endeavouring  to  penetrate  th£  meaning 
which  Nature  had  hidden  in  those  sounds.  As  he  advanced  in  years, 
iiis  inquiries  became  more  curious  and  more  grave.  It  was  necessary 
ihat  he  should  receive  a  solid  education,  and  his  parents  sent  him  to 
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study  in  the  Germaii  nnivra^ties.  Lutber  Had  b«en  dead  only  a 
century,  and  his  words  and  his  memory  still  lived  in  the  enthusiasm  il 
his  disciples.  The  new  faith  was  strengthening  the  conquests  it  had 
nude ;  the  Refonners  weic  as  ardent  as  in  the  first  days,  but  thur 
ardour  was  more  enlightened  and  more  measured.  Froselytism  was 
still  carried  on  with  zeal,  and  new  converts  were  made  every  day.  In 
listening  to  the  morality  and  to  the  dogmas  which  LutheranisOt  had 
taken  from  Catholicism,  Samuel  was  AUed  with  admiration.  His  bold 
and  sincere  spirit  instantly  compared  the  doctrines  which  were  now 
submitted  to  him,  with  those  in  the  belief  of  which  he  had  been  bred ; 
and,  enlightened  by  the  comparison,  was  not  slow  to  acknowledge  the 
inferiority  of  Judaism.  He  said  to  himself,  that  a  religion  made  for  a 
^ngle  people,  to  the  exclusion  of  all  others, — which  only  offered  a 
barbarous  justice  for  rule  of  conduct, — which  neither  rendered  the 
present  intelligible  nor  satisfactory,  and  left  the  future  uncertain, — 
could  not  be  that  of  noble  souls  and  lofty  intellects  ;  and  that  he  aould 
not  Iw  the  God  of  truth  who  had  dictated,  in  the  midst  of  thunder,  his 
vacillating  will,  and  had  called  to  the  performance  of  his  narrow  wishes 
the  slaves  of  a  vulgar  terror.  Always  conversant  with  himself,  Samuel, 
who  had  spoken  what  he  thought,  now  performed  what  he  had  spoken  ; 
and,  a  year  aiter  bis  arrival  in  Gennany,  solemnly  abjured  Judaism, 
and  entered  into  the  bosom  of  the  reformed  church.  As  he  did  not 
wish  to  do  things  by  halves,  and  desired  as  much  as  was  in  him  to  put 
off  the  old  man  and  lead  a  new  life,  he  changed  his  name  of  Samuel 
to  that  of  Peter.  Some  time  passed,  dining  which  he  strengthened 
and  instructed  himself  in  his  new  religion.  Very  soon  he  arrives  at 
the  point  of  searching  for  objections  to  refute,  and  adversaries  to  over- 
throw. Bold  and  enterprising,  he  went  at  once  to  the  strongest,  and 
Bossuet  wU  the  first  Catholic  author  that  he  set  himself  to  read.  He 
commenced  with  a.  kind  of  disdain ;  believii^  that  the  faith  niiich  he 
had  just  embraced  contained  the  pure  truth,  he  despised  all  the  attacks 
which  could  be  made  against  it,  and  laughed  already  at  the  irresistible 
arguments  which  he  'was  to  find  in  the  works  of  the  Eagle  of  Meaux. 
But  his  mistrust  and  irony  soon  gave  place  to  wonder  first,  and  theti  to- 
admiration  :  he  thoilght  that  the  cause  pleaded  by  such  an  advocate 
must,  at  least,  be  respectable ;  and,  by  a  natural  transition,  came  to 
think  that  great  geniuses  would  only  devote  themselves  to  that  which 
was  great  He  then  studied  CathoUcism  with  the  same  ardour  and 
inq>artiality  which  he  had  bestowed  on  Lutheianism.  He  went  into 
France  to  gain  instruction  from  the  professors  of  the  Mother  Church, 
as  he  had  from  the  Doctors  of  the  refmned  creed  in  Getmany.  He 
caw  Arnauld,  F^nflon,  that  second  Gregory  of  Narianien,  and 
Bossuet  himself.  Guided  by  these  masters,  whose  virtiies  made  him 
appreciate  their  talents  the  more,  he  rapidly  penetrated  to  the  depth 
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of  the  .mysteries  of  the  Catholic  doctrine  and  moraUty.  He  found, 
in  this  religion,  all  that  bad  for.  him  constituted  the  grandeur  and 
beauty  of  Protestantism,— the  dogmas  <rf  the  Unity  and  Eternity  of 
.God,  which  the  two  religions  bad  borrowed  from  Judaism  ;  and,  what 
seemed  -  the.  natural  consequence  d  tbe  last  doctrine — a  doctrine, 
howevetftowhich  the  Jews  had  not  arrived — the  doctrine  of  the  immor- 
tality of  the  soul ;  free  will  in  this  life ;  in  the  next,  recompenee  for  the 
good,  and  punishment  ioi  the  evil  He  found,  more  pure,  perhaps, 
and  more  elevated  in  Catholicism  than  in  Protestantism,  that  sublime 
morality .  which  preaches  equality  to  man,  fraternity,  love,  charity, 
renouncement  of  self,  devotion  to  your  neighbour  ;  Catholicism,  in  a 
word,  seemed  to  possess  that  vast  formula,  and  that  vigorous  unity, 
.which  Lutheranism  wanted.  The  latter  had,  indeed,  in  its  favour,  the 
liberty  of  inquiry,  which  is  also  a  want  of  the  human  mind ;  and 
had  proclaimed  the  authority  of  individual  reason ;  but  it  had  so  lost 
that  which  is  the  necessary  basis  and  vital  condition  of  all  revealed 
Teligion-r-the  principle  of  in&llibility  ;  because  nothing  can  live  except 
in  virtue  of  the  laws  that  presided  at  its  birth ;  and,  in  consequence, 
one  revelation  cannot  be  continued  and  confinned  without  another. 
Now,  infallibility  is  netbing.  but  revelation  continued  by  God,  or  the 
Word,  in  tbe  person  of  his  vicars. 

"  At  las^  ^er  mudi  reflection,  Hebronius  acknowledged  himself 
entirely  and  sincerely  convinced,  and  received  baptism  from  the  hands 
of  BossneL  He  added  the  name  of  Spiiidion  to  tiiat  of  Peter,  to  signiiy 
that  he  had  been  twice  enlightened  by  the  Spirit,  Resolved  thence- 
forward to  consecrate  his  life  to  the  worship  of  tbe  new  God  who  had 
called  him  to  Him,  and  to  the  study  of  His  doctrines,  he  passed  into 
iltaly,  and,  with  the  aid  of  a  la^e  fbrtiine,  which  one  of  his  uncles,  a 
Catholic  like  himsd^  had -left  to  him,  be  built  this  convent,  where  we 
BOW  are." 

A  fri»id  of  mine,  who  has  just  come  from  Italy,  says  that  he  has 

there  left  Meesra,  Sp r,  P ^1,  and  W.  Dr d,  who  were  the, 

lights  of  tbe  great  chinch  in  Newman  Street,  who  were  themsdves 
jostles,  and  declajvd  and  believed  that  every  word  of  nonsense  which 
fellfrom  their. lips  wesadh-ect spiritual  intervention.  These  gentlemen 
have  become  Puseyiies  already,  and  are,  my  friend  states,  in  the  high 
way  to  Catholicism.    Madame  Sand  herself  was  a  Catholic  some  time 

Aince :  having  been  converted  to  that  faith  along  with  M.  N ,  of  the 

Academy  of  Music,  Mr.  L ,  the  pianoforte  player,  and  one  or  two 

other  chosen  individuals,  by  the  famous  Abb£  de  la  M .     Abb^ 

ide  la  M (so  told  me,  in  the  Diligence,  a  priest,  who  read  his 

breviary  and  gossiped  alternately  very  curiously  and  pleasantly}  is 
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himself  an  dmtptrdut:  the  man  spoke  of  his  brother  clergyman  with 
actual  horror;  and  it  certainly  appears  that  the  AbWs  works  of 
conversion  have  not  prospered  ;  for  Madame  Sand,  having  brought  her 
hero  (and  herself,  as  we  may  presume)  to  the  point  of  Catholicism, 
proceeds  direaly  to  dispose  of  that  as  she  has  done  of  Judaism  and 
Protestantism,  and  will  not  leave,  of  the  whole  fabric  of  Christianity,  a 
single  stone  standing. 

I  think  the  fate  of  our  English  Newman  Street  apostles  and  of 

M.  de  la  M ,  the  mad  priest,  and  his  congregation  of  mad  converts, 

should  be  a  warning  to  such  of  us  as  are  inclined  to  dabble  in  religious 
speculations  ;  for,  in  them,  as  in  all  others,  our  flighty  brains  soon  lose 
themselves,  and  we  find  our  reason  speedily  lying  prostrated  at  the 
mercy  of  our  passions  ;  and  I  think  that  Madame  Sand's  novel  of 
Spiridion  may  do  a  vast  deal  of  good,  and  bears  a  good  moral  with  it ; 
though  not  such  an  one,  perhaps,  as  our  fair  philosopher  intended 
F(w  anything  he  learned,  Samuel- Peter-Spiridion-Hebronius  might 
have  remained  a  Jew  from  the  beginning  to  the  end.  Wherefore 
be  in  such  a  hurry  to  set  up  new  faiths  ?  Wherefore,  Madame  Sand, 
try  and  be  so  pretematurally  wise  ?  Wherefore  be  so  eager  to  Jdmp 
out  of  one  religion,  for  the  purpose  of  jumping  into  another?  See 
what  good  this  philosophical  friskiness  has  done  you,  and  on  what  sort 
of  ground  you  are  come  at  last.  You  are  so  wonderfully  sagacious, 
that  you  flounder  in  mud  at  every  step  ;  so  amazingly  clear-sighted, 
.that  your  eyes  cannot  see  an  inch  before  you,  having  put  out,  with  that 
extinguishing  genius  of  yours,  every  one  of  the  lights  that  are  sufficient 
ibr  the  conduct  of  common  men.  And  for  what  ?  Let  our  friend 
spiridion  speak  for  himself.  After  setting  up  his  convent,  and  filling  it 
with  monks,  who  entertain  an  immense  respect  for  his  irealth  and 
genius.  Father  Hebronius,  unanimously  elected  prior,  gives  himself  up 
to  further  studies,  and  leaves  his  monks  to  themselves.  Industrious 
and  sober  as  they  were,  originally,  they  grow  quickly  intemperate  and 
idle ;  and  Hebronius,  who  does  not  appear  among  his  flock  until  he 
.has  freed  himself  of  the  Catholic  religion,  as  he  has  of  the  Jewish  and 
■the  Protestant,  sees,  with  dismay,  the  evil  condition  of  his  disciples, 
.and  regrets,  too  late,  the  precipitancy  by  which  he  renounced,  then  and 
for  ever,  Christianity.  "  But,  as  he  had  no  new  rehgion  to  adopt  in  its 
place,  and  as,  grown  more  prudent  and  calm,  he  did  not  wish  to 
accuse  himself  unnecessarily,  once  more,  of  inconstancy  and  apostasy, 
he  still  maintained  all  the  exterior  forms  of  the  worship  which  inirardly 
■he  had  abjured.  But  it  was  not  enough  for  him  to  have  quitted  error, 
it  was  necessary  to  discover  truth.  But  Hebronius  had  well  looked 
round  to  discover  it;  he  could  not  find  anything  that  resembled  it. 
Then  conunenced  for  him  a  series  of  sufferings,  unknown  and  terrible. 
Placed  face  to  face  with  doubt,  this  sincere  and  religious  spirit  was 
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frightened  at  its  own  solitude  ;  and  as  it  had  no  other  desire  nor  aim 
on  earth  than  truth,  and  nothing  else  here  below  interested  it,  he  lived 
absorbed  in  his  own  sad  contemplations,  looked  ceaselessly  into  the 
va^e  that  surrounded  him  like  an  ocean  without  bounds,  and  seeing 
the  holiion  retreat  and  retreat  as  ever  he  wished  to  near  it.  Lost  in 
this  immense  uncertainty,  he  felt  as  if  attacked  by  vertigo,  and  his 
thoughts  whirled  within  his  brain.  Then,  fatigued  with  his  vain  toils 
and  hopeless  endeavours,  he  would  sink  down  depressed,  unmanned, 
life-wearied,  only  living  in  the  sensation  of  that  silent  grief  which  he 
felt  and  could  not  comprehend." 

It  is  a  pity  that  this  hapless  Spiridion,  so  eager  in  his  passage 
from  one  creed  to  another,  and  so  loud  in  his  profession  of  the  truth, 
wherever  he  fancied  that  he  had  found  it,  had  not  waited  a  little,  before 
he  avowed  himself  either  Cathohc  or  Protestant,  and  implicated  others 
in  errors  and  follies  which  might,  at  least,  have  been  confined  to  his 
own  bosom,  and  there  have  lain  comparatively  harmless.     In  what  a 

pretty  state,  for  instance,  will  Messrs.  Dr d  and  P 1  have  lefl 

their  Newman  Street  congregation,  who  are  still  plunged  in  their  old 
superstitions,  &om  which  their  spiritual  pastors  and  masters  have  been 
set  free  J  In  what  a  state,  too,  do  Mrs.  Sand  and  her  brother  and 
sister  philosophers,  Templars,  Saint  Simonians,  Fourierites,  Leroux- 
ites,  or  whatever  the  sect  may  be,  leave  the  unfortunate  people  who 
Jiave  listened  to  their  doctrines,  and  who  have  not  the  opportunity,  or 
the  fiery  versatility  of  belief,  which  carries  their  teachers  from  one 
creed  to  another,  leaving  only  exploded  lies  and  useless  recantations 
behind  them !  I  wish  the  State  would  make  a  law  that  one  individual 
^outd  not  be  allowed  to  preach  more  than  one  doctrine  in  his  life ;  or, 
at  any  rate,  should  be  soundly  corrected  for  every  change  of  creed. 
How  many  charlatans  would  have  been  silenced, — how  much  conceit 
would  have  been  kept  within  bounds, — how  many  fools,  who  are 
dazzled  by  fine  sentences,  and  made  drunk  by  declamation,  would 
Jiavc  remained  quiet  and  sober,  in  that  quiet  and  sober  way  of  faith 
which  their  fathers  held  before  them.  However,  the  reader  will  be 
glad  to  learn  that,  after  aJl  his  doubts  and  sorrows,  Spiridion  does 
discover  the  truth  {the  truth,  what  a  wise  Spiridion  !)  and  some  discre- 
tion with  it ;  for,  having  found  among  his  monks,  who  are  dissolute, 
superstitious — and  all  hate  him — one  only  being,  Fulgentius,  who  is 
loving,  candid,  and  pious,  he  says  to  him,—"  If  you  were  like  myself, 
if  the  first  want  of  your  nature  were,  like  mine,  to  know,  I  would,  with- 
out hesitation,  lay  bare  to  you  my  entire  thoughts.  I  would  make  you 
drink  the  cup  of  truth,  which  1  myself  have  filled  with  so  many  tears, 
at  the  risk  of  intoxicating  you  with  the  draughL  But  it  is  not  so,  alas  I 
you  are  made  to  love  rather  than  to  know,  and  your  heart  is  stronger 
than  your  intellect   You  are  attached  to  Catholicism, — I  believe  so,  at 
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least,— by  bonds  of  sentiment  which  you  could  not  break  without  pain, 
and  which,  if  you  were  to  break,  the  truth  which  I  could  lay  bare  to 
you  in  return  woold  not  repay  you  for  what  you  had  sacrificed.  Instead 
of  exalting,  it  would  crush  you,  very  likely.  It  is  a  food  too  strong  for 
ordinary  men,  and  which,  when  it  does  not  revivify,  smothers.  I  will  not, 
then,  reveal  to  you  this  doctrine,  which  is  the  triumph  of  my  life,  and 
the  consolation  of  my  last  days ;  because  it  might,  perhaps,  be  for  you 
only  a  cause  of  mourning  and  despair.  •  •  •  Of  atltheworics  which 
my  long  studies  have  }»wluced,  there  is  one  alone  which  I  have  not 
given  to  the  flames ;  for  it  alone  is  complete,  In  that  you  will  faiA  me 
entire,  and  there  LIBS  THE  TRUTH.  And,  as  the  sage  has  said  you 
must  not  bury  your  treasures  in  a  well,  I  will  not  confide  mine  to  the 
biutal  stupidity  of  these  monks.  But  as  this  volume  should  only  pass 
into  hands  worthy  to  touch  it,  and  be  laid  open  for  eyes  that  are 
citable  at  comprdiending  its  mysteries,  I  shaU  exact  from  the  reader 
one  condition,  which,  at  the  same  time,  shall  be  a  proof  r  1  shall  cany 
it  with  me  to  the  tomb,  in  order  that  he  who  one  day  shall  read  it,  may 
have  courage  enough  to  brave  the  vain  terrors  of  the  grave,  in  search- 
ing for  it  amid  the  dust  erf'  my  sepulchre:  As  soon  as  I  am  dead^ 
therefore,  place  this  writing  on  my  breast  •  "  "  Ah  !  when  the 
time  comes  for  reading  it,  1  think  my  withered  heart  will  spring  up 
again,  as  the  frozen  grass  at  the  return  of  the  sun,  and  that,  from  the 
midst  of  its  infinite  transformations,  my  spirit  frill  enter  into  immediate 
communication  with  thine  I " 

Does  not  the  reader  long  to  be  at  this  precious  toanuscript,  which 
contains  THK  truth  ;  and  ought  he  not  to  be  very  much  obHged  to 
Mrs.  Sand,  for  hwng  so  good  as  to  print  it  for  him  ?  We  leave  all 
the  story  aside  :  how  Fulgentius  had  not  the  spirit  to  read  the  manu< 
script,  but  left  the  secret  to  Alexis ;  how  Alexis,  a  stem  old  philo- 
sophical unbelieving  monk  as  ever  was,  tried  in  vain  to  lift  up  the 
gravestone,  but  was  taken  with  fever,  and  obliged  to  forego  the 
discovery ;  and  how,  finally.  Angel,  his  disciple,  a  youth  amiable  and 
innocent  as  his  name,  was  the  destined  person  who  brought  the  long- 
buried  treasure  to  light  Trembling  and  delighted,  the  pair  read  this 
tremendous  hakuscript  or  Spiridiok. 

Will  it  be  believed,  that  of  all  the  dull,  vague,  windy  documents 
that  mortal  ever  set  eyes  on,  this  is  the  dullest  P  If  this  be  absolute 
truth,  i  quoi  bmt  search  for  it,  since  we  have  long,  long  had  the  jewel 
in  our  possession,  or  since,  at  least,  it  has  been  held  up  as  such  by 
every  sham  philosopher  who  has  had  a  mind  to  pass  off  his  wares  on 
the  public  t    Hear  Spiridion :—  . 

"  How  much  have  I  wept,  bow  much  have  I  suffered,  how  much 
have  I  prayed,  tvew.mnch  have  I  laboured,  before  I  understood  the 
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canse  and  the  aim  of  my  pass;%e  on  this  eank !  After  many  incer- 
titudes, after  much  remorse,  after  many  scruples,  /  have  eamprthended 
that  I-mai  a  martyr.' — But  why  my  martyrdom f  said  I  ;  what  crime 
did  1  commit  before  I  was  bom,  thus  to  be  condemned  to  labour  and 
groaning,  from  the  hour  when  I  first  saw  the  day  up  to  that  when  1 
am  about  to  enter  into  the  night  of  the  tomb  ? 

"  Al  last,  by  dint  of  imploring  God — by  dint  of  inquiry  into  the 
history  of  man,  a  ray  of  the  truth  has  descended  on  my  brow,  and  the 
shadows  of  the  past  have  melted  from  before  my  eyes.  I  have  lifted 
a  comer  of  the  curtain  :  I  have  seen  enough  to  know  that  my  life,  like 
that  of  therest  of  the  human  race,  has  been  a  series  of  necessary  errors, 
yet,  to  speak  more  correctly,  of  incomplete  truths,  conducting,  more  or 
less,  slowly  and  directly,  to  absolute  truth  and  ideal  perfection.  But 
when  will  they  rise  on  the  face  of  the  earth — when  will  they  issue  from 
the  bosom  of  the  Divinity—those  generations  who  shall  salute  the 
august  countenance  of  Truth,  and  proclaim  the  reign  of  the  ideal  on 
earth?  I  see  well  how  humanity  marches,  but  1  neither  can  see  its 
cradle  nor  its  apotheosis.  Man  seems  to  me  a  transitory  race,  between 
the  beast  and  the  anget ;  but  I  know  how  many  centuries  have  been 
requiredjthat  he  might  pass  from  the  j/ufeo/irTii't/tf /A*  jte/^o/Mtfn, 
and  /  caHftot  tell  how  many  a^es  art  necessary  that  he  may  pass  from 
the  state  of  man  to  the  state  of  angel/ 

"  Yet  I  hope,  and  I  feel  within  me,  at  the  approach  of  death,  that 
which  warns  me  that  great  destinies  await  humanity.  In  this  life  all 
is  over  for  me.  Much  have  I  striven,  to  advance  but  little :  I  have 
laboured  without  ceasing,  and  have  done  almost  nothing.  Yet,  after 
pains  immeasurable,  I  die  content,  for  I  know  that  I  have  done  all  I 
could,  and  am  sure  that  the  little  I  have  done  wilt  not  be  lost. 

"  What,  then,  have  I  done  f  this  wilt  thou  demand  of  me,  man  of 
a  future  age,  who  will  seek  foe  trutli  in  the  testaments  of  the  past 
Thou  who  wilt  be  no  more  Catholic— no  more  Christian,  thou  wilt  ask 
of  the  poor  monk,  lying  in  the  dust,  an  account  of  his  lift  and  death. 
Thou  wouldst  khow  wherefore  were  his  vows,  why  his  austerities,  his 
laboursj  his  retreat,  his  prayers  ? 

"  Ywi  who  turn  back  to  me,  in  order  that  I  may  guide  yon  on  your 
road,  and  that  you  may  arrive  more  quickly  at  the  goal  which  it  has 
not  been  my  lot  to  attain,  pause,  yet,  for  a  moment,  and  look  upon  the 
past  history  of  humanity.  You  will  see  that  its  fate  has  been  ever  to 
'choose  between  the  least  of  two  evils,  and  ever  to  commit  great  faults 
in  order  to  avoid  others  still  greater.  You  will  see  •  •  •  on  one 
-tide,  the  heathen  mythology,  that  debased  the  spirit,  in  its  efforts  to 
deify  the  flesh ;  on  the  other,  the  austere  Christian  principle,  that 
-debased  the  Qesh  too  much,  in  order  to  raise  the  worship  of  the  spirit. 
Vou  will  seei  afterward^  how  the  religion  of  Christ  emlmdies  itself  in 
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a.  church,  and  raises  itself  a  generous  democratic  power  against  the 
tyranny  of  princes.  Later  still,  you  will  see  how  that  power  has 
attained  its  end,  and  passed  beyond  it.  You  will  see  it,  havingcbained 
and  conquered  princes,  league  itself  with  them,  in  order  to  oppress  the 
people,  and  seize  on  temporal  power.  Schism,  then,  raises  up  against 
it  the  standard  of  revolt,  and  preaches  (he  bold  and  legitimate  principle 
of  liberty  of  conscience:  hut,  also,  you  will  see  how  this  liberty  of  con- 
science brings  religious  anarchy  in  its  train  ;  or,  worse  still,  religious 
indifference  and  disgust  And  if  your  soul,  shattered  in  the  tempestuous 
changes  which  you  behold  humanity  undergoing,  would  strike  out  for 
itself  a  passage  through  the  rocks,  amidst  which,  like  a  frail  bark,  lies 
tossing  trembling  truth,  you  will  be  embarrassed  to  choose  between 
the  new  philosophers — who,  in  preaching  tolerance,  destroy  religious 
and  social  unity — and  the  last  Christians,  who,  to  preserve  society, 
that  is,  religion  and  philosophy,  are  obliged  to  brave  the  principle  of 
toleration.  Man  of  truth !  to  whom  I  address,  at  once,  my  instruction 
and  my  justification,  at  the  time  when  you  shall  live,  the  science  of 
truth  no  doubt  will  have  advanced  a  step.  Think,  then,  of  all  your 
fathers  have  suffered,  as,  bending  beneath  the  weight  of  their  ignorance 
and  uncertainty,  they  have  traversed  the  desert  across  which,  with  so 
much  pain,  they  have  conducted  thee  1  And  if  the  pride  of  thy  young 
learning  shall  make  thee  contemplate  the  petty  strifes  in  which  our 
life  has  been  consumed,  pause  and  tremble,  as  you  think  of  that  which 
is  still  unknown  to  yourself,  and  of  the  judgment  that  your  descendants 
will  pass  on  you.  Think  of  this,  and  learn  to  respect  all  those  who, 
seeking  their  way  in  all  sincerity,  have  wandered  from  the  path, 
frightened  by  the  storm,  and  sorely  tried  by  the  severe  hand  of  the 
All- Powerful  Think  of  this,  and  prostrate  yourself;  for  all  these, 
even  the  most  mistaken  among  them,  ate  saints  and  martyrs. 

"  Without  their  conquests  and  their  defeats,  thou  weit  in  darkness 
stiU.  Yes,  their  failures,  their  errors  even,  have  a  right  to  your 
respect ;  for  man  is  weak.  *  *  Weep,  then,  for  us  obscure 
travellers — unknown  victims,  who,  by  our  mortal  sufferings  and 
unheard-of  labours,  have  prepared  the  way  before  you.  Pity  me,  who 
having  passionately  loved  justice,  and  perseveringly  sought  for  truth, 
only  opened  my  eyes  to  shut  them  again  for  ever,  and  saw  that  1  had 
been  in  vain  endeavouring  to  support  a  ruin,  to  take  refuge  in  a  vault 
of  which  the  foundations  were  worn  away."    •        •        • 

The  rest  of  the  book  of  Spiridion  is  made  up  of  a  history  of  the 
rise,  progress,  and  (what  our  philosopher  is  pleased  to  call)  decay  of 
Christianity — of  an  assertion,  that  the  "  doctrine  of  Christ  is  incom- 
plete ;"  that  "  Christ  may,  nevertheless,  take  his  place  in  the  Pantheon 
of  divine  men!"  and  of  a  long,  disgusting,  absurd,  and  impious 
vision,  in  which  the  Saviour,  Moses,  David,  and  Elijah  are  represented. 
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and  in  which  Christ  is  made  to  say — "  We  are  all  Messiahs,  when  we 
wish  to  bring  the  reign  of  truth  upon  earth ;  we  are  all  Chrisls,  when 
we  suffer  for  it  ? " 

And  this  is  the  ultimatum,  the  supreme  secret,  the  absolute  truth  ! 
and  it  has  been  published  by  Mrs.  Sand,  for  so  many  napoleons  per 
sheet,  in  the  Revue  des  Deux  Mondes;  and  the  Deux  Mondes  are  to 
abide  by  it  for  the  future.  After  having  attained  it,  are  wc  a  whit 
wiser  ?  "  Man  is  between  an  angel  and  a  beast  :  I  don't  know  how 
long  it  is  since  he  was  a  brute — 1  can't  say  how  long  it  will  be  before 
he  is  an  angcL"  Think  of  people  living  by  their  wits,  and  living  by 
such  a  wit  as  this  !  Think  of  the  state  of  mental  debauch  and  disease 
which  must  havebeenpassedthrough.ere  such  words  could  be  written, 
and  could  be  popular ! 

When  a  man  leaves  our  dismal,  smoky  London  atmosphere,  and 
breathes,  instead  of  coal-smoke  and  yellow  fog,  this  bright,  clear, 
French  air,  he  is  quite  intoxicated  by  it  at  first,  and  feels  a  glow  in 
his  blood,  and  a  joy  in  bis  spirits,  which  scarcely  thrice  a  year,  and 
then  only  at  a  distance  from  London,  he  can  attain  in  England.  Is 
the  intoxication,  I  wonder,  permanent  among  itie  natives  f  and  may 
we  not  account  for  the  ten  thousand  frantic  freaks  of  these  people  by 
the  peculiar  influence  of  French  air  and  sunP  The  philosophers  are 
from  night  to  morning  drunk,  the  politicians  are  drunk,  the  literary 
men  reel  and  stagger  from  one  absurdity  to  another,  and  how  shall  we 
understand  their  vagaries  ?  Let  us  suppose,  charitably,  that  Madame 
Sand  had  inhaled  a  more  than  ordinary  quantity  of  this  laughing  gas 
-when  she  wrote  for  us  this  precious  manuscript  of  Spiridion.  That 
great  destinies  are  in  prospect  for  the  human  race  we  may  fancy, 
without  her 'ladyship's  word  for  it ;  but  more  liberal  than  she,  and 
having  a  little  retrospective  charity,  as  well  as  that  easy  prospective 
benevolence  which  Mrs.  Sand  adopts,  let  us  try  and  think  there  is 
some  hope  for  our  fathers  (who  were  nearer  brutality  than  ourselves, 
according  to  the  Sandean  creed),  or  else  there  is  a  very  poor  chance 
for  us,  who,  great  philosophers  as  we  are,  are  yet,  alas  !  far  removed 
from  that  angelic  consummation  which  all  must  wish  for  so  devoutly. 
She  cannot  say — is  it  not  extraordinary  ? — how  many  centuries  have 
been  necessary  before  man  could  pass  from  the  brutal  state  to  his 
present  condition,  or  how  many  ages  will  be  required  ere  we  may  pass 
from  the  state  of  man  to  the  state  of  angels  ?  What  the  deuce  is  the 
use  of  chronology  or  philosophy  ? — We  were  beasts,  and  we  can't  tell 
when  our  tails  dropped  off :  we  shall  be  angels  ;  but  when  our  wings 
are  to  begin  to  sprout,  who  knows  ?  In  the  meantime,  O  man  of  genius, 
follow  our  counsel ;  lead  an  easy  life,  don't  stick  at  trifles ;  never  mind 
about  duty,  it  is  only  made  for  slaves ;  if  the  world  reproach  you, 
reproach  the  world  in  return,  you  have  a  good  loud  tongue  in  your 
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head :  if  yow  strail-laced  morate  injure  your  mental  respiration,  fling, 
off  the  ol<f-fashioned  stays,  and  leave  your  free  limbs  to  rise  and  fall  as 
Nature  pleases  ;  and  when  you  have  grown  pretty  sicic  of  your  liberty,. 
and  yet  unfit  to  return  to  restraint,  cuise  the  world,  and  scorn  it,  and 
be  miserable,  lUcc  my  Lord  Byron  and  other  philosophers  of  his 
kidney ;  or  else  mount  a  step  higher,  and,  with  conceit  still  more  mon- 
strous, and  mental  vision  still  more  wretchedly  debauched  and  weak, 
begin  mddenly  to  find  yourself  afflicted  with  a  maudlin  compassion 
for  the  human  race,  and  a  desire  to  set  them  right  after  your  own 
fashion.  There  Is  the  quarrelsome  sta^e  of  drunlienness,  when  %  man 
can  as  yet  walk  and  speak,  when  he  can  call  names,  and  fling  plates 
and  wine-glasses  at  his  neighbour's  head  with  a  pretty  good  aim  ;  after 
this  comes  the  pathetic  stage,  when  the  patient  becomes  wondrous 
[ritilanthropic,  and  weeps  wildly,  as  he  lies  in  the  gutter,  and  fancies  he 
is  at  home  in  bed — where  be  ought  to  be  ;  but  this  is  an  allegory. 

I  don't  wish  to  carry  this  any  &rther,  or  to  say  a  word  in  defence 
Af  the  doctrine  which  Mrs.  Dudevant  has  found  "  incomplete ; " — here, 
at  least,  is  not  the  place  for  discussing  its  merits,  any  more  than 
Mis.  Sand's  book  was  the  place  for  exposing,  forsoqth,  its  errors :  our 
business  is  only  with  the  day  and  the  new  novels,  and  the  clever  or 
silly  people  who  write  them.  Oh  !  if  they  but  knew  their  places,  and 
would  keep  to  them,  and  drop  their  absurd  philosophical  jargon  1  Not 
all  the  big  words  in  the  world  can  make  Mrs.  Sand  talk  like  a  philo- 
wqdter  ;  when  will  she  go  back  to  her  old  trade,  of  which  she  was  the 
very  ablest  practitioner  in  France  ? 

I  should  bare  been  glad  to  give  some  extracts  from  the  dramatic 
and  descriptive  parts  of  the  novel,  that  cannot,  in  point  of  style  and 
beauty;  be  praised  too  highly.  One  must  suffice,— it  is  the  descent  of 
Alexis  to  seek  that  unlucky  manuscript,  Spiridion. 

"  It  seemed  to  me,"  he  begins,  "that  the  descent  was  eternal { 
and  that  I  was  burying  myself  in  the  depths  of  Erebus :  at  last,  I 
reached  a  level  place, — and '  1  heard  a  mournful  voice  deliver  these 
words,  as  it  were,  to  the  secret  centre  o(  tia  earth—  '  He  will  mount 
thaiasftMt  ne  morel' — Immediately  I  heard  arise  tawards  m^  f rom 
the  depth  of  invisible  abysse^.  a  myriad  of  formidable  voices  .united 
in  a  strange  chant— 'Z«^  us  lUstrey  him-/  Lei  kini  ie  destroyedl 
What  does  he  hire  amonff  lAe  deadt  Let  him  ie  deiivtred  iaek  la 
toriHre/    Z^t  him  begiven  again  lo  life!' 

■  "  Then  a  feeble  light  began  to  pierce  the  darkness,  and  I  perceived 
that  I  stood  (m  the  lowest  stop  of  a  staircase,  vast  as  the  foot  of  a 
mountain.  Behind  me  were  thousands  of  steps  of  lurid  iron  ;  bgfore 
me,  nothing  but  a  vo9d~-an  abyss,  and  ether ;  the  blue  gloom  of  mid- 
night beneath  my  feet,  as  above  my  head.  I  became  delirious,  and 
^luitting  that  staircase,  which  methought  it  was  impuisiUe  for  me  to 
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reucCnd,  I  sprung  forth  into  tbe  void  with  ad  exccraUoa  But,  fmme- 
diately,  wben  I  had  tittered  the  curse,  the  void  began  to  be  fiUed  with 
fonns  and  colours,  and  I  presently  perCeiMd  that  I  was  in  a  vast 
gallery,  along  #hich  I  advanced,  trembHiig.  There  was  still  darkness 
round  me ;  but  the  hollows  of  the  vaults  Reamed  w,tth  a  red  light,  and 
showed  me  the  strange  and  hideous  iotnis  of- their  building:  •  *  • 
I  did  not  distinguish  the  nearest  objects ;  but  those  towards  which  I 
advanced  assumed  an  appearance  more  and  more  ominous,  and  mr 
terror  increased  with  every  step  1  todc  IThe  enormous  pllian  which 
supported  the  vault,  and  the  tracery  thereof  itself,  were  figures  of  men, 
of  Bupeniatural  statute,  delivered  to  tonUres  without  a  name.  Some 
hung  by  their  feet,  and,  locked  in  the  doils  of  monstrous  serpents, 
clenched  their. teeth  in  the  marble  of  the  pavement;  others,  fastened 
by  their  waists,  were  dragged  upw*rds,  these  by  their  feet,  thnse  by 
their  heads,  towards  capitals,  where  other  figures. stooped  towards 
them,  eager  to  torment  them.  Other  pillars,  again,  represented  a 
struggling  mass  of  figures  devouring  one  another ;  each  of  which  only 
ofiered  a  trunk  severed  to  the  knees  or  to  the  shoulders,  the  fierce 
heads  whereof  retained  life  enough  to  seize  and  devour  that  which  was 
near  them.  There  were  some  who,  half  banging  down,  agonized  them- 
selves by  attempting,  with  their  upper  limbs,  to  flay  the  lower  moiety 
«f  their  bodies,  which  drooped  from  the  columns,  or  were  auacbed  to 
the  pedestals ;  and  others  who,  in  their  fight  with  each  other,  were 
dragged  along  by  morsels  of  desh, — grasping  which,  they  clung  to 
each  other  with  a  countenance  of  unspeakable  hate  and  agony.  Alor%, 
or  rather  in  place  of,  the  frieze,  there  were  on  either  side  a  range  of 
unclean  beings,  wearing  the  human  form,  but  of  a  loathsome  ugliness, 
bnsied  in  tearing  human  corpses  to  pieces— in  feasting  upon  their 
limbs  and  entrails.  From  the  vault,  instead  of  bosses  and  pendants, 
hung  the  crushed  and  wounded  forms  of  children ;  as  if  to  escape 
these  eaters  of  man's  flesh,  tbey  would  throw  themselves  downwards, 
and  be  dashed  to  pieces  on  the  pavemeuL  *  *  *  The  silence  and 
motionlessness  of  the  whole  added  to  its  awfulness.  I  became  so  faint 
with  terror,  that  I  stopped,  and  would  fain  have  returned.  But  at  that 
moment  I  heard,  from  the  depths  of  the  gloom  through  which  I  bad 
passed,  confused  noises,  like  those  of  a  multitude  on  its  march.  And 
the  sounds  soon  became  more  distinct,  and  the  clamour  fiercer,  and 
the  steps  came  hurrying  on  tumuituously — at  ever}-  new  burst  nearer, 
more  violent,  more  threatening.  I  thought  that  I  was  pursued  by  this 
disorderly  crowd ;  and  I  strove  to  advance,  hurrying  into  the  midst  of 
those  dismal  sculptures.  Then  it  seemed  as  if  those  figures  began  to 
heave, — and  to  sweat  blood, — and  their  beady  eyes  to  move  in  their 
sockets.  At  once  I  beheld  that  they  were  all  looking  upon  me,  that 
they  were  all  leaning  towards  me,— some  with  frightfiil  derision,  otben 
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with  furious  aversion.  Every  arm  was  raised  a^inst  me,  ajid  they 
made  as  though  they  would  crush  me  with  the  quivering  limbs  they 
had  torn  one  Irom  the  other,"    *    *    * 

It  is,  indeed,  a  pity  itai  the  poor  fellow  gave  himself  the  trouble  to 
go  down  into  damp,  unwholesome  graves,  for  the  purpose  of  fetching 
up  a  few  trumpery  sheets  of  manuscript ;  and  if  the  public  has  been 
rather  tired  with  their  contents,  and  is  disposed  to  ask  why  Mrs.  Sand's 
reUgious  or  irreligious  notions  are  to  be  brought  forward  to  people 
who  are  quite  satisfied  with  their  own,  we  can  only  say  that  this  lady 
is  the  representative  of  a  vast  class  of  her  countrymen,  whom  the  wits 
and  philosophers  of  the  eighteenth  century  have  brought  to  this 
condition.  The  leaves  of  the  Diderot  and  Rousseau  tree  have  pro- 
duced this  goodly  fruit :  here  it  is,  ripe,  bursting,  and  ready  to  fall ; — 
and  how  to  fall  i  Heaven  send  that  it  may  drop  easily,  for  all  can  see 
that  the  time  is  come. 


n,<:,i,7=rir,  Google 


THE  CASE  OF  PEYTEL: 

■    PUMP  COURT, 

Pari!,  Nffoanifr,  1839. 

MY  DEAR  BRIEFLESS,— Two  months  since,  when  the  act  of 
accusation  first  appeared,  containing  the  sum  of  the  charges 
against  Sebastian  Peytel,  all  Paris  was  in  a  fervour  on  the  subject. 
The  man's  trial  speedily  followed,  and  kept  for  three  days  the  public 
interest  wound  up  to  a  painful  point.  He  was  found  guilty  of  double 
murder  at  the  beginning  of  September;  and,  since  that  time,  what 
■with  Maroto's  disaffection  and  Turkish  news,  we  have  had  leisure  to 
forget  Monsieur  Peytel,  and  to  occupy  ourselves  with  rl  vJui'.  Perhaps 
Monsieur  de  Balzac  helped  to  smother  what  little  sparks  of  interest 
might  still  have  remained  for  the  murderous  notary,  Balzac  put 
forward  a  letter  in  his  favour,  so  very  long,  so  very  dull,  so  very 
pompous,  promising  so  much,  and  performing  so  little,  that  the 
Parisian  public  gave  up  Peytel  and  his  case  alt<^ether ;  nor  was  it 
until  to-day  that  some  small  feeling  was  raised  concerning  him,  when 
the  newspapers  brought  the  account  how  Peytel's  head  had  been  cut 
off  at  Bourg. 

He  had  gone  through  the  usual  miserable  ceremonies  and  delays 
which  attend  what  is  called,  in  this  country,  the  march  of  justice.  He 
had  made  his  appeal  to  the  Court  of  Cassation,  which  had  taken  time 
to  consider  the  verdict  of  the  Provincial  Court,  and  had  confirmed  it. 
He  had  made  his  appeal  for  mercy;  his  poor  sister  coming  up  all  the 
way  from  Bourg  (a  sad  journey,  poor  thing  !)  to  have  an  interview  with 
the  King,  who  had  refused  to  see  her.  Last  Monday  morning,  at  nine 
o'clock,  an  hour  before  Peytel's  breakfast,  the  Greffier  of  Assiie  Court, 
in  company  with  the  Cur^  of  Bourg,  waited  on  him,  and  informed  him 
xhat  he  had  only  three  hours  to  live.  At  twelve  o'clock,  Peytel's  head 
was  off  his  body ;  an  executioner  from  Lyons  had  come  over  the  night 
before,  to  assist  the  professional  throat-cutter  of  Bourg. 

I  am  not  going  to  entertain  you  with  any  sentimental  lamentations 
for  this  scoundrel's  fate,  or  to  declare  my  beUef  in  hb  innocence,  as 
Monsieur  de  Balzac  has  done.  As  far  as  moral  conviction  can  go,  the 
man's  guilt  is  pretty  clearly  brought  home  to  him.    But  any  man  who 
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has  read  the  "  Guises  Cfl^bres,"  knows  that  men  have  been  convicled 
and  executed  upon  evidence  ten  times  more  powerful  than  that  which 
was  brought  against  PeyteL  His  own  account  of  his  horrible  case  may- 
be true  ;  there  is  nothing  adduced  in  the  evidence  which  is  strong 
enough  to  overthrow  ii.  It  is  a  serious  priVilege,  God  knows,  that 
society  takes  upon  itself,  at  any  time,  to  deprive  one  of  God's  creatures 
of  e^dstence.  But  when  the  slightest  dOubt  remains,  what  a  trcmendouS' 
risk  does  it  incur  I  In  England,  thank  heaven,  the  law  is  more  wise 
and  more  merciful :  an  English  jury  would  never  have  taken  a  man's 
blood  upon  such  testimony  ;  an  English  judge  and  Crown  advocate 
would  never  have  acted  as  these  Frenchmen  have  done ;  the  latter 
inflaming  the  public  mind  by  exa^erated  appeals  to  their  passions  : 
the  former  seeking,  in  every  way,  to  draw  confessions  from  the  prisoner, 
to  perplex  and  confound  him,  to  do  away,  by  fierce  cross -questioning 
and  bitter  remarks  from  the  bench,  with  any  effect  that  his  testimony 
might  have  on  the  jury,  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  judges  and  lawyers 
have  been  more  violent  and  inqoisitarial  against  the  unhappy  Peytel 
than  against  any  one  else ;  it  is  the  fashion  of  the  country :  a  man  is 
guilty  until  he  proves  himself  to  be  innocent ;  and  to  batter  down  his 
defence,  if  he  have  any,  there  are  the  lawyers,  with  all  their  horrible 
ingenuity,  and  their  captivating  passionate  eloquence.  It  is  hard  thus 
to  set  the  skiUul  and  tried  champions  of  the  law  against  men  unused  to 
this  kind  of  combat ;  nay,  give  a  man  all  the  legal  aid  that  he  can 
purchase  or  procure,  still,  by  this  plan,  you  take  him  at  a  cruel,  un- 
manly disadvant^e  ;  he  has  to  fight  against  the  law,  clogged  with  the 
dreadfulweight  of  his  presupposed  guilt.  Thank  God  that,  in  England, 
things  are  not  managed  so. 

However,  I  am  not  about  to  entertain  you  with  ignorant  dis- 
quisitions about  the  law,  Peytel's  case  may,  nevertheless,  interest 
you ;  for  the  tale  is  a  very  stirring  and  mysterious  one ;  and  you  may 
sec  how  easy  a  thing  it  is  for  a  man's  life  to  be  talked  away  in  France, 
if  ever  he  should  happen  to  fall  under  the  suspicion  of  a  crime.  The 
French  "Acte  d'accusation"  begins  in  the  following  manner ; — 

"  Of  all  the  events  which,  in  these  latter  times,  have  afflicted  the 
department  of  the  Ain,  there  is  none  which  has  caused  a  more  profound 
and  lively  sensation  than  the  tragical  death  of  the  lady,  Faicitf 
Alcaiar,  wife  of  Sebastian  Benedict  Peytel,  notary,  at  Bellcy,  At  the 
end  of  October,  1838,  Madame  Peytel  quitted  that  town,  with  her 
husband,  and  their  servant  Louis  Rey,  in  order  to  pass  a  few  days  at 
Macon :  at  midnight,  the  inhabitants  of  BcUey  were  suddenly  awakened 
by  the  arrival  of  Monsieur  Peytel,  by  his  cries,  and  by  the  signs  which 
he  exhibited  of  the  most  lively  agitation :  he  implored  the  succours  of 
all  the  physiciaiis  in  the  town  ;  knocked  violently  at  their  doors  ;  rung 
at  the  bells  of  their  bouses  with  a  sort  of  frenzy,  and  announced  that 


THE  CASE  OF  PEYTEL.    ,  195 

bis  wife,  stretched  out,  and  dying,  in  his  carriage,  had  jnst  been  shot, 
on  the  Lyons  road,  by  his  domestic,  whose  life  Peytel  himself  had 
taken. 

"At  this  recital  a  number  of  persons  assembled,  and  what  a 
spectacle  was  presented  to  their  eyes. 

"  A  young  w(»nan  lay  at  the  bottom  of  a  cania^,  deprived  of  life ; 
her  whole  body  was  wet,  and  seemed  as  if  it  had  just  been  plunged 
into  the  water.  She  appeared  to  be  severely  wounded  in  the  face;  and 
her  garments,  which  were  raised  up,  in  spite  of  the  cold  and  rainy 
weather,  left  the  upper  part  of  her  knees  abnost  entirely  exposed.  Ai 
the  sight  of  this  half-naked  and  inanimate  body,  all  the  spectators 
were  affected.  People  said  that  the  first  duty  to  pay  to  a  dying  woman 
was,  to  preserve  her  from  the  cold,  to  cover  her.  A  physician  examined 
the  body ;  he  declared  that  all  remedies  were  useless  ;  that  Madame 
Peytel  was  dead  and  cold.  . 

"  The  entreaties  of  Peytel  were  redoubled ;  he  demanded  fresh 
succours,  and,  giving  no  heed  to  the  fatal  assurance  which  had  just 
been  given  him,  required  that  all  the  physicians  in  the  place  should  be 
sent  for.  A  scene  so  strange  and  so  melancholy  ;  the  incoherent 
account  given  by  Peytel  of  the  murder  of  his  wife  ;  his  extraordinary 
movements  ;  and  the  avowal  which  he  continued  to  make,  that  he  had 
despatched  the  murderer,  Rey,  with  strokes  of  his  hammer,  excited  the 
attention  of  Lieutenant  Wol^  commandant  of  gendarmes  :  that  officer 
gave  orders  for  the  immediate  arrest  of  Peytel ;  but  the  latter  threw 
himself  into  the  arms  of  a  friend,  who  interceded  for  him,  and  begged 
the  police  not  immediately  to  seiie  upon  his  person. 

"  The  corpse  of  Madame  Peytel  was  transported  to  her  apartment ; 
the  bleeding  body  of  the  domestic  was  likewise  brought  from  the 
road,  where  it  lay ;  and  Peytel,  asked  to  explain  the  circumstance 
did  so."    •    •    • 

Now,  as  there  is  little  reason  to  tell  the  reader,  when  an  English 
counsel  has  to  prosecute  a  prisoner  on  the  part  of  the  Crown  ior  a 
capital  offence,  be  produces  lie  articles  of  his  accusation  in  the  most 
moderate  terms,  aad  especially  warns  the  jury  to  give  the  accused 
person  .the  benefit  of  every  possible  doubt  that  the  evidence  may 
give,  or  may  leave.  5ee  how  these  tfaii^  are  manned  in  France, 
and  how  differently  the  French  counsel  for  the  Crown  sets  about 
his  work. 

He  first  prepares  his  act  of  accusation,  the  opening  of  which  we 
have  just  read ;  it  is  published  six  days  before  the  trial,  so  that  an 
unimpassioned,  unprejudiced  jury  has  ample  time  to  study  it,  and  to 
form  its  opinions  accordingly,  and  to  go  into  court  with  a  happy,  just 
prepossession  against  the  prisoner. 

Read  the  first  part  of  the  Peytel  act  of  accusation  ;  it  is  as  turgid 


.DOglc 


196  THE  PARIS  6KETCH  BOOK. 

and  declamatory  as  a  bad  romance  ;  aad  as  inflated  as  a  newspaper 
document,  by  an  nnlimUed  penny-a-liner  ; — "  The  department  of  the 
Ain  is  in  a  dreadful  state  of  excitement ;  the  inhabitants  of  Belley 
come  trooping  from  their  beds, — and  what  a  sight  do  they  behold  : — 
a  young  woman  at  the  bottom  of  a  carriage,  iouti  ruisselante,  just  out 
of  a  river ;  her  garments,  in  spite  of  the  cold  and  rain,  raised,  so  as 
to  leave  the  upper  part  of  her  knee  entirely  exposed,  at  which  all  the 
beholders  were  affected,  and  cried,  that  the  Jirst  duly  was  to  cover 
her  from  the  cold,"  This  settles  the  case  at  once  ;  the  first  duty  of 
a  man  is  to  cover  the  legs  of  the  sufferer  ;  the  second  to  call  for  help. 
The  eloquent "  Substitut  du  Procureur  du  Roi"  has  prejudged  the 
case,  in  the  course  of  a  few  sentences.  He  is  putting  his  readers, 
among  whom  his  future  jury  is  to  be  found,  into  a  proper  state  of 
mind ;  he  works  on  them  with  pathetic  description,  just  as  a  romance- 
writer  would ;  the  rain  pours  in  torrents  ;  it  is  a  dreary  evening  in 
November  ;  the  young  creatiure's  situation  is  neatly  described  ;  the 
distrust  which  entered  into  the  breast  of  the  keen  old  officer  of 
gendarmes  strongly  painted,  the  suspicions  which  might,  or  might 
not,  hare  been  entertained  by  the  inhabitants,  eloquently  argued. 
How  did  the. advocate  know  that  the  people  had  such?  did  all  the 
bystanders  say  aloud,  "  1  suspect  that  this  is  a  case  of  murder  by 
Monsieur  Peytet,  and  that  his  story  about  the  domestic  is  all  decep- 
tion ? "  or  did  they  go  off  to  the  mayor,  and  register  their  suspicion  ? 
or  was  the  advocate  there  to  hear  them  ?  Not  he  ;  but  he  paints  you 
the  whole  scene,  as  though  it  had  existed,  and  gives  full  accounts  of 
suspicions,  a.s  'if  they  had  been  facts,  positive,  patent,  staring,  that 
everybody  could  see  «nd  swear  to. 

Having  thus  primed  his  audience,  and  prepared  them  for  the 
testimony  of  the  accused  party,  "  Now,"  says  he,  with  a  fine  show 
of  justice,  "Let  us  hear  Monsieur  Peytel;"  and  that  worthy's  narra- 
tive is  given  as  follows  : — 

"  He  said  that  he  had  left  Macon  on  the  31st  October,  at  eleven 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  in  order  to  return  to  Belley,  with  his  wife  and 
servant  The  latter  drove,  or  led,  an  open  car  ;  he  himself  was  driving 
his  wife  in  a  four-wheeled  carriage,  drawn  by  one  horse  ;  they  reached 
Bourg  at  five  o'clock  in  the  evening  ;  left  it  at  seven,  to  sleep  at  Pont 
d'Ain,  where  they  did  not  arrive  before  midnight.  During  the  journey, 
Peytel  thought  he  remarked  that  Key  bad  slackened  his  horse's  pace. 
When  they  alighted  at  the  inn,  Peytet  bade  him  deposit  in  his  chamber 
7,500  francs,  which  he  carried  with  him ;  but  the  domestic  refused 
to  do  so,  saying  the  inn  gates  were  secure,  and  there  was  no  danger. 
Peytel  was,  therefore,  obliged  to  cany  his  money  upstairs  himself. 
The  next  day,  the  ist  November,  they  set  out  on  their  journey  ^^n 
at  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning ;  Louis  did  not  come,  according  to 
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custom,  to  take  his  master's  orders.  They  arrived  at  Tenay  about 
three,  stopped  th^e  a  couple  of  hours  to  dine,  and  it  was  eight  o'clock 
when  they  reached  the  bourg  of  Rossillon,  where  tbey  waited  half  an 
hour  to  bait  the  horses. 

"  As  they  left  Rossillon,  the  weather  became  bad,  and  the  rain 
began  to  fall :  Peytet  told  his  domestic  to  get  a  covering  for  the. 
articles  in  the  open  chariot ;  but  Rey  refused  to  do  so,  adding,  in  an 
ironical  tone,  that  the  weather  was  fine.  For  some  days  past,  Peytel 
had  remarked  that  his  servant  was  gloomy,  and  scarcely  spoke  at  alL 

"  After  they  had  gone  about  500  paces  beyond  the  bridge  of 
Andert,  that  crosses  the  river  Furans,  and  ascended  to  the  least 
steep  part  of  the  hill  of  Darde,  Peytel  cried  out  to  his  servant,  who 
was  seated  in  the  car,  to  come  down  from  it,  and  finish  the  ascent 

"  At  this  moment  a  wolent  wind  was  blowing  from  the  south,  and 
the  rain  was  foiling  heavily :  Peytel  was  seated  back  in  the  right 
comer  of  the  carriage,  and  his  wife,  who  was  close  to  him,  was  asleep, 
with  her  head  on  bis  left  shoulder.  All  of  a  sudden  he  heard  the 
report  of  a  fire-arm  (he  had  seen  the  light  of  it  at  some  paces  dis- 
tance), and  Madame  Peytel  cried  out,  '  My  poor  husband,  take  your 
pistols ; '  the  horse  was  frightened,  and  began  to  trot.  Peytel  inune* 
diately  drew  the  pistol,  and  fired,  from  the  interior  of  the  carriage, 
upon  an  individual  whom  he  saw  running  by  the  side  of  the  road. 

"  Not  knowing,  as  yet,  that  his  wife  had  been  hit,  he  jumped  out 
on  one  side  of  the  carriage,  while  Madame  Peytel  descended  from  the 
other;  and  he  fired  a  second  pistol  at  his  domestic,  Louis  Rey,  whom 
he  had  just  recognized.  Redoubling  his  piacc,  he  came  up  with  Rey, 
and  struck  him,  from  behind,  a  blow  with  the  hammer.  Rey  turned 
at  this,  and  raised  up  his  arm  to  strike  his  master  with  the  pbtol  which 
he  had  just  discharged  at  him ;  but  Peytel,  more  quick  than  he,  gave 
the  domestic  a  blow  with  the  hammer,  which  felled  him  to  the  ground 
(he  fell  his  face  forwards),  and  then  Peytel,  bestriding  the  body, 
despatched  him,  although  the  brigand  asked  for  mercy. 

"  He  DOW  began  to  think  of  his  wife ;  and  ran  back,  calling  out  her 
name  repeatedly,  and  seeking  for  her,  in  vain,  on  both  sides  of  the  road. 
Arrived  at  the  bridge  of  Andert,  he  recogniied  his  wife,  stretched  in  a 
field,  covered  with  water,  which  bordered  the  Furans,  This  horrible 
discovery  had  so  much  the  more  astonished  him,  because  he  had  no 
idea,  until  now,  that  his  wife  had  been  wounded ;  he  endeavoured  to 
draw  her  from  the  water;  and  it  was  only  after  considerable  exertions 
that  he  was  enabled  to  do  so,  and  to  place  her,  with  her  face  towards 
the  ground,  on  the  side  of  the  road.  Supposing  that,  here,  she  would 
be  sheltered  from  any  farther  danger,  and  believing,  as  yet,  that  she 
was  only  wounded,  he  determined  to  ask  for  help  at  a  lone  house. 
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situated  on  the  road  towards  RossiDon ;  and  at  this  instant  he  per- 
ceived, without  at  all  being  able  to  explain  how,  that  his  horse  had 
followed  him  back  to  the  spot,  having  tiimed  back  of  its  own  accord, 
from  the  road  to  Belief. 

"  The  house  at  which  he  knocked  was  inhabited  by  two  men,  of 
the  name  of  Thannet,  father  and  son,  who  opened  the  door  to  him,  and 
whom  he  entreated  to  come  to  his  aid,  saying  that  his  wife  had  Just 
been  assassinated  by  his  servant  The  elder  Thannet  approached  to, 
and  examined  the  body,  and  told  Peytel  that  it  was  quite  dead  ;  he 
and  his  son  took  up  the  corpse,  and  placed  it  in  the  bottom  of  the 
carriage,  which  they  all  mounted  themselves,  and  pursued  their  route 
to  Belley.  In  order  to  do  so,  they  had  to  pass  by  Roy's  body,  on  the 
road,  which  Peytel  wished  to  crash  under  the  wheels  of  his  carriage. 
It  was  to  rob  him  of  7,500  francs,  said  Peytel,  that  the  attack  had  been 

Qur  friend,  the  Procureui's  Sufastitut,  has  dropped,  here,  the 
eloquent  and  pathetic  style  altogether,  and  only  gives  the  unlucky 
prisoner's  narrative  in  the  baldest  and  most  unim^inative  styles  How 
is  a  jury  to  listen  to  such  a  fellow '!  they  ought  to  condemn  him,  if  but 
for  making  such  an  uninteresting  statement.  Why  not  have  helped 
poor  Peytel  with  some  of  those  rhetorical  graces  which  have  been  so 
plentifully  bestowed  in  the  opening  part  of  the  act  of  accusation  ?  He 
might  have  said : — 

"  Monsieur  Peytel  is  an  eminent  notary  at  Belley ;  he  is  a  man 
distinguished  for  his  literary  and  scientific  acquirements;  he  has  lived 
long  in  the  best  society  of  the  capital ;  he  had  been  but  a  few  months 
married  to  that  young  and  unfortunate  lady,  whose  toss  has  plunged 
her  bereaved  husband  into  despair — almost  into  madness.  Some 
early  ditferences  had  marked,  it  is  true,  the  commencement  of  their 
union;  but  these,— which,  as  can  be  proved  by  evidence,  were  almost 
all  the  unhappy  lady's  fault, — had  happily  ceased,  to  give  place  to 
sentiments  far  more  delightful  and  lender.  Gentlemen,  Madame 
Peytel  bore  in  her  bosom  a  sweet  pledge  of  future  concord  between 
herself  and  her  husband  :  in  three  brief  months  she  was  to  become  a 
mother. 

"  In  the  exercise  of  his  honourable  profession^in  which,  to  succeed, 
a  man  must  not  only  have  high  talents,  but  undoubted  probity— and, 
gentlemen,  Monsieur  Peytel  did  succeed— A'l/  inspire  respect  and  con- 
fidence, as  you,  his  neighbours,  well  know; — in  the  exercise,  I  say,  of 
his  high  calling.  Monsieur  Peytel,  towards  the  end  of  October  last,  had 
occasion  to  make  a  journey  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  visit  some  of 
his  many  clients. 

"  He  travelled  in  his  own  carriage,  his  young  wife  beside  Wm.  Does 
this  look  like  want  of  affection,  gentlemen  ?  or  is  it  not  a  mark  of  love 
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— of  love  and  paternal  carcon  his  part  towards  the  being  witli  nliom 
bis  lot  in  life  was  linked — the  mother  of  his  canting  child— the  young 
girl,  nho  had  everything  Co  gain  froin  the  unioR  with  a  man  of  his 
attairnnents  of  intellect,  his  kind  tesiper,  his  great  experience,  and  his 
high  position?  In  this  manner  they  travelled,  side  by  side,  lovingly 
together.  Monsieur  Peytel  was  not  a  lawyer  merely,  but  a  man  oif 
letters  and  varied  learning ;  of  the  noble  and  suUtme  science  of  geology 
he  was,  especially,  an  ardent  devotee."  « 

(Suppose,  here,  a  short  panegyric  upon  geolc^y.  Allude  to  the 
creation  of  this  mighty  world,  and  then,  naturally,  to  the  Creator. 
Fancy  the  conversations  whigh  Peytel,  a  religious  man,*  might  have 
with  his  young  wife  upon  the  subject.) 

"  Monsieur  Peytel  had  lately  taken  into  his  service  a  man  named 
Louis  Rey.  Rcy  was  a  foundling,  and  had  passed  many  years  in  a 
regiment — a  school,  gentlemen,  where  much  besides  bravery,  alas  I  is 
taught ;  nay,  where  the  spirit  which  familiarizes  one  with  notions  of 
battle  and  death,  1  fear,  may  familiarize  one  with  ideas,  too,  of  murder 
Rey,  a  dashing,  reckless  fellow,  froi^  the  army,  bad  lately  entered 
Peytel's  service ;  was  treated  by  him  with  the  most  singular  kindness  ; 
accompanied  him  (having  charge  of  another  vehicle)  upon  the  journey 
before  alluded  to ;  and  knew  that  his  master  carried  with  him  a  coh- 
jidtratU  sum  of  money;  for  a  man  like  Rey  an  enormous  sum,  7,500 
francs.  At  midnight  on  the  ist  of  November,  as  Madame  Peytel  and 
her  husband  were  returning  home,  an  attack  was  made  upon  their 
carriage.  Remember,  gentlemen,  the  hour  at  which  the  attack  was 
made  ;  remember  the  sum  of  money  that  was  in  the  carriage  ;  and 
remember  that  the  Savoy  frontier  is  within  a  league  of  Ike  spot  where 
the  desperate  deed  was  done." 

Now,  my  dear  Briefless,  ought  not  Monsieur  Procureur,  in  common 
justice  to  Peytel,  after  he  had  so  eloquently  proclaimed,  not  the  facts, 
but  the  suspicions,  which  weighed  against  that  worthy,  to  have  given  a 
similar  florid  account  of  the  prisoner's  case?  Instead  of  this,  you  will 
remark,  that  it  is  the  advocate's  endeavour  to  make  Peytel's  state- 
ments as  uninteresting  in  .style  as  possible  ;  and  then  he  demolishes 
them  in  the  following  way : — 

"  Scarcely  was  Peytel's  statement  known,  when  the  common  sense 
of  the  pubhc  rose  against  iL  Peytel  had  commenced  his  story  upon 
the  bridge  of  Andert,  ovn  the  cold  body  of  his  wif&  On  the 
and  November  he  had  developed  it  in  detail,  in  the  presence  of  the 
physicians,  in  the  presence  of  the  assembled  neighbours— of  the 
persons  who,  on  the  day  previous  only,  were  his  friends.  Finally,  he 
had  completed  it  in  his  interrogatories,  his  conversations,  his  writings, 
and  letters  to  the  magistrates ;  and  everywhere  these  words,  repealed 
*  He  always  went  to  ma« )  it  it  in  the  evidence. 
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so  often,  vere  only  received  with  a  painful  incredulity.  The  (act  was 
that,  besides  the  singular  character  which  Peytel's  appearance,  attitude, 
and  talk  had  worn  ever  since  the  event,  there  was  in  his  narrative  an 
inexplicable  enigma ;  its  contradictions  and  impossibilities  were  such, 
that  calm  persons  were  revolted  at  it,  and  that  even  friendship  itself 
refused  to  believe  it" 

Tlius  Mr.  Attorney  speaks,  not  for  himself  alone,  but  for  the  whole 
French  public ;  whos^opinions,  of  course,  he  knows.  Peytel's  state- 
ment is  iax.Ti:6!\\AAtvtrywher€;  the  statement  which  hehad  made  over 
the  cold  body  of  his  wife — ihe  monster !  It  is  not  oiough  simply  to 
prove  that  the  man  committed  the  murder,  but  to  make  the  jury  vio- 
lently angry  against  him,  and  cause  them  to  shudder  in  the  jury-box,  as 
he  exposes  the  horrid  details  of  the  crime. 

"  Justice,"  goes  on  Mr.  Substitute  (who  answers  for  the  feelings  of 
everybody),  "  duiurbed  by  tkt  pre-occupaiions  of  public  opinion,  com- 
menced, without  delay,  the  most  active  researches.  The  bodies  of  the 
victims  were  submitted  to  the  investigations  of  men  of  art;  the  wounds 
and  projectiles  were  examined ^  the  place  where  the  event  took  place 
explored  with  care.  The  morality  of  the  author  of  this  fnghtfid  scene 
became  the  object  of  rigorous  examination ;  the  erigtances  of  the 
prisoner,  the  forms  afTected  by  him,  his  calculating  silence,  and  his 
answers,  coldly  insulting,  were  feeble  obstacles ;  and  justice  at  length 
arrived,  by  its  prudence,  and  by  the  discoveries  it  made,  to  the  most 
cruel  point  of  certainty." 

You  see  that  a  man's  demeanour  is  here  made  a  crime  against  him  x 
and  that  Mr.  Substitute  wishes  to  consider  him  guilty,  because  he  has 
actually  the  audacity  to  hold  his  tongue  Now  follows  a  touching 
description  of  the  domestic,  Louis  Key  ; — 

"  Louis  Rey,  a  child  of  the  Hospital  at  Lyons,  was  confided,  at  it 
very  early  age,  to  some  honest  country  people,  with  whom  he  stayed 
until  he  entered  the  army.  At  their  house,  and  during  this  long 
period  of  time,  his  conduct,  his  intelligence,  and  the  sweetness  of  his 
manners  were  such,  that  the  family  of  his  guardians  became  to  him 
as  an  adopted  family  ;  and  that  his  departure  caused  them  the  most 
sincere  affliction.  When  Louis  quitted  the  army,  he  returned  to  his 
benefactors,  and  was  received  as  a  son.  They  found  him  just  as  they 
had  ever  known  him"  (1  acknowledge  that  this  pathos  beats  my- 
humble  defence  of  Peytel  entirely), "  except  that  he  had  learned  to  read 
and  write  ;  and  the  certificates  of  his  commanders  proved  him  to  be  a 
good  and  gallant  soldier. 

"  The  necessity  of  creating  some  resources  for  himself,  obliged  hinv 
to  quit  his  friends,  and  to  enter  the  service  of  Monsieur  de  Montrichard, 
a  lieutenant  of  gendarmerie,  from  whom  he  received  fresh  testimonials 
of  regard.     Louis,  it  is  true,  might  have  a  fondness  for  wine  and  a 
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passion  for  women  :  but  he  had  been  3  soldier,  and  these  faults  were, 
according  to  the  witnesses,  amply  compensated  for  by  his  activity,  his  in- 
telligence, and  the  agreeable  manner  in  which  he  performed  his  service. 
In  the  month  of  July,  1839,  Rey  quitted,  voluntatily,  the  service  of  M. 
de  Montrichard  ;  and  Peytel,  about  this  period,  meeting  him  at  Lyons, 
did  not  hesitate  to  attach  him  to  his  service.  Whatever  may  be  the 
prisoner's  present  language,  it  is  certain  that  up  to  the  day  of  Louis's 
death,  he  served  Peytel  with  diligence  and  fidelity. 

"  More  than  once  his  master  and  mistress  spoke  well  of  him. 
Everybody  who  has  worked,  or  been  at  the  house  of  Madame  Peytel, 
has  spoken  in  praise  of  his  character :  and,  indeed,  it  may  be  said,  that 
these  testimonials  were  general 

"On  the  very  night  of  the  1st  of  November,  and  immediately  after 
the  catastrophe,  we  remark  how  Peytel  begins  to  make  i: 
against  bis  servant ;  and  how  artfully,  in  order  to  render  them  r 
sure,  he  disseminates  them  through  the  different  parts 
But,  in  the  course  of  the  proceeding,  these  charges  have  met  with  a 
most  complete  denial  Thus  we  find  the  disobedient  servant  who,  at 
Pont  d'Ain,  refused  to  carry  the  money-chest  to  his  master's  room, 
under  the  pretext  that  the  gates  of  the  inn  were  closed  securely,  occu- 
pied with  tending  the  horses  after  their  long  journey  :  meanwhile  Peytel 
was  standing  by,  and  neither  master  nor  servant  exchanged  a  word,  and 
the  witnesses  who  beheld  them  both  have  borne  testimony  to  the  leal 
and  care  of  the  domestic. 

"In  like  manner,  we  find  that  the  servant,  who  was  so  remiss  in  the 
morning  as  to  neglect  to  go  to  his  master  for  orders,  was  ready  for  de- 
parture before  seven  o'clock,  and  had  eagerly  informed  himself  whether 
Monsieur  and  Madame  Peytel  were  awake  ;  learning  from  the  maid  of 
the  inn,  that  they  had  ordered  nothing  for  their  breakfast.  This  man, 
who  refused  to  carry  with  him  a  covering  for  the  car,  was,  on  the  con- 
trary, ready  to  take  off  his  own  cloak,  and  with  it  shelter  articles  of 
small  value ;  this  man  who  had  been  for  many  days  so  silent  and 
gloomy,  gave,  on  the  contrary,  many  proofs  of  his  gaiety — almost  of  his 
indiscretion,  speaking,  at  all  the  inns,  in  terms  of  praise  of  his  master 
and  mistress.  The  waiter  at  the  inn  at  Dauphin  says  he  was  a  tall 
young  fellow,  mild  and  good-natured  ;  '  we  talked  for  some  time  about 
horses,  and  such  things ;  he  seemed  to  be  perfectly  natural,  and  not 
pre-occupied  at  all.'  At  Pont  d'Ain,  he  talked  of  his  being  a  foundling: 
of  the  place  where  he  had  been  brought  up,  and  where  he  had  served  ; 
and  finally,  at  Rossillon,  an  hour  before  his  death,  he  conversed 
familiarly  with  the  master  of  the  port,  and  spoke  on  indifferent 
subjects. 

"All  Peytel's  insinuations  against  his  servant  had  no  other  end  than 
to  show,  in  every  point  of  Key's  conduct,  the  behaviour  of  a  man  who 
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u  as  premeditating  atuclc  Of  what,  in  fact,  doea  he  accuse  liioi  ?  Of 
wishing  to  rob  him  of  7,500  francs,  and  of  having  had  recourse  to 
assassination,  in  order  to  effect  the  robbery.  But,  for  a  premeditated 
Clime,  consider  wbat  singular  improvidence  the  fferson  showed  who  had 
delermined  on  committing  it ;  what  folly  and  what  weakness  there  is 
in  the  execution  of  it. 

"  How  many  insurmountable  obstacles  are  there  in  the  way  of  com- 
mitting and  profiting  by  crime  1  On  leaving  Belley,  Louis  Rey,  accord- 
ing to  Peytel's  statement,  knowing  that  his  master  would  return  with 
money,  provided  himself  with  a  holster  pistol,  which  Madame  Peytel 
had  aiLce  before  perceived  among  his  effects.  In  Peytel's  cabinet  there 
were  some  balls  ;-four  of  these  were  found  in  Key's  trunk,  on  the  6th  of 
November.  And,  in  order  to  commit  the  cnme,  this  domestic  had 
brought  away  with  him  a  pistol,  and  no  ammunition  ;  for  Peytel  has 
informed  us  that  Rey,  an  hour  before  his  departure  from  Macon,  pur- 
chased six  balls  at  a  gunsmith's.  To  gain  his  point,  the  assassin  must 
immolate  his  victims  ;  for  this,  he  has  only  one  pistol,  knowing  per- 
fectly well,  that  Peytel,  in  all  his  travels,  had  two  on  his  person  ; 
knowing  that,  at  a  late  hour  of  the  night,  his  shot  might  fail  of 
effect  ;   and  thai,  in  this  case,  he  would  be  left  to  the  mercy  of  his 


"  The  execution  of  the  crime  is,  according  to  Peytel's  account,  still 
more  singular.  Louis  does  not  get  off  the  carriage,  until  Peytel  tells 
him  to  descend.  He  does  not  think  of  taking  his  master's  life  until  he 
is  suie  that  the  latter  has  his  eyes  open.  It  is  dark,  and  the  pair  are 
covered  in  one  cloak;  and  Rey  only  fires  at  tliemat  six  paces'  distance  : 
he  fires  at  hazard,  without  disquieting  himself  as  to  the  choice  of  his 
victim ;  and  the  soldier,  who  was  bold  enough  to  undertake  this  double 
murder,  has  not  force  nor  courage  to  consummate  It  He  Hies,  carrying 
in  his  hand  a  useless  whip,  with  a  heavy  mantle  on  his  shoulders,  in 
spite  of  Uie  detonation  of  two  pistob  at  his  ears,  and  the  rapid  steps  of 
an  angry  master  in  pursuit,  which  ought  to  have  set  him  upon  some 
better  means  of  escape.  And  we  find  this  man,  full  of  youth  and 
vigour,  lying  with  his  face  to  the  ground,  in  the  midst  of  a  public 
road,  falling  without  a  struggle,  or  resistance,  under  the  blows  of  a 
hammer ! 

"  And  suppose  the  murderer  had  succeeded  in  his  criminal  projects, 
what  fruit  coidd  he  have  drawn  from  them? — leaving,  on  the  road, the 
two  bleeding  bodies  ;  obliged  to  lead  two  carriages  at  a  time,  for  fear 
of  discovery ;  not  able  to  return  himself,  after  all  the  pains  he  had 
taken  to  speak,  at  every  place  at  which  they  had  stopped,  of  the 
money  which  his  master  was  carrying  with  him ;  too  prudent  to  appear 
alone  at  Belley ;  arrested  at  the  frontier,  by  the  excise  officers,  who 
would  present  an  impassable  biurier  to  him  till  morning,— what  could 
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he  da,  or  hope  to  do  ?  The  examination  of  the  car  has  shown  that  Rey, 
at  the  moment  of  the  crime,  had  neither  Lnen,  nor  clothes,  nor  effects 
o!  any  kind.  There  was  found  in  his  pockets,  when  the  body  was 
examined,  no  passport,  nor  certificate ;  one  of  his  pockets  contained  a 
ball,  of  large  calibre,  which  he  had  shown,  in  play,  to  a  girl,  at  the  inn 
at  Macon,  a  little  horn-handled  knife,  a  snuff-box,  a  little  packet  of 
gunpowder,  and  a  purse,  containing  only  a  halfpenny  and  some  string. 
i^Iere  is  all  the  baggage,  with  which,  after  the  execution  of  his  homicidal 
plan,  Louis  Rey  intended  to  take  refuge  in  a  foreign  country.'  Beside 
these  absurd  contradictions,  there  is  another  remarkable  fact,  which 
must  not  be  passed  over ;  it  is  this  ;— ^the  pistol  found  by  Rey  is  of 
antique  form,  and  the  original  owner  of  it  has  been  found.  He  is  a 
curiosity-merchant  at  Lyons  ;  and,  though  he  caimot  affirm  that  Peytel 
was  the  person  who  bought  this  pistol  of  hilt),  he  perfectly  recognizes 
Peytel  as  having  been  a  frequent  customer  at  his  shop  ! 

"  No,  we  may  fearlessly  affinn  that  Louis  Rey  was  not  guilty  of  the 
crime  which  Peylel  lays  to  his  charge.  If,  to  those  who  knew  him,  his 
mild  and  open  disposition,  his  military  career,  modest  and  without  a 
stain,  the  touching  regrets  of  his  employers,  are  sufficient  proofs  of  his 
innocence, — the  calm  and  candid  observer,  who  considers  how  the 
crime  was  conceived,  was  executed,  and  what  consequences  would  have 
resulted  firom  it,  will  likewise  acquit  him,  and  free  him  of  the  odious 
imputation  which  Peytel  endeavours  to  cast  ufwn  his  memory. 

"  But  justice  has  removed  the  veil,  with  which  an  impious  hand 
endeavoured  to  cover  itself  Already,  on  the  night  of  the  1st  of 
November,  suspicion  was  awakened  by  the  extraordinary  agitation  of 
Peytel ;  by  those  excessive  attentions  towards  his  wife,  which  came  so 
late  ;  by  that  excessive  and  noisy  grief,  and  by  those  calculated  bursts 
of  sorrow,  which  are  such  as  nature  does  not  exhibit.  The  criminal, 
whom  the  public  conscience  had  fixed  upon  ;  the  man  whose  frightful 
combinations  have  been  laid  bare,  and  whose  falsehoods,  step  by  step, 
have  been  exposed,  during  the  proceedings  previous  to  the  trial ;  (be 
murderer,  at  whose  hands  a  heart-stricken  family,  and  society  at 
large,  demands  an  account  of  the  blood  of  a  wife ; — that  murderer  is 
Peytel  ! ' 

When,  my  dear  Briefless,  you  are  a  judge  (as  I  make  no  doubt  you 
will  be,  when  you  have  left  off  the  club  all  night,  cigar-smoking  of 
mornings,  and  reading  novels  in  bed),  will  you  ever  find  it  in  your 
heart  to  order  a  fellow- sinner's  head  aS  upon  such  evidence  as  this  ? 
Because  a  romantic  Substitut  du  Procureur  de  Roi  chooses  to  compose 
and  recite  a  little  drama,  and  draw  tears  from  juries,  let  us  hope  that 
severe  Rhadamanthine  judges  are  not  to  be  melted  by  such  trumpery, 

*'  This  sentence  is  taken  from,  another  part  of  the  "  Acte  d'aci 
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One  wants  but  the  description  of  the  characters  to  render  the  piece 
compleie,  as  thus  ;— 

PenoOBgei,  Coftumes. 

(Habillemeiit  compleC  de 
notaiie  perfide  ;  figure  pale, 
barbe  noire,  cheveui  noiiS. 
ISoMat    retiri,     bon,\ 
brave,f[liJlc,jovial,aiin-         Costome   oidiaairc  ;   f) 
antlevin,  leslenunes,  la  Iporte  siu  ses  panics  unc 
gaieli,  aes  maiires  sur-   couveriure  de  chevaL 
tout ;  vrai  Franjais  enfin' 

Wolf „  Lieutenant  de  gendanoerie, 

FiLiCITi  d'Alcazar..-.  Femme  et  -rictime  de  Peytel. 

Medecins,  Villageois,  Fillcs  d'Auberge,  Garjons  d'Ecurie,  &c.  4c. 
La  seine  se^asse  sur  le  pont  d'Andert,  entre  Macon  et  Belley.     II  est 
minuit.     La  pluie  tombe :   les  tonneires  grondenl.     Le  del  est  coavert  de 
nuages,  et  sillonnt^  d'ectaiis. 

All  these  personages  arc  brought  into  play  in  the  Procureur's 
drama ;  the  villagers  come  in  with  their  chorus  ;  the  old  lieutenant 
of  gendarmes  with  his  suspicions ;  Ray's  frankness  and  gaiety,  the- 

romantic  circumstances  of  bis  birth,  his  gallantry  and  fidelity,  are  all 
introduced,  in  order  to  form  a  contrast  with  Peytel,  and  to  call  down 
(he  jury's  indignation  against  the  latter.  But  are  these  proofs  ?  or 
anything  like  proofs  ?  And  the  suspicions,  that  are  to  serve  instead  of 
proofs,  what  are  they  ? 

"  My  servant,  Louis  Rey,  was  very  sombre  and  reserved,"  says 
Peytel ;  "  he  refused  to  call  me  in  the  morning,  to  carry  my  money- 
chest  to  my  room,  to  cover  the  open  car  when  it  rained."  The- 
Prosecutor  disproves  this  by  stating  that  Rey  talked  with  the  inn 
maids  and  servants,  asked  if  his  master  was  up,  and  stood  in  the 
inn-yard,  grooming  the  horses,  with  his  master  by  his  side,  neither 
speaking  to  the  other.  Might  he  not  have  talked  to  the  maids,  and 
yet  been  sombre  when  speaking  to  his  master?  Might  he  not  have 
neglected  to  call  his  master,  and  yet  have  asked  whether  he  was 
awake?  Might  he  not  have  said  that  the  inn  gates  were  safe,  out  of 
hearing  of  the  ostler  witness  ?  Mr.  Substitute's  answers  to  Peytel's 
statements  are  no  answer  at  all.  Every  word  Peytel  said  might  be 
true,  and  yet  Louis  Rey  might  not  have  committed  the  murder  ;  or 
every  word  might  have  been  false,  and  yet  Louis  Rey  might  have 
committed  the  murder. 

"  Then,"  says  Mr.  Substitute, "  how  many  obstacles  are  there  to  the- 
commission  of  the  crime  ?    And  these  are — 

"  I.   Rey  provided  himself  with  one  holster  pistol,  to  kill  two 
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people,  knowing  well  that  one  of  them  had  always  a  brace  of  pistols 
about  him. 

"  a.  He  does  not  think  of  firing  until  his  master's  eyes  are  open  : 
iires  at  six  paces,  not  caring  at  whom  he  fires,  and  then  nins  away. 

"3.  He  could  not  have  intended  to  kill  his  master,  because  he  had 
no  passport  in  his  pocket,  and  no  clothes ;  and  because  he  must  have 
been  detained  at  the  frontier  until  morning  ;  and  because  he  would 
have  had  to  drive  two  carriages,  in  order  to  avoid  suspicion. 

"4,  And,  a  most  singular  circumstance,  the  very  pistol  which  was 
found  by  his  side  had  been  bought  at  the  shop  of  a  man  at  Lyons,  who 
perfectly  recognized  Peytel  as  one  of  his  customers,  though  he  could 
not  say  he  had  sold  that  particular  weapon  to  PeyteL" 

Does  it  follow,  from  this,  that  Louis  Rey  is  not  the  murderer,  much 
more,  that  Peytel  is  ?  Look  at  argument  No,  i,  Rey  had  no  need  to 
kill  two  people  :  he  wanted  the  money,  and  not  the  blood.  Suppose 
be  had  killed  Peytel,  would  he  not  have  mastered  Madame  Peytel 
«asily  ? — a  weak  woman,  in  an  excessively  delicate  situation,  incapable 
of  much  enci^,  at  the  best  of  times. 

3.  "  He  does  not  fire  till  he  knows  his  master's  eyes  are  open." 
Why,  on  a  stormy  night,  does  a  man  driving  a  carriage  go  to  sleep  ? 
Was  Rey  to  wait  until  his  master  snored  ?  "  He  fires  at  six  paces,  not 
caring  whom  he  hits  ; " — and  might  not  this  happen  too  ?  The  night  is 
not  so  dark  but  that  he  can  see  his  master,  in  his  usual  place,  driving. 
He  fires  and  hits — whom  ?  Madame  Peytel,  who  had  left  her  place, 
imd  was  -wrapped  up  with  Peytel  in  his  cloak.  She  screams  out, 
"  Husband,  take  your  pistols,"  Rey  knows  that  his  master  has  a 
brace,  thinks  that  he  has  hit  the  wrong  person,  and,  as  Peytel  fires  on 
him,  runs  away,  Peytel  follows,  hammer  in  hand ;  as  he  comes  up 
with  the  fugitive,  he  deals  him  a  blow  on  the  back  of  the  head,  and 
Rey  falls— his  face  to  the  ground.  Is  there  anything  unnatural  in  this 
Story  ?— anything  so  monstrously  unnatural,  that  is,  that  it  might  not 

3.  These  objections  are  absurd.  Why  need  a  man  have  change 
of  linen  ?  If  he  had  taken  none  for  the  journey,  why  should  he  want 
any  for  the  escape  ?  Why  need  he  drive  two  carriages  ?— He  might 
have  driven  both  into  the  river,  and  Mrs.  Peytel  in  one.  Why  is  he  to 
go  to  the  douane,  and  thrust  himself  into  the  very  jaws  of  danger  ?  Are 
there  not  a  thousand  ways  for  a  man  to  pass  a  frontier  ?  Do  smugglers, 
when  they  have  to  pass  from  one  country  to  another,  choose  exactly 
those  spots  where  a  police  is  placed  ? 

And,  finally,  the  gunsmith  of  Lyons,  who  knows  Peytel  quite  well, 
cannot  say  that  he  sold  the  pistol  to  him  ;  that  is,  he  did  nol  sell  the 
pistol  to  him;  for  you  have  only  one  man's  word,  in  this  case  (Peytel's), 
to  the  contrary ;  and  the  testimony,  as  for  aa  it  goes,  is  in  his  favour. 
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I  say,  my  lud,  and  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  that  these  objections  of  raf 

learned  friend,  who  is  engaged  for  the  Crown,  are  absurd,  frivolous, 
monstrous  ;  that  to  suspect  away  the  life  of  a  man  upon  such  supposi- 
tions as  these,  is  wicked,  illegal,  and  inhuman ;  and,  what  is  more, 
that  Louis  Rey,  if  he  wanted  to  commit  the  crime— if  he  wanted  to 
possess  himself  of  a  large  sum  of  money,  chose  the  best  time  and  spot 
for  so  doing  ;  and,  no  doubt,  would  have  succeeded,  if  Fate  had  not, 
in  a  wonderful  manner,  caused  Madame  Peytel  to  take  her  husband's 
place,  and  receive  the  ball  intended  for  htm  in  her  own  head. 

But  whether  these  suspicions  are  absurd  or  not,  hit  or  miss,  it  is 
the  advocate's  duty,  as  it  appears,  to  urge  them.  He  wants  to  make 
as  unfavourable  aa  impression  as  possible  with  regard  Co  Peytel's 
character ;  he,  therefore,  must,  for  contrast's  sake,  give  all  sorts  of 
praise  to  his  victim,  and  awaken  every  sympathy. in  the  poor  fellow's 
favour.  Having  done  this,  as  far  as  lies  in  his  power,  having  exa^e- 
rated  every  circumstance  that  can  be  unfavourable  to  Peytel,  and  given 
his  own  tale  in  the  baldest  manner  possible— having  declared  that  Peytel 
is  the  murderer  of  his  wife  andservanl,  the  Crown  now  proceeds  to 
back  this  assertion,  by  showing  what  interested  motives  he  had,  and, 
by  relating,  after  its  own  fashion,  the  circumstances  of  his  marriage. 

They  may  be  told  briefly  here.  Peytel  was  of  a  good  family,  of 
Macon,  and  entitled,  at  his  mother's  death,  to  a  considerable  property. 
He  had  been  educated  as  a  notary,  and  had  lately  purchased  a  busi- 
ness, in  that  line,  in  Belley,  for  which  he  had  paid  a  large  sum  of 
money ;  part  of  the  sum,  15,000  francs,  for  which  he  had  given  bills, 
was  still  due. 

Near  Belley,  Peytel  first  met  Fflicit^  Alcazar,  who  was  residing 
with  her  brother-in-law,  Monsieur  de  Montrichard ;  and,  knowing  that 
the  young  lady's  fortune  was  considerable,  he  made  an  offer  of  marriage 
to  the  brother-in-law,  who  thought  the  match  advantageous,  and  com- 
municated on  the  subject  with  Fflicitd's  mother,  Madame  Alcazar,  at 
Paris.  After  a  time  Peytel  went  to  Paris,  to  press  his  suit,  and  was 
accepted.  There  seems  to  have  been  no  affectation  of  love  on  his 
side ;  and  some  little  repugnance  on  the  part  of  the  lady,  who  yielded, 
however,  to  the  wishes  of  her  parents,  and  was  married.  The  parties 
began  to  quarrel  on  the  very  day  of  the  marriage,  and  continued  their 
disputes  almost  to  the  close  of  the  unhappy  connection.  Fdlicit^  was 
hatf  blind,  passionate,  sarcastic,  clumsy  in  her  person  and  manners, 
and  ill-educated  ;  Peytel,  a  man  of  considerable  intellect  and  preten- 
sions, who  had  lived  for  some  time  at  Paris,  where  he  had  mingled 
with  good  literary  society.  The  lady  was,  in  fact,  as  disagreeable  a 
person  as  could  well  be,  and  the  evidence  describes  some  scenes  which 
took  place  between  her  and  her  husband,  showing  how  deeply  she 
must  have  mortified  and  eriraged  him. 
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A  char^  very  cleariy  made  out  against  Feytel,  is  that  of  dis- 
honesty ;  he  procured,  from  the  notary  of  whom  he  bought  his  place 
an  acquittance  in  full,  whereas  there  were  15,000  francs  owing,  as  we 
have  seen.  He  also,  in  the  contract  of  marriage,  which  was  to  have 
resembled,  in  all  respects,  that  between  Monsiettr  Broussais  and 
another  Demoiselle  Alcaiar,  caused  an  alteration  to  be  made  in  his 
favour,  which  gave  him  command  over  his  wife's  funded  property, 
without  furnishing  the  guarantees  by  which  the  other  son-in-law  was 
bound.  And,  almost  immediately  after  his  marriage,  Peytel  sold  out 
of  the  funds  a  sum  of  50,000  francs,  that  belonged  to  his  wife,  and 
used  it  for  his  own  purposes. 

About  two  months  after  his  marriage,  PeyUl  fresud  his  wife  to 
make  her  loill.  He  had  made  his,  he  said,  leaving  everything  to  her, 
in  case  of  his  death  ;  after  some  parley,  the  poor  thing  consented.* 
This  is  a  cruel  suspicion  against  him  ;  and  Mr.  Substitute  has  no  need 
to  enlarge  upon  it  As  for  the  previous  fact,  the  dishonest  statement 
about  the  15,000  francs,  there  is  nothing  murderous  in  that^-nothing 
which  a  man  very  eager  to  make  a  good  marriage  might  not  do.  The 
same  may  be  said  of  the  suppression,  in  Peytel's  marriage  contract,  of 
the  clause  to  be  found  in  Broussais',  placing  restrictions  upon  the  use 
of  the  wife's  money.  Mademoiselle  d'Alcazar's  friends  read  the 
contract  before  they  signed  it,  and  might  have  refused  it,  had  Ihey 
so  pleased 

After  some  disputes,  which  took  place  between  Peytel  and  his  wife 
(there  were  continual  quarrels,  and  continual  letters  passing  between 
them  from  room  to  room),  the 'latter  was  induced  to  write  him  a  couple 
of  exaggerated  letters,  swearing  "  by  the  ashes  of  her  father  that  she 
would  be  an  obedient  vife  to  him,  and  entreating  him  to  counsel  and 
direct  her.  These  letters  were  seen  by  members  of  the  lady's  family, 
who,  in  the  quarrels  between  the  couple,  always  took  the  husband's 

•  "Peylel,"  says  the  act  of  accusation,  "  didnotfailtoseethedangcrwhich 
would  menace  him,  if  this  will  (which  had  escaped  the  nutgistrates  in  their 
search  of  Peytel's  papers)  was  discovered.  He,  therefore,  instructed  Ins  agent 
to  take  po&se&sidn  of  it,  which  he  did,  and  Che  fact  was .  not  mentioned  for 
several  months  afterwards.  Peytel  and  his  agent  were  called  upon  to  explain 
the  circumstance,  hut  refused,  and  their  silence  for  a  long  time  interrupted  the 
'instruction  '"  (getting  pp  of  the  evidence).  "  All  thai  could  be  obtained  from 
them  was  an  avowal,  that  such  a  wUl  existed,  constituting  Feyte!  his  wife's  sole 
legatee ;  and  a  promise,  on  their  parts,  to  produce  it  tiefore  the  court  gave  its 
sentence, "  But  why  keep  the  will  secret !  The  anxiety  about  it  was  surely 
absurd  and  nnnecessary  1  the  whole  of  Madame  Fcytel's  family  knew  that  such 
a  will  was  made.  She  had  consulted  her  sister  concerning  it,  who  said — "  If 
there  is  no  other  way  of  satislyit^him,  make  the  will;"  and  the  mother,  when 
die  heard  of  it,  cried  ont— "Does  he  jnteod  to  poison  her  t" 
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part.  They  were  found  in  Peytel's  cabinet,  after  he  had  been  arrested 
far  the  murder,  and  after  he  had  bad  full  access  to  all  his  papers,  of 
which  he  destroyed  or  left  as  many  as  he  pleased.  The  accusation 
makes  it  a  matter  of  suspicion  against  Peyid,  that  he  should  have  left 
these  letters  of  his  wife's  in  a  conspicuous  situation. 

"All  these  circumstances,"  says  the  accusation,  "  throw  a  frightful 
light  upon  Peytel's  plans.  The  letters  and  will  of  Madame  Peytel  are 
in  the  hands  of  her  husband.  Three  months  pass  away,  uid  this  poor 
woman  is  brought  to  her  home,  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  with  two 
balls  in  her  head,  stretched  at  the  bottom  of  her  carriage,  by  the  side 
of  a  peasant." 

"  What  other  than  Sebastian  Peytel  could  have  committed  this 
murder  ? — whom  could  it  profit  ? — who  but  himself  had  an  odious  chain 
to  break,  and  an  inheritance  to  receive  ?  Why  speak  of  the  servant's 
projected  robbery  ?  The  pistols  found  by  the  side  of  Louis's  body,  the 
balls  bought  by  him  at  Macon,  and  those  discovered  at  Belley  among 
his  effects,  were  only  the  result  of  a  perfidious  combination.  The 
pistol,  indeed,  which  was  found  on  the  hill  of  Dardc,  on  the  night  of 
the  isl  of  November,  could  only  have  belonged  to  Peytel,  and  must 
have  been  thrown  by  him,  near  the  body  of  his  domestic,  with  the 
paper  which  had  before  enveloped  iL  Who  had  seen  this  pistol  in  the 
hands  of  Louis  ?  Among  all  the  gendarmes,  work-women,  domestics, 
employed  by  Peytel  and  his  brother-in-law,  is  there  one  single  witness 
who  had  seen  this  weapon  in  Louis's  possession?  It  is  true  that 
Madame  Peytel  did,  or  one  occasion,  speak  to  M.  de  Montrichard  of 
a  pistol ;  which  had  notLing  to  do,  however,  with  that  found  near  Louis 
Rey." 

Is  this  justice,  or  good  reason?  Just  reverse  the  argument,  and 
apply  it  to  Rey  ?  , "  Who  but  Rey  could  have  committed  this  murder  ? 
—who  but  Rey  had  a  large  sum  of  money  to  seize  upon  ?— a  pistol  is 
found  by  his  side,  balls  and  powder  in  his  pocket,  other  balls  in  bis 
trunks  at  home.  The  pistol  found  near  his  body  could  not,  indeed, 
have  belonged  to  Peytel  :  did  any  man  ever  see  it  in  his  possession  ? 
The  very  gunsmith  who  sold  it,  and  who  knew  Peytel,  would  he  not 
have  known  that  he  had  sold  him  this  pistol  f  At  his  own  house, 
Peytel  has  a  collection  of  weapons  of  all  kinds ;  everybody  has  seen 
them — a  man  who  makes  such  collections  is  anxious  to  display  them. 
Did  any  one  ever  see  this  weapon  ? — Not  one.  And  Madame  Peytci 
did,  in  her  lifetime,  remark  a  pistol  in  the  valet's  possession.  She  was 
short-sighted,  and  could  not  particularize  what  kind  of  pistol  it  was  ; 
but  she  spoke  of  it  to  her  husband  and  her  brother-in-law."  This  is 
not  satisfactory,  if  you  please;  but,  at  least,  it  is  as  satisfactory  as  the 
other  set  of  suppositions.  It  is  the  very  chain  of  argument  which 
would  have  been  brought  against  Louis  Rey  by  this  very  same  compiler 
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of  the  act  of  accusation,  had  Rey  survived,  instead  of  Peytel,  and  had 
he,  as  most  undoubtedly  would  have  been  the  case,  been  tried  for  the 
murder. 

This  argument  was  shortly  put  by  Peytel's  counsel: — " If  Peytel 
had  been  killed  by  Rey  in  the  struggle,  ■would  you  Hot  have  found  Rey 
guilty  oftkemurder  »f  his  master  and  mistress  f  It  is  such  a  dreadful 
dilenuna,  that  I  wonder  how  judges  and  lawyers  could  have  d^ed  to 
persecute  Peytel  in  the  manner  which  they  did. 

After  the  act  of  accusation,  which  lays  down  all  the  suppositions 
against  Peytel  as  facts,  which  will  not  admit  the  truth  of  one  of  the 
prisoner's  allegations  in  his  own  defence,  comes  the  trial  The  judge 
is  quite  as  impartial  as  the  preparer  of  the  indictment,  as  will  be  seen 
by  the  following  specimens  of  his  interrogatories ; — 

Judge.  "The  act  of  accusation  finds  in  your  statement  contradictions, 
unprobabilities,  impossibilities.  Thus  your  domestic,  who  had  deter- 
mined to  assassinate  you,  in  order  to  rob  you,  and  who  must  have 
calculated  upon  the  cottsequence  of  a  failure,  had  neither  passport  nor 
money  upon  him.  This  is  very  unlikely ;  because  he  could  not  have 
gone  far  with  only  a  single  halfpenny,  which  was  all  he  had." 

Prisoner.  "  My  servant  was  known,  and  often  passed  the  frontier 
without  a  passport." 

Judge.  "  Your  domestic  had  to  assassinate  two  persons,  and  had 
no  weapon  but  a  single  pistol.  He  had  no  dagger;  and  the  only  thing 
found  on  him  was  a  knife." 

Prisoner.  "  In  the  car  there  were  several  turner's  implements,  which 
he  might  have  used." 

fudge.  "  But  he  had  not  those  arms  upon  him,  because  you 
pursued  him  immediately.     He  had,  according  to  you,  only  this  old 

Prisoiur.  "  I  have  nothing  to  say." 

Judge.  "  Vour  domestic,  instead  of  flying  into  woods,  which  skirt 
the  road,  ran  straight  forward  on  the  road  itself;  this,  again,  is  very 
uitlikely." 

Prisoner.  "  This  is  a  conjecture  I  could  answer  by  another  con- 
jecture ;  I  can  only  reason  on  the  facts," 

Judge.  "  How  far  did  you  pursue  him  ?" 

Prisoner.  "  I  don't  know  exactly." 

Judge.  "You  said,  'two  hundred  paces.'" 

No  answer  from  the  prisoner. 

Judge.  "Your  domestic  was  young,  active,  robust,  and  tall.  He 
was  ahead  of  you.  You  were  in  a  carriage,  from  which  you  had  to 
descend  ;  you  had  to  lake  your  pistols  from  a  cushion,  and  then  your 
hammer  ;  bow  are  we  to  beUeve  that  you  could  have  caught  him  if  he 
ran  ?    It  is  impossible!' 

14 
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Prisoner.  "  I  can't  explain  il :  1  think  thai  Rcyhad  some  defect  in 
one  leg.     I,  for  my  pan,  run  tolerably  fast" 

Judge.  "At  what  distance  from  him  did  you  fire  your  first  shot?" 

Prisoner.  "  I  can't  telL" 

fudge.  "  Perhaps  he  was  not  running  when  you  fired." 

Prisoner.  ','  I  saw  him  running." 

yudge.  "  In  what  position  was  your  wife  ?" 

Prisoner.  "  She  was  leaning  on  my  left  arm,  and  the  man  was  on 
the  right  side  of  the  carriage." 

"Judge.  "  The  sliot  must  have  been  fired  d  bout  portaat,  becatise  it 
burned  the  eyebrows  and  lashes  entirely.  The  assassin  must  have 
passed  his  pistol  across  your  breast." 

Prisoner.  "  The  shot  was  not  fired  so  close  ;  I  am  convinced  of  it : 
professional  gendemen  will  prove  it." 

Judge.  "  That  is  what  you  pretend,  because  you  understand 
perfectly  the  consequences  of  admitting  the  fad."  Your  wife  was  hit 
with  two  bails — one  striking  downwards,  to  the  right,  by  the  nose,  the 
other  going  horizontally  through  the  cheek,  to  the  left." 

Prisoner.  "  The  contrary  will  be  shown  by  the  witnesses  called  for 
the  purpose." 

Judge.  "  It  is  a  very  unlucky  combination  for  you  that  these  balls, 
which  went,  you  say,  from  the  same  pistol,  should  have  taken  two 
different  directions." 

Prisoner.  "  I  can't  dispute  about  the  various  combinations  of  fire- 
arms— professional  persons  will  be  heard." 

Judge.  "According  to  your  statement,  your  wife  said  to  you, '  My 
poor  husband,  tajte  your  pistols.'" 

Prisoner.  "  She  did." 

Judge.  "  In  a  manner  quite  distinct?" 

Prisoner.  "  Yes." 

Judge.  "  So  distinct  that  you  did  not  fancy  she  was  hit  ? " 

Prisoner.  "  Yes  ;  that  is  the  lact" 

Judge.  "Here,  again,  is  an  impossibility j  and  nothing  is  more 
precise  than  the  declaration  of  the  medical  men,  Th^  afGrm  that 
your  wife  could  not  have  spoken — their  report  is  unanimous." 

Prisoner.  "  I  can  only  oppose  to  il  quite  contrary  opinions  from 
professional  men,  also ;  you  must  hear  them,' 

Judge.  "What  did  your  wife  do  next?" 

Judge.  "  You  deny  the  statements  of  the  witnesses  ;"  (they  related 
to  Peytel's  demeanour  and  behaviour,  which  the  judge  wishes  to  show 
were  very  unusual  ;~and  what  if  they  were?)  "  Here,  however,  are 
some  mute  witnesses,  whose  testiniony,  you  will  not  perhaps  refuse. 
Near  Louis  Key's  body  was  found  a  horse-cloth  a  pistol,  and  a  whip 
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*  *  Your  domestic  must  have  had  this  doth  upon  him  whenhe  went 
to  assassinate  you  :  it  was  wet  and  heavy.  An  assassin  dbencumbers 
himself  of  anything  that  is  likely  to  impede  him,  especiaBy  when  he  is 
going  to  struggle  with  a  man  as  young  as  himself." 

Friaomr.  "  My  servant  had,  I  believe,  this  covering  on  his  body:  it 
might  be  useful  to  him.  to  keep  the  priming  of  his  pistol  dry." 

The  president  caused  the  cloth  to  be  opened,  and  showed  that 
there  was  no  hook,  or  tie,  by  which  it  could  be  held  together  ;  and  that 
Rey  must  have  held  it  with  one  hand,  and,  in  the  other,  his  whip,  and 
the  pistol  with  which  he  intended  to  commit  the  crime  \  which  was 
impossible. 

Frisomr.  "  These  are  only  conjectures." 

And  what  conjectures,  my  God  !  upon  which  to  take  away  the  life 
of  a  man.  Jeffreys,  or  Fouquier  Tinville,  could  scarcely  have  dared 
to  make  such.  Such  prejudice,  such  bitter  persecution,  such  priming 
of  the  jury,  such  monstrous  assumptions  and  unreason — fancy  them 
coming  from  an  impartial  ju^e  !  The  man  is  worse  than  the  public 
accuser. 

"  Bey,"  says  the  Judge,  "  could  not  have  committed  the  murder, 
because  ke  had  no  money  in  his  pocket,  to  fly,  in  case  of  failure."  And 
what  is  the  precise  sum  that  his  lordship  thinks  necessary  for  a  gentle- 
man to  have,  before  he  makes  such  an  attempt  ?  Are  the  men  who 
murder  for  money,  usually  in  possession  of  a  certain  independence 
before  they  begin?  How  much  money  was  Rcy,  a  servant,  who  loved 
wine  and  women,  had  been  stopping  at  a  score  of  inns  on  the  road,  and 
had,  probably,  an  annual  income  of  400  francs, — how  much  money  was 
Rey  likely  to  have  ? 

"  Your  servant  had  to  assassinate  two  persons."  This  I  have  men- 
tioned before.  Why  had  he  to  assassinate  two  persons,'  when  one 
was  enough?  If  he  had  killed  Peytel,  could  he  not  have  seized  and 
gagged  his  wife  immediately? 

"  Your  domestic  ran  straight  forward,  instead  of  taking  to  the 
woods,  by  the  side  of  the  road:  this  is  very  unlikely."  How  does  his 
worship  know?  Can  any  judge,  however  enlightened,  tell  the  exact 
road  that  a  man  will  take,  who  has  just  missed  a  coup  of  murder,  and 
is  pursued  by  a  man  who  is  firii^  pistols  at  him  ?  And  has  a  judge  a 
right  to  instruct  a  jury  in  this  way,  as  to  what  they  shall,  or  shall  not, 
believe? 

''You  have  to  run  after  an.  active  man,  who  has  the  start  of  you :  to 

*  M.  Balzac's  theory  of  (he  case  is,  that  Re/  had  intrigued  with  Madame 
Peylel  i  having  known  her  previous  to  her  marriage,  when  she  was  staying  in 
the  boose  of  her  brother-in-law.  Monsieur  de  Monlrichard,  where  Rejhad  been 
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jump  out  of  a  carriage  ;  to  take  your  pistols ;  and  tken,  your  hammer. 
This  is  impossible^  By  heavens  !  does  it  not  make  a  man's  blood  boil 
to  read  such  Uundering,  blood-seeking  sophistry  ?  This  man,  when  it 
suits  him,  shows  that  Rcy  would  be  slow  in  his  motions  ;  and  when  it 
suits  him,  declares  that  Rey  ought  to  be  quick ;  declares  ex  catkedrd 
what  pace  Rey  should  go,  and  what  direction  he  should  take  ;  shows, 
in  a  breath,  that  he  must  have  run  faster  than  Peytel ;  and  then,  that 
he  could  not  run  fast,  because  the  cloak  clogged  him ;  settles  how  he 
is  to  be  dressed  when  he  commits  a  murder,  and  what  money  he  is  to 
have  in  his  pocket ;  gives  these  impossible  suppositions  to  the  jury, 
and  tells  them  that  the  previous  statements  are  impossible;  and, 
finally,  informs  them  of  the  precise  manner  in  which  Rey  must  have 
Stood,  holding  his  horse-cloth  in  one  hand,  bis  whip  and  pistol  in  the 
other,  when  he  made  the  supposed  attempt  at  murder.  Now,  what  is 
the  size  of  a  horse-cloth?  Is  it  as  big  as  a  pocket-handkerchief?  Is 
there  no  possibility  that  it  might  hang  over  one  shoulder  ;  that  the 
whip  should  be  held  under  that  very  arm  ?  Did  you  never  see  a  carter 
so  carry  it,  his  hands  in  his  pockets  all  the  while?  Is  it  monstrous, 
abhorrent  to  nature,  that  a  man  should  fire  a  pistol  from  under  a  cloak 
on  a  rainy  day?— that  he  should,  after  firing  the  shot,  be  frightened, 
and  run ;  run  str^ght  before  him,  with  the  cloak  on  his  shoulders,  and 
the  weapon  in  his  hand  ?  Peytel's  story  is  possible,  and  very  possible; 
it  is  almost  probable.  Allow  that  Rey  had  the  cloth  on,  and  you  allow 
that  he  must  have  been  closed  in  his  motions  ;  that  Peytel  may  have 
come  up  with  him — felled  him  with  a  blow  of  the  hammer  :  the  doctors 
say  that  he  would  have  so  fallen  by  one  blow — he  would  have  fallen  on 
his  face,  as  he  was  found  ;  the  paper  might  have  been  thrust  into  his 
breast,  and  tumbled  out  as  he  fell.  Circumstances  far  more  impossible 
have  occurred  ere  this  ;  and  men  have  been  hanged  for  them,  who  were 
as  innocent  of  the  crime  l^d  to  their  charge  as  the  judge  on  the  bench, 
who  convicted  them. 

In  like  manner,  Peytel  may  not  have  committed  the  crime  charged 
to  him  ;  and  Mr,  Judge,  with  his  arguments  as  to  possibilities  and 
impossibilities.^Mr.  Public  Prosecutor,  with  his  romantic  narrative  and 
inflammatory  harangues  to  the  jury, — may  have  used  all  these  powers 
to  bring  to  death  an  innocent  man.  From  the  animus  with  which  the 
case  has  been  conducted  from  beginning  to  end,  it  was  easy  to  see  the 
result.    Here  it  is,  in  the  words  of  the  provincial  paper  :— 

Bourg,  iS  Octoier,  1839. 

"  The  condemned  Peytel  has  just  undergoDe  his  puoisbment,  which  took 
place  four  days  before  the  anniversary  of  his  crime.  The  terrible  drama  of  the 
bridge  of  Andert,  which  cost  the  life  of  two  peisons,  has  just  terminated  on  the 
scaffold.  Midday  had  just  sounded  on  the  clock  of  the  Palais  :  the  same  clock 
tolled  midnight  when,  on  the  30th  of  August,  his  wntence  was  pronounced. 
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"Since  the  rejectioii  of  his  appeal  in  Cassation,  on  which  Ms  principal  hopes 
were  founded,  Pejtel  spoke  little  of  his  petition  to  the  King.  The  notion  al 
tiansportation  was  (hat  which  he  seemed  to  clierish  most.  However,  he  made 
seveial  inquiries  from  the  gaoler  of  the  prison,  when  he  saw  him  at  meal-time, 
with  [^ard  to  the  place  of  execution,  the  usual  hour,  and  Other  details  on  the 
subject.  From  that  period,  the  words  '  Champ  dt  Foire'  (the  fairfield,  where 
the  execution  was  to  be  held, )  were  frequently  used  by  him  in  conversalion. 

"  Yesterdajr,  the  idea  that  the  time  had  arrived  seemed  to  be  more  strongly 
than  ever  impressed  upon  him  -.  especially  after  the  departure  of  (he  cur^,  who 
latterly  has  been  with  him  every  day.  The  documents  connected  with  the 
trial  had  arrived  m  the  morning.  He  was  ignorant  of  this  dicumstance,  but 
-sought  to  discover  from  hts  guardians  what  they  tried  to  liide  from  him  1  and 
«o  find  out  whether  his  petition  was  rejected,  and  when  he  was  to  die. 

"  Yesterday,  also,  he  had  written  to  demand  the  presence  of  his  counsel,  M, 
Margerand,  in  order  that  he  might  have  some  Conversation  with  him,  and  re- 
gulate his  aCfaits,  before  he ;  he  did  not  write  down  the  word,  but  he  lelt 

in  its  place  a  few  points  of  the  pen. 

"In  the  evening,  whilst  he  was  at  supper,  he  Ijegged  earnestly  to  be  allowed 
a  little  wix  candle,  to  finish  what  he  was  writing  :  olherwise,  he  said,  Time 
might  fail.  This  was  a  new,  indirect  manner  of  repeating  his  ordinary  ques- 
tion. As  light,  up  to  that  evening,  had  been  refused  him,  it  was  thought  t>est 
to  deny  him  in  this,  as  informer  instances  ;  otherwise  his  suspicions  might  have 
"been  confirmed.     The  keeper  refused  his  demand. 

"This  rooming,  Monday,  at  nine  o'clock,  the  Grelfier  of  the  Assiie  Court, 
in  fulfilment  of  the  paJafiU  duty  which  the  law  imposes  upon  him,  came  to  tlie 
prison,  in  company  with  the  curi  of  Bourg,  and  announced  to  the  convict  that 
his  petition  was  rejected,  and  (hat  he  had  only  three  hours  to  hve.  He  received 
tliis  fatal  news  with  a  great  deal  of  calmness,  and  showed  himself  to  be  no  more 
^dlected  than  he  had  been  on  the  trial  'I  am  ready  ;  but  1  wish  they  bad  given 
me  four-and-twen(y  houra'  notice,' — were  all  the  woitls  he  used. 

"The  Greffiernow  retired,  leaving  Peytel  alone  with  (he  cur^,  who  did  not, 
thenceforth,  quit  him.     Peytel  break&sted  at  (en  o'clock. 

"At  eleven,  a  picqnet  of  mounted  gendannerie  and  infantry  took  thdr 
station  upon  the  place  before  the  prison,  where  a  great  concourse  of  people  had 
already  assembled.  An  open  car  was  at  the  door.  Before  he  went  out,  Peytel 
asked  the  gaoler  for  a  looking-glass  ;  and  having  examined  his  face  for  a 
moment,  said,  '  At  least,  the  inhabitants  of  Bourg  will  see  that  I  have  not 
£rown  thin. ' 

"  As  twelve  o'clock  sounded,  the  prison  gates  opened,  an  aide  appeared, 
foUowed  by  Peytel,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  the  cure.  Peytel's  iaxx  was  pale,  he 
liad  a  long  black  beard,  a  blue  cap  on  his  head,  and  his  great-coat  fiung  over 
his  shoulden,  and  buttoned  at  the  neck. 

"  He  looked  about  at  the  place  and  the  crowd ;  he  asked  if  the  carri^e 
•would  go  at  a  trot ;  and  on  being  told  that  that  would  be  dif&cult,  he  said  he 
would  prefer  walking,  and  asked  whal  the  road  was.  He  immediately  set  out, 
iwalking  at  a  firm  and  rapid  pace.     He  was  not  bound  at  all. 

"  An  immense  crowd  of  people  encurobeied  the  two  streets  through  which 
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he  had  to  pass  to  the  place  of  execution.  He  cast  his  eyes  alternately  upon 
them  and  upon  the  guillotine,  which  was  before  him. 

"Arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  scaffold,  Peytei  embraced  the  curi,  and  bade  hira 
adieu.  He  (hen  embraced  him  again  ;  perhaps,  for  his  mother  and  dster.  He 
then  mounted  the  steps  rapidly,  and  gave  himself  into  the  hands  of  the  execu- 
tioner, who  removed  his  coat  and  cap.  He  asked  how  he  was  to  place  himself, 
and,  on  a  sign  being  made,  he  flnng  himself  briskly  on  the  plank,  and  stretched 
his  neck.     In  another  moment  he  was  no  more. 

"  The  crowd,  which  had  been  quite  silent,  reined,  profoundly  moved  by 
the  sight  it  had  witnessed.     As  at  all  eiecutions,  tiiere  was  a  very  great  number 

"  Under  the  scaffold  there  had  been,  eversince  the  momhlg,  a  coffin.  The 
family  had  asked  for  his  remains,  and  had  them  immediately  bmied,  privately : 
and  thus  the  uofortunate  man's  head  escaped  the  modellers  in  wax,  several  of 
whom  bad  arrived  to  lake  an  impression  of  it" 

Down  goes  the  axe  ;  the  poor  wretch's  head  rolls  gasping  into  the 
basket ;  the  spectators  go  home,  pondering ;  and  Mr.  Executioner 
and  his  aids  have,  in  half  an  hour,  removed  all  traces  of  the  august 
sacrifice,  and  of  the  altar  on  which  it  had  been  performed.  Say, 
Mr.  Briefless,  do  you  think  that  any  single  person,  meditating  murder, 
would  be  deterred  therefrom  by  beholding  this — nay,  a  thousand  more 
executions?  It  is  not  for  moral  improvement,  as  I  take  it,  nor  for 
opportunity  to  make  appropriate  remarks  upon  the  punishment  of 
crime,  that  people  make  a  holiday  of  a  killing-day,  and  leave  their 
homes  and  occupations,  to  flock  and  witness  the  cutting  off  of  a  head. 
Do  we  crowd  to  see  Mr.  Macready  in  the  new  tragedy,  or  Mademoiselle 
Ellssler  in  her  last  new  ballet  and  flesh-coloured  stockinnet  pantaloons, 
out  of  a  pure  love  of  abstract  poetry  and  beauty  ;  or  from  a  strong  no- 
tion that  we  shall  be  excited,  in  different  ways,  by  the  actor  and  the 
dancer.'  And  so,  as  we  go  to  have  a  meal  of  fictitious  terror  at  the 
tragedy,  of  something  more  questionable  in  the  ballet,  we  go  for  a  glut 
of  blood  to  the  execution.  The  lust  is  in  every  man's  nature,  more  or 
less.  Did  you  ever  witness  a  wrestling  or  boxing  match?  The  first 
clatter  of  the  kick  on  the  shins,  or  the  first  drawing  of  blood,  makes  the 
stranger  shudder  a  little  ;  but  soon  the  blood  is  his  chief  enjoyment, 
and  he  thirsts  for  it  with  a  fierce  delight.  It  is  a  fine  grim  pleasure  that 
we  have  in  seeing  a  man  killed  ;  and  1  make  no  doubt  that  the  organs 
of  destructiveness  must  begin  to  throb  and  swell  as  we  witness  the 
delightful,  savage  spectacle. 

Three  or  four  years  back,  when  Fieschi  and  Lacenaire  were  executed,. 
I  made  attempts  to  see  the  execution  of  both  ;  but  was  disappointed  in 
both  cases.  In  the  first  instance,  the  day  for  Fieschi's  death  was,  pt(r- 
posely,  kept  secret ;  and  he  was,  if  I  remember  rightly,  executed  at 
some  remote  quarter  of  the  town.    But  it  would  have  done  a  philan* 
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tliropist  good,  to  witness  the  scene  which  we  saw  on  the  morning  when 
his  execution  did  Hot  take  place. 

It  was  carnival  time,  and  the  rumour  had  pretty  generally  been 
carried  abroad  that  he  was  to  die  on  that  morning.  A  friend,  who 
accompanied  me,  came  many  miles,  through  the  mud  and  dark,  in  order 
to  be  in  at  the  death.  We  set  out  before  light,  floundering  through  the 
muddy  Champs  ElysiSes  ;  where,  besides,  were  many  other  persons 
floundering,  an.d  all  bent  upon  the  same  errand-  We  passed  by  the 
Concert  of  Musard,  then  held  in  the  Rue  St.  Honor^  :  and  round  this, 
in  the  wet,  a  number  of  coaches  were  collected.  The  ball  was  just  up, 
and  a  crowd  of  people,  in  hideous  masquerade,  drunk,  tired,  dirty, 
dressed  in  horrible  old  frippery,  and  daubed  with  filthy  rouge,  were 
trooping  out  of  the  place  :  tipsy  women  and  men,  shrieking,  jabbering, 
gesticulating,  as  French  will  do ;  parties  swa^ering,  sta^ering  for- 
wards, arm  in  arm,  reeling  to  and  fro  across  the  street,  and  yelUng 
songs  in  chorus  :  hundreds  of  these  were  bound  for  the  show,  and  we 
thought  ourselves  lucky  in  finding  a  vehicle  to  the  execution  place,  at 
the  Barri^re  d'Enfer.  As  we  crossed  the  river  and  entered  the  Enfer 
Street,  crowds  of  students,  black  workmen,  and  more  drunken  devils 
from  more  carnival  balls,  were  filling  it ;  and  on  the  grand  place  there 
were  thousands  of  these  assembled,  looking  out  for  Fieschi  and  his 
cortege.  We  waited  and  waited ;  but  alas  !  no  fiin  for  us  that  morning  : 
no  throat-cutting ;  no  august  spectacle  of  satisfied  justice ;  and  the 
eager  spectators  were  obliged  to  return,  disappointed  of  their  expected 
breakfast  of  blood.  It  would  have  been  a  fine  scene,  that  execution, 
could  it  but  have  taken  place  in  the  midst  of  the  mad  mountebanks  and 
tipsy  strumpets  who  had  flocked  so  far  to  witness  it,  wishing  to  wind 
up  the  delights  of  their  carnival  by  a  ionne-iouche  of  a  murder. 

The  other  attempt  was  equally  unfortunate.  We  arrived  too  late 
on  the  ground  to  be  present  at  the  execution  of  Lacetiaire  and  his 
co-mate  in  murder,  AvriL  But  as  we  came  to  the  ground  (a  gloomy 
round  space,  within  the  barrier — three  roads  lead  to  it ;  and,  outside, 
you  see  the  wine-shops  and  restaurateurs'  of  the  barrier  looking  gay 
and  inviting,) — as  we  came  to  the  ground,  we  only  found,  in  the  midst 
of  it,  3  little  pool  of  ice,  just  partially  tinged  witli  red.  Two  or  three 
idle  street-boys  were  dancing  and  stamping  about  this  pool ;  and  when 
t  asked  one  of  them  whether  the  execution  had  taken  place,  he  began 
dancing  more  madly  than  ever,  and  shrieked  out  with  a  loud  fantastical, 
theatrical  voice,  "  Venei  tous  Messieurs  et  Dames,  voyez  ici  le  sang  du 
monsire  Lacenaire,  et  de  son  compagnon  le  traJtre  Avril,"  or  words  to 
that  effect ;  and  straightway  all  the  other  gamins  screamed  out  the 
words  in  chorus,  and  took  hands  and  danced  round  the  little  puddle. 

0  august  Justice,  your  meal  was  followed  by  a  pretty  appropriate 
grace  I    Was  any  man,  who  saw  the  show,  deterred,  or  frightened,  or 
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moralized  in  any  way  ?  He  had  gratified  his  appetite  for  blood,  and 
this  was  all.  There  is  something  singularly  pleasing,  both  in  the 
amusement  of  execution-seeing,  and  in  the  results.  You  are  not  only 
delightfully  excited  at  the  time,  but  most  pleasingly  relaxed  after- 
wards ;  the  mind,  which  has  been  wound  up  painfully  until  now,  be- 
comes quite  complacent  and  easy.  There  is  something  agreeable  in 
the  misfortunes  of  others,  as  the  philosopher  has  told  us.  Remark 
what  a  good  breakfast  you  eat  after  an  execution  ;  how  pleasant  it 
is  to  cut  jokes  afier  it,  and  upon  it.  This  merry,  pleasant  mood  is 
brought  on  by  the  blood  tonic. 

But,  for  God's  sake,  if  we  are  to  enjoy  this,  let  us  do  so  in 
moderation ;  and  let  us,  at  least,  be  sure  of  a  man's  guilt  before  we 
murder  him.  To  kill  him,  even  with  the  full  assurance  that  he  is 
guilty,  is  haiardous  enough.  Who  gave  you  the  right  to  do  so? — 
you  who  cry  out  against  suicides,  as  impious  and  contrary  to  Christian 
law?  What  use  is  there  in  killing  him?  You  deter  no  one  else  from 
committing  the  crime  by  so  doing  ;  you  give  us,  to  be  sure,  half  an 
hour's  pleasant  entertainment ;  but  it  is  a  great  question  whether  we 
derive  much  moral  profit  from  the  sight.  If  you  want  to  keep  a 
murderer  from  farther  inroads  upon  society,  are  there  not  plenty  of 
hulks  and  piisons,  God  wot ;  treadmills,  galleys,  and  houses  of  correc- 
tion ?  Above  all,  as  in  the  case  of  Sebastian  Peytel  and  his  family, 
there  have  been  two  deaths  already ;  was  a  third  death  absolutely 
necessary?  and,  taking  the  faUibility  of  judges  and  lawyers  into  his 
heart,  and  remembering  the  thousand  instances  of  unmerited  punish- 
ment that  have  been  suffered,  upon  similar  and  stronger  evidence,  be- 
fore, can  any  man  declare,  positively  and  upen  his  oath,  that  Peytel  was 
guilty,  and  that  thb  was  not  th4  third  murder  iit  the  family  t 


n,o.i,7=rir,Goot;sle 
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LE  ROI   D'YVETOT. 

IL  Aait  un  roi  d'Yvetot, 
Peu  connu  dans  I'histoire ; 
Se  levaat  tard,  se  couchant  t6t, 

Dormaat  fort  bien  sans  gloire, 
£t  couronn^  par  Jeanneton 
D'une  simple  bonnet  de  coton, 
Dit-on. 
Oh!  oh  I  oh!  oh!  ah!  ah!  ah!  ah! 
Quel  bon  petit  roi  c'Aait  Ik ! 
La,  la. 

11  fes^t  ses  quatre  repas 

Dans  son  palais  de  chaume, 
Hi  sur  un  ^e,  pas  k  pas, 

Parcourait  son  royaume. 
Joyeux,  simple  et  croyant  le  bien, 
Pour  toute  garde  il  n'avait  rien 

Ob!  ob!  oh!  oh!  ahl  ah!  ah.'  abl  &c. 
La,  la. 

II  n'avmt  de  goQt  on^reuz 

Qu'une  soif  un  peu  vive ; 
Mais,  en  rendant  son  peuple  beureux, 

II  faut  bien  qu'un  roi  rive. 
Lui-m6nie  i  table,  et  sans  suppdt, 
Sur  cbaque  muid  levait  un  pot 
D'impoL 
Oh !  oh !  oh !  oh !  ah  I  ah !  ah !  ah  I  Sk, 

Aux  fiUes  de  bonnes  maisons 

Conune  il  avaic  su  plaire, 
Ses  sujets  avaient  cent  raisons 

De  ie  aonuner  leur  p6re  : 
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D'ailleurs  il  ne  levait  de  ban 
Que  pour  tirer  quatre  foLs  Tan 
Au  blanc. 
Oh !  oh !  oh !  oh !  ah !  all !  ah !  ah !  &c. 
La,  la. 

II  n'agrandit  point  ses  ^tats, 

FuC  un  voiain  commode, 
Et,  mod^e  des  potentais, 

Pric  le  plaisir  pour  code. 
Ce  n'est  que  lofsqu'ii  expira, 
Que  le  peuple  qui  I'enterra 
Pleura. 
Oh!  oh!  oh!  oht  ah!  ahl  ohl  ahl  &c 
La,  la. 

On  conserve  encore  le  portrait 

De  ce  digne  et  bon  prince; 

C'est  I'enseigne  d'un  cabaret  ■ 

Fameux  dans  la  province. 
Les  JQurs  de  ffite,  bien  souvent, 
I-a  foule  s'&rie  en  buvant 
Devant  : 
Oh  1  oh !  oh !  oh !  ah !  ah  I  ah !  ah  I 
Quel  bon  petit  roi  c'^tait  Ik  J 
La,  la. 


THE   KING  OF  YVETOT. 

There  was  a  king  of  Yvetot, 

Of  whom  renown  hath  little  said. 
Who  let  all  thoughts  of  glory  go. 

And  dawdled  half  his  days  a-bed ; 
And  every  night,  as  night  came  round, 
By  Jenny,  with  a  nightcap  crowned. 
Slept  very  sound  : 
Hing  ho,  ho,  ho  1  and  he,  he,  he; 
That's  the  kind  of  king  for  me. 

And  every  day  it  came  to  pass. 

That  four  lusty  meals  made  he ; 
And,  step  by  step,  upon  an  ass, 
■     Rode  abroad  his  realms  to  see ; 
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And  wherever  he  did  stir, 
What  think  you  was  his  escort,  sir? 
Why,  an  old  cur. 
Sing  ho,  ho,  ho !  &c. 

If  e'er  he  went  into  excess, 

'Twas  from  a  sotnewhat  lively  thirst ; 
But  he  who  would  his  subjects  bless. 

Odd's  fish  !— must  wet  bis  whistle  first  t 
And  so  from  every  cask  they  got, 
Our  king  did  to  himself  allot, 
At  least  a  pot, 
Sing  ho,  ho !  &c. 

To  all  the  ladies  of  the  land, 

A  courteous  king,  and  kind,  was  he ; 
The  reason  why  you'll  understand, 
They  named  him  Pater  Patrije. 
Each  year  he  called  his  fighting  men, 
And  marched  a  league  from  home,  and  then 
Marched  back  again. 
Sing  ho,  ho  1  &c 

Neither  by  force  nor  false  pretence. 

He  sought  to  make  bis  kingdom  great, 
And  made  (O  princes,  learn  from  hence) — 

"  Live  and  let  live,"  his  rule  of  state. 
Twas  only  when  he  came  to  die. 
That  his  people  who  stood  by, 

■Were  known  to  cry. 
Sing  ho,  ho!  &c. 

The  portrait  of  this  best  of  kings 

Is  extant  still,  upon  a  sign 
That  on  a  village  tavern  swings, 

Famed  in  the  country  for  good  wine. 
The  people,  in  their  Sunday  trim, 
Filling  their  glasses  to  the  brim. 
Look  up  to  him. 
Singing  ha,  ha,  ha  I  and  he,  he,  he  I 
Thafs  the  sort  of  king  for  me. 
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THE  KING  OF  BRENTFORD. 

ANOTHER  VERSION. 

There  was  a  king  in  Brentford, — of  whom  no  legends  tell, 
But  who,  without  his  glory,— could  eat  and  sleep  right  welL 
His  Polly's  cotton  nightcap, — it  was  his  crown  of  state, 
He  slept  of  evenings  eariy,— and  rose  of  mornings  late. ' 

All  in  a  fine  mud  palace, — each  day  he  took  four  meals. 
And  for  a  guard  of  honour, — a  dog  ran  at  his  heels, 
Sometimes,  to  view  his  kingdoms, — ^rode  forth  this  monarch  good. 
And  then  a  prancing  jackass — he  royally  bestrode. 

There  were  no  costly  habits — with  which  this  king  was  curst. 
Except  {and  where's  the  harm  on't  ?)^a  somewhat  lively  thiisE; 
But  people  must  pay  taxes, — and  kings  must  have  their  sport, 
Soout  of  every  gallon — His  Grace  he  took  a  quart 

He  pleased  the  ladies  round  him, — wilh  manners  soft  and  bland; 
With  reason  good,  they  named  him,— the  father  of  his  land. 
Each  year  his  mighty  armies— marched  forth  in  gallant  show ; 
Their  enemies  were  targets,— their  bullets  they  were  tow. 

He  vexed  no  quiet  neighbour, — no  useless  conquest  made. 
But  by  the  laws  of  pleasure, — his  peaceful  realm  he  swayed. 
And  in  the  years  he  reigned, — through  all  this  country  wide, 
There  was  no  cause  for  weeping, — save  when  the  good  man  died. 

The  faithful  men  of  Brentford,— do  still  their  king  deplore. 
His  portrait  yet  is  swinging, — beside  an  alehouse  door. 
And  topers,  tender-hearted, — regard  his  honest  phii. 
And  envy  times  departed,— that  knew  a  reign  like  his. 


LE    GRENIER. 

Je  viens  revoir  I'asile  ou  ma  jeunessc 
De  la  misire  a  subi  les  legons. 
J'avais  vingt  ans,  une  folle  maitresse, 
De  francs  amis  et  I'amour  des  chansons. 
Eravant  le  monde  et  les  sots  et  les  sages, 
Sans  avenir,  riche  de  mon  printemps, 
Leste  et  joyeux  je  montais  six  Stages. 
Dans  un  grenier  qu'on  est  bien  \  vingt  an; 
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C'est  un  grenier,  point  ne  veux  qu'on  I'ignore. 
Li  fut  mon  lit,  bien  ch^df  et  bien  dot ; 
Li  fut  ma  table  :  et  j'e  retrouve  encore 
Trois  pieds  d'un  vers  charbonnds  sur  ie  mur. 
Apparaisse^,  plaisirs  de  mon  bel  Ige, 
Que  d'un  coup  d'aile  a  fuslig^s  le  temps, 
Vingt  fbis  pour  vous  j'ai  mis  ma  montre  en  gageJ 
Dans  un  grenier  qu'on  est  bien  i  vingt  ans  I 

Lisette  ici  doit  surtout  apparattre, 
Vive,  jolie,  avec  un  frais  chapeau ; 
D^jk  sa  main  k  I'flroite  fen6lre 
Suspend  son  schal,  en  guise  de  rideau. 
Sa  robe  aussi  va  parer  ma  couchette  ; 
Respccte,  Amour,  ses  plis  longs  et  flottans. 
J'ai  su  depuis  qui  payait  sa  toilette. 
Dans  un  grenier  qu'on  est  bien  k  vingt  ans  ! 

A  table  un  jour,  jour  de  grande  richesse, 
De  mes  amis  les  voix  brillaient  en  chceur, 
Quand  jusqu'ici  monte  un  cri  d'all^esse  : 
A  Marengo  Bonaparte  est  vainqueur. 
Le  canon  gronde :  un  autre  cbant  commence ; 
Nous  cflSbrons  tant  de  faits  platans. 
Les  rois  jamais  n'envahiront  la  France. 
Dans  un  grenier  qu'on  est  bien  k  vingt  ans  I 

Quittons  ce  toil  oil  ma  raison  s'enivre. 
Oh !  qu'ils  sont  loin  ces  jours  si  regretlfe  I 
J'^changerais  ce  qu'il  me  reste  h.  viVre 
Contre  un  des  mois  qu'ici  Dieu  m'a  comptfis. 
Pour  rfiver  gloire,  amour,  plaisir,  folic, 
Pour  dSpenser  sa  vie  en  peu  d'instans, 
D'un  long  espoir  pour  la  voir  embellie, 
Dans  un  grenier  qu'on  est  bien  k  vingt  ans ! 


THE    GARRET. 

With  pensive  eyes  the  little  room  I  view, 
Where,  in  my  youth,  I  weathered  it  so  long ; 

With  a  wild  mistress,  a  stanch  friend  or  two. 
And  a  light  heart  still  breaking  into  song : 
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Making  a  mock  of  life,  and  all  its  cares, 

Rich  in  the  gloiy  of  my  rising  sua, 
Lightly  I  vaulted  up  four  pair  of  stairs, 

In  the  brave  days  when  I  was  twenty-one. 

Yes :  'tis  a  garret — let  him  know't  who  will — 

ThTe  was  my  bed— full  hard  it  was  and  smalL 
My  table  there — and  I  decipher  still 

Half  a  lame  couplet  charcoaled  on  the  wall. 
Ye  joys,  that  Time  hath  swept  with  him  away. 

Come  to  mioe  eyes,  ye  dreams  of  love  and  fun ; 
For  you  I  pawned  my  watch  how  many  a  day. 

In  the  brave  days  when  I  was  twenty-one. 

And  see  my  little  Jessy,  first  of  all ; 

She  comes  with  pouting  lips  and  spariding  eyes : 
Behold,  how  roguishly  she  pins  her  shawl 

Across  the  narrow  casement,  curtain-wise ; 
Now  by  the  bed  her  petticoat  glides  down. 

And  when  did  woman  look  the  worse  in  none  ? 
I  have  heard  since  who  paid  for  many  a  gown, 

In  the  brave  days  when  I  was  twenty-one. 

One  jolly  evenbg,  when  my  friends  and  I 

Made  happy  music  with  our  songs  and.cheers, 
A  shout  of  triumph  mounted  up  thus  high, 

And  distant  cannon  opened  on  our  ears  : 
We  rise, — we  join  in  the  triumphant  strain, — 

Napoleon  conquers— Austerliti  is  won — 
Tyrants  shall  never  tread  us  down  again. 

In  the  brave  days  when  I  was  twentyKine. 

Let  us  begone— the  place  is  sad  and  strange — 

How  far,  far  ofT,  these  happy  limes  appear ; 
All  that  I  have  to  live  I'd  gladly  change 

For  one  such  month  as  I  have  wasted  here — 
To  draw  long  dreams  of  beauty,  love,  and  power, 

From  founts  of  hope  that  never  will  outrun, 
And  drink  all  life's  quintessence  in  an  hour. 

Give  me  the  days  when  I  was  twenty-one ! 
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ROGER-BONTEMPS. 


Aux  gens  atrabUaires 
Pour  exemple  donn^. 
En  un  temps  de  misjres 
Roger-Bontemps  est  n^ 
Vivre  obscur  i  sa  guise, 
.  Narguer  les  m^contensj 
£h  gai !  c'est  la  devise 
Du  gros  Eoger-Boaiemps. 

Du  chapeau  de  son  p^e 
CoIffS  dans  les  grand  jours, 
De  roses  ou  de  lierrc 
Le  rajeunir  toujouis  ; 
Mettre  un  manteau  de  bure, 
Vieil  ami  de  vingt  ans  ; 
Eh  gai !  c'est  la  parure 
Du  gros  Roger-Bonleraps. 

Poss6ier  dans  sa  hutte 
Une  table,  uo  vieux  lit, 
Des  cartes,  une  flUte, 
Un  broc  que  Dieu  remplit ; 
Un  portrait  de  maltresse, 
Un  colTre  et  rien  dedans  ; 
Eh  gai !  c'est  la  richesse 
Du  gros  Roger-Bontemps. 
Aux  enfans  de  la  ville 
Montrer  de  peCits  jeux ; 
Etre  fesseur  habile 
De  contes  gravcleux ; 


Ne  parler  que  de  danse 
Et  d'almanachs  chantans ; 
Eh  gai !  c'est  la  science 
Du  gros  Roger-Bontemps. 
Faute  de  vins  d'^lile, 
Sabler  ceux  du  canton  : 
Pr^Krer  Marguerite 
Aux  dames  du  grand  ton : 
De  joie  et  de'tendresse 
Remplir  tous  ses  instans  ; 
Eh  gai  !  c'est  la  sagesse 
Du  gros  Roger-Bontempi 
Dire  au  ciel  :  Je  me  fie, 
Mon  p^re,  k  ta  bont£ ; 
De  ma  philosophie 
Pardonne  le  galt^  : 
Que  ma  saison  dtmifere 
Soit  encore  un  printemps ; 
Eh  gai  i  c'est  la  prifere 
Du  gros  Roger-Bontemps. 

Vous,  pauvres  pleins  d'envie, 
Vous,  riches  d^sireux, 
Vous,  dont  le  char  ddvie 
Apr^s  un  cours  heureux ; 
Vous,  qui  perdrei  peut-fitre 
Des  litres  ^clatans. 
Eh  gai !  prenez  pour  maifre 
Le  gros  Roger-Bontemps. 


JOLLY    JACK. 

When  fierce  political  debate 

Throughout  the  isle  was  storming. 
And  Rads  attacked  the  throne  and  state, 

And  Tories  the  refiarming, 
To  calm  the  furious  rage  of  each, 

And  right  the  land  demented, 
Heaven  sent  us  Jolly  Jack,  to  teach 

The  way  to  be  contented. 
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Jack's  bed  was  straw,  'twas  warm  and  soft. 

His  chair,  a  three-legged  stool ; 
His  broken  jug  was  emptied  oft, 

Yet,  somehow,  always  full. 
His  mistress'  portrait  decked  the  wall, 

His  mirror  had  a  crack ; 
Yet,  gay  and  glad,  though  this  was  all 

His  wealth,  lived  Jolly  Jack. 

To  give  advice  to  avarice. 

Teach  pride  its  mean  condition. 
And  preach  good  sense  to  dull  pretence, 

Was  honest  Jack's  high  mission. 
Our  simple  statesman  found  his  rale 

Of  moral  in  the  flagon, 
And  held  his  philosophic  school 

Beneath  the  "  George  and  Dragon." 

When  village  Solons  cursed  the  Lords, 

And  called  the  malt-tax  stnfiil. 
Jack  heeded  not  their  angry  words, 

But  smiled,  and  drunk  his  skinful. 
And  when  men  wasted  health  and  life. 

In  search  of  rank  and  riches. 
Jack  marked,  aloof,  the  paltry  strife, 

And  wore  his  threadbare  breeches. 

"  I  enter  not  the  church,"  he  said, 

"  But  111  not  seek  to  rob  it ; " 
So  worthy  Jack  Joe  Miller  read, 

While  others  studied  Cobbett. 
His  Ulk  it  was  of  feast  and  fun ; 

His  guide  the  Almanack ; 
From  youth  to  age  thus  gaily  run 

The  life  of  Jolly  Jack. 

And  when  Jack  prayed,  as  oft  he  would, 

He  humbly  thanked  his  Maker ; 
"  I  am,"  said  he,  "  O  Father  good  I 

Nor  Catholic  nor  Quaker  : 
Give  each  his  creed,  let  each  proclaim 

His  catalogue  of  curses ; 
I  trust  in  Thee,  and  not  in  them. 

In  Thee,  and  in  Thy  mercies  I 
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"  Foi^ve  me  if,  midst  all  Thy  works, 

No  hint  I  see  of  damning ; 
And  think  there's  faith  among  the  Turks, 

And  hope  for  e'en  the  Brahmin. 
Harmless  my  mind  is,  and  my  mirth, 

And  kindly  is  my  laughter ; 
I  cannot  see  the  smiting  earth, 

And  think  there's  hell  hereafter." 

Jack  died ;  he  left  no  legacy, 

Save  that  his  story  teaches  : — 
Content  to  peevish  poverty  ; 

Humility  to  riches. 
Ye  scornful  great,  ye  envious  small, 

Come,  foQow  in  his  track ; 
We  aU  were  happier,  if  we  aU 

Would  copy  Jolly  Jack. 
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FRENCH  DRAMAS  AND  MELODRAMAS. 

THERE  are  three  kinds  of  drama  in  France,  which  yea  may  sub- 
divide aa  much  as  you  please. 

There  is  the  old  classical  drama,  well-nigh  dead,  and  full  time  too : 
old  tragedies,  in  which  haif-a-dozen  characters  appear,  and  spout 
sonorous  Alexandrines  for  half-a-dozen  hours.  The  fair  Rachel  has 
been  trying  to  revivethis  ^nrv,  and  to  untojnb  Racine;  but  be  not 
alarmed,  Racine  will  never  come  to  life  again,  and  cause  audiences  to 
weep  as  of  yore.  Madame  Rachel  can  only  galvanize  the  corpse,  not 
revivify  it  Ancient  French  tragedy,  red-heeled,  patched,  and  he-peri- 
wigged, lies  in  the  grave ;  and  it  is  only  the  ghost  of  it  that  we  sec, 
which  the  fair  Jewess  has  raised.  There  are  classical  comedies  in 
Terse,  too,  wherein  the  knavish  valets,  rakish  heroes,  stolid  old 
guardians,  and  smart,  free-spoken  serving- women,  discourse  in  Alex- 
andrines, as  loud  as  the  Horaces  or  the  Cid.  An  Englishman  will 
seldom  reconcile  himself  to  the  rouUmeni  of  the  verses,  and  the 
painful  recurrence  of  the  rhymes ;  for  my  part,  I  had  rather  go  to  - 
Madame  Saqui's,  or  see  Deburau  dancing  on  a  rope  :  his  lines  are 
quite  as  natural  and  poetical 

Then  there  is  the  comedy  of  the  day,  of  which  Monsieur  Scribe 
is  the  father.  Good  heavens  !  with  what  a  number  of  gay  colonels, 
smart  widows,  and  silly  husbands  has  that  gentleman  peopled  the 
play-books.  How  that  unfortunate  seventh  commandment  has  been 
maltreated  by  him  and  his  disciples.  You  will  see  four  pieces,  at  the 
Gymnase  of  a  night ;  and  so  sure  as  you  see  them,  four  husbands 
shall  be  wickedly  used.  When  is  this  joke  to  cease  ?  Mon  Dieu  I 
play-writers  have  handled  it  for  about  two  thousand  years,  and  the 
public,  like  a  great  baby,  must  have  the  tale  repeated  to  it  over  and 
over  again. 

Finally,  there  is  the  Drama,  that  great  monster  which  has  sprung 
into  life  of  late  years ;  and  which  is  said,  but  I  don't  believe  a  word  of 
it,  to  have  Shakspeare  for  a  father.  If  Monsieur  Scribe's  plays  may 
be  said  to  be  so  many  ingenious  examples  how  to  break  one  command- 
ment, the  drame  is  a  grand  and  general  chaos  of  them  all ;  nay,  several 
crimes  are  added,  not  prohibited  in  the  Decalogue,  which  was  written 
before  dramas  were.  Of  the  drama,  Victor  Hugo  and  Dumas  are  the 
veU-knotvn  and  respectable  guardians.    Every  piece  Victor  Hugo  has 
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written  since  "  Hernani,"  has  conlained  a  manster  —  a  delightful 
monster,  saved  by  one  virtue.  There  is  Triboulel,  a  foolish  monster ; 
Lucrice  Borgia,  a  maternal  monster ;  Mary  Tudor,  a  religious 
monster ;  Monsieur  Quasimodo,  a  hump-backed  monster;  and  others, 
that  mi^t  be  named,  whose  monstrosities  we  are  induced  to  pardon 
— nay,  admiringly  to  witness— ^because  they  are  agreeably  mingled 
with  some  exquisite  display  of  affection.  And,  as  the  great  Hugo  has 
one  monster  to  each  play,  the  great  Dumas  has,  ordinarily,  half-a- 
dozen,  to  whom  murder  is  nothing ;  common  intrigue,  and  simple 
breakage  of  the  before- mentioned  commandment,  nothing;  but  who 
live  and  move  in  a  vast,  delightful  complication  of  crime,  tiiat  cannot 
be  easily  conceived  in  England,  much  less  described. 

When  I  think  over  the  number  of  crimes  that  I  have  seen  Made- 
moiselle Georges,  for  instance,  commit,  I  am  filled  with  wonder  at  her 
greatness,  and  the  greatness  of  the  poets  who  have  conceived  these 
charming  horrors  for  her,  I  have  seen  her  make  love  to,  and  murder, 
her  sons,  in  the  "  Tour  de  Nesle."  1  have  seen  her  poison  a  company 
of  no  less  than  nine  gentlemen,  at  Ferrara,  with  an  affectionate  son  in 
the  number ;  I  have  seen  her,  as  Madame  de  Brinvilliers,  kill  off 
numbers  of  respectable  relations  in  the  first  four  acts ;  and,  at  the 
last,  be  actually  burned  at  the  stake,  to  which  she  comes  shuddering, 
ghastly,  barefooted,  and  in  a  white  sheet.  Sweet  excitement  of  tender 
sympathies  !  Such  tragedies  are  not  so  good  as  a  real,  downright 
execution  ;  but,  in  point  of  interest,  the  next  thing  to  it  :  with  what  a 
number  of  moral  emotions  do  they  fill  the  breast  ;  with  what  a  hatred 
for  vice,  and  yet  a  tiue  pity  and  respect  for  that  grain  of  virtue  that  is 
to  be  found  in  us  all ;  our  bloody,  daughter-loving  Brinvilliers :  our 
warm-hearted,  poisonous  Lucretia  Borgia  ;  above  all,  what  a  smart 
appetite  for  a  cool  supper  afterwards,  at  the  Cafd  Anglais,  when  the 
horrors  of  the  play  act  as  a  piquant  sauce  to  the  supper ! 

Or,  to  speak  more  seriously,  and  to  come,  at  last,  to  the  point. 
After  having  seen  most  of  the  grand  dramas  which  have  been  produced 
at  Paris  fur  the  last  half-dozen  years,  and  thinking  over  all  that  one 
has  seen,— the  fictitious  murders,  rapes,  adulteries,  and  other  crimes, 
by  which  one  has  been  interested  and  excited, — a  man  may  take  leave 
to  be  heartily  ashnmed  of  the  manner  in  which  be  has  spent  his  time ; 
and  of  the  hideous  kind  of  mental  Intoxication  in  which  he  has  per- 
mitted himself  to  indulge. 

Nor  are  simple  society  outrages  the  only  sort  of  crime  in  which  the 
spectator  of  Paris  plays  has  permitted  himself  to  indulge ;  he  has 
recreated  himself  with  a  deal  of  blasphemy  besides,  and  has  passed 
many  pleasant  evenings  in  t>eholding  religion  defiled  and  ridiculed. 

Allusion  has  been  made,  in  a  former  paper,  to  a  fashion  that  lately 
obtained  in  France,  and  which  went  by  the  name  of  Catholic  reaction ; 
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and  as,  in  this  happy  country,  fashion  is  everything,  we  have  had  not 
merely  Catholic  pictures  and  quasi  religious  books,  but  a  number  of 
CathoUc  plays  have  been  produced,  very  edifying  to  the  frequenters  of 
the  theatres  or  the  Boulevards,  who  have  learned  more  about  religion 
from  these  performances  than  they  have  acquired,  no  doubt,  in  the 
whole  of  their  lives  before.  In  the  course  of  a  very  few  years  we  have 
seen — "The  Wandering  Jew;"  "  Belshaziar's  Feast;"  "Nebuchad- 
nenar:"  and  the  "Massacre  of  the  Innocents;"  "Joseph  and  his 
Brethren ; "  "  The  Passage  of  the  Red  Sea  j "  and  "  The  Deluge." 

The  great  Dumas,  like  Madame  Sand  before  mentioned,  has 
brought  a  vast  quantity  of  religion  before  the  foot-lights.  There  was 
his  famous  tragedy  of  "  Caligula,"  which,  be  it  spoken  to  the  shame  of 
Ihe  Paris  critics,  was  coldly  received ;  nay,  actually  hissed,  hy  them. 
And  why  ?  Because,  says  Dumas,  it  contained  a  great  deal  too  much 
piety  for  the  rogues.  The  public,  he  says,  was  much  more  religious, 
and  understood  him  at  once. 

"As  for  the  critics,"  says  he,  nobly,  "let  those  who  cried  out 
against  the  immorality  of  Antony  and  Maip;ifiite  de  Bourgogne, 
reproach  me  for  Ihe  chaslily of  Messalina"  (This  dear  creature  is  the 
heroine  of  the  play  of  "  Caligula.")  "  It  matters  little  to  me.  These 
people  have  but  seen  the  form  of  my  work  ;  they  have  walked  round 
the  tent,  but  have  noi  seen  the  arch  which  it  covered;  they  have 
examined  the  vases  and  candles  of  the  altar,  but  have  not  opened  the 
tabernacle  t 

"  The  public  alone  has,  instmctively,  comprehended  that  there  was, 
beneath  this  outward  sign,  an  inward  and  mysterious  grace :  it  followed 
the  action  of  the  piece  in  all  its  serpentine  windings ;  it  listened  for 
four  hours,  with  pious  atlention  {avec  recueillement  etreligioti),  to  the 
sound  of  this  rolling  river  of  thoughts,  which  may  have  appeared  to  it 
new  and  bold,  perhaps,  but  chaste  and  grave ;  and  it  retired,  with  its 
head  on  its  breast,  like  a  man  who  had  Just  perceived,  in  a  dream,  the 
solution  of  a  problem  which  he  has  long  and  vainly  sought  in  bis 
waking  hours." 

You  see  that  not  only  Saint  Sand  is  an  apostle,  in  her  way ;  but 
Saint  Dumas  is  another.  We  have  people  in  England  who  write  for 
bread,  like  Dumas  and  Sand,  and  are  paid  so  much  for  thrir  line ;  but 
ihey  don't  set  up  for  propheis.  Mrs.  Trollope  has  never  declared  that 
her  novels  are  inspired  by  heaven ;  Mr.  Buckstone  has  written  a  great 
number  of  farces,  and  never  talked  about  the  altar  and  the  tabernacle. 
Evm  Sir  Edward  Bulwer  (who,  on  a  similar  occasion,  when  the  critics 
found  fault  with  a  play  of  his,  answered  them  by  a  pretty  decent  declara- 
tion  of  his  own  merits)  never  ventured  to  say  that  he  had  received  a 
divine  mission,  and  was  uttering  five-act  revelations. 

AH  things  considered,  the  tragedy  of  "Caligwia"  is  a  decent 
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tragedy  j  as  decent  as  the  decent  characters  of  the  hero  and  heroine 
ca4  ^ow  it  Co  be ;  it  may  be  almost  said,  provokingly  decent :  but 
this,  it  must  be  remembered,  is  the  characteristic  of  the  modem  French 
school  (nay,  of  the  English  school  too);  and  if  the  writer  take  the 
character  of  a  remarkable  scoundrel,  it  is  ten  to  one  but  he  turns  out 
an  amiable  fellow,  in  whom  we  have  all  the  warmest  sympathy. 
"  Caligula"  is  killed  at  the  end  of  the  performance ;  Messalina  is  com. 
paratively  well-behaved ;  and  the  sacred  part  of  the  performance,  the 
tabernacle-characters  apart  from  the  meie  "  vase "  and  "  candlestick " 
personages,  may  be  said  to  be  depicted  in  the  person  of  a  Christian 
convert,  Stella,  who  has  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  converted  by  no 
lesc  a  person  than  Mary  Magdalene,  when  she,  Stella,  was  staying  on  a 
visit  to  her  aunt,  near  Narbonne. 

"  Stblia  {cBHliHuaHt.)  VoilJi 

Que  je  vois  s'avancer,  sans  pilole  el  sans  rames, 
Une  barque  portant  deux  hommes  el  deux  femmes, 
Et,  spectacle  itiou'i  qnr  me  ravit  eacQr, 
Tons  quatre  avaient  au  iront  une  aur^le  d'or 
D'oii  partaient  des  rayons  de  si  vive  lumi^re 
Que  je  fas  obligije  &  baisser  la  paupiire  ; 
Et,  lorsque  jc  rouviis  le$  yeux  avec  clfroi, 
Lei  vojagenis  divius  ^taient  aupris  de  moL 
Vn  jour  de  chacun  d'eux  et  dans  toute  sa  glohe 
Je  te  roconterai  la  manreilleuse  histoire, 

Et  tn  I'adoreras,  j'espire  ;  en  ce  moment,  \ 

'•  Ma  mire,  il  te  sufGt  de  savoir  seutement 

Que  lous  quatre  venaient  du  fond  de  ta  Syiie : 
Un  HaX  les  avaic  bannis  de  leur  palrie, 
Et,  te  faisant  bourreaox,  des  hommes  itiit&. 
Sans  avirons,  sans  eau,  sans  pain  et  garroltte, 
Sur  une  frfle.  barque  &hou^e  an  rivage, 
Les  avaient  k  la  mer  pouss^s  daas  ttn  oi^e. 
M^s  i  peine  I'esquif  eut-il  touche  les  flots 
Qu'au  candque  chante  par  tes  saints  matelots, 
L'oaiBgan  replia  ses  ailes  fc^missantes, 
Que  la  mer  aplanit  ses  vagues  mugissantes, 
Et  qn^un  soleil  plus  pur,  rcparaissunt  aux  cieux, 
Enveloppa  I'esquif  d'un  cercle  radieux  I  .   .   , 

"  JUNIA. — Mais  c'^tail  un  prodige. 

"  Stella. —  Un  miracle,  ina  mtre  I 

Lean  fers  tombtlrent  seuls,  I'eau  cessa  d'etre  am^e, 
Et  deux  fois  choque  jour  te  bateau  fut  convert 
rf  one  manne  pareille  ii  cetle  du  d^rt : 
Cat  ainsi  que,  pouss^  par  une  main  ciEleste, 
Je  les  vit  aborder. 


,7=rir,Goot;sle 


a3D  THE  PARIS  SKETCH  BOOK. 

"JUNiA.—  Oh!  dis  Ttte  le  reste  I 

"  Stella. — A  t'aube,  trois  d'cntre  eux  quittirent  la  nuiaaii : 
Marthe  prit  le  clieinin  qui  mine  k  'f  anucon, 
Laiare  et  Maximiti  cclul  de  Musille, 

El  celle  qui  resta  .  .  .  t'Hait  la  flm  jalie,  (how  tnilr  French  1) 
Nous  faisant  nppeler  ven  le  milieu  du  jour, 
Demanda  si  les  monts  on  lea  bois  d'aleotour 
Cachaient  qnetqne  retraite  inconnue  et  profonde, 
Qui  k  pQt  sjparer  i  tout  jamais  du  monde.  .  ■  ■ 
Aquila  m  sonvint  qn'il  avait  pinflri 
Dans  un  antre  sauvage  et  de  toui  ignoTi!, 
Grotte  creu&^  aux  flancs  de  ces  Alpes  sublime*, 
Ob  I'aigic  fait  son  aire  an-dessus  des  ablmes. 
II  olfrit  cet  aiile,  ul  db  le  lendemain 
Tous  deuK,  pour  \'y  guider,  nous  ^tions  en  chemia. 
Le  loir  du  second  jour  nous  touchama  M  base  : 
lA  torobont  k  eenoua  dans  une  sainle  extase, 
EUe  pria  long-lempt,  puis  vers  I'antre  inconmi, 
DthiouRnt  sa  duiussure,  elle  marcha  pied  nu. 
Nos  priires,  nos  cris  restirent  sans  r^poDset  i 
Au  milieu  d<!S  caiUoux,  des  Opines,  dei  nmcet, 
Nous  la  vimes  monter,  un  blCon  k  la  muc, 
Et  ce  n'est  qu'ariiv^  au  tetme  du  chemin, 
Qa'enlin  elle  tomba  sans  force  et  sons  ludeiae  .  .  . 

"  JuNiA. — Comment  la  nommait'Oii,  ma  filte? 

"Stelia—  Madeldne." 

Walking,  says  Stella,  by  the  sea-shore,  "  A  bark  drew  near,  that 
had  nor  sail  nor  oar ;  [wo  women  and  two  men  the  vessel  bore  :  each 
of  that  crew,  'twas  wondrous  to  behold,  wore  round  his  head  a  ring  of 
blaung  gold ;  from  which  such  radiance  glittered  all  around,  that  I  tvas 
fain  to  look  towards  the  ground.  And  when  once  more  I  raised  my 
frightened  eyne,  before  me  stood  the  travellers  divine ;  their  rank,  the 
glorious  lot  that  each  befel,  at  better  season,  mother,  will  1  telL  Of 
this  anon  :  the  time  will  come  when  thou  shalt  learn  to  worship  as  I 
worship  now.  Suffice  it,  that  from  Syria's  land  they  came ;  an  edict 
&om  their  country  banished  them.  Fierce,  angry  men  had  seized  upon 
the  four,  and  launched  them  in  that  vessel  from  the  shore.  They 
launched  these  victims  on  the  waters  rude ;  nor  rudder  gave  to  steer, 
□or  bread  for  food.  As  the  doomed  vessel  cleaves  the  stormy  main, 
that  pious  crew  uplifts  a  sacred  strain ;  the  angry  waves  are  silent  as  it 
■ings  i  the  storm,  awe-stricken,  folds  its  quivering  wings.  A  purer 
sun  appears  the  heavens  to  light,  and  wraps  the  little  bark  in  radiance 

"  JUNIA. — Sure,  'twas  a  prodigy. 

"  Stella. — A  miracle.    Spontaneous  from  thdr  hands  the  fetters 
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felL  The  salt  sea-wave  %tkw  fresh ;  and,  twice  &  day,  manna  {like 
that  which  on  the  desert  lay)  covered  the  bark,  and  fed  them  on 
their  way.    Thus,  hither  led,  at  heaven's  divine  behest,  I  saw  them 


r  mansion  left  at  dawn.  On^ 
Martha,  took  the  road  to  Tarascon;  Lazarus  and  Maximio  to  Masstly; 
but  one  remained  (the  fairest  of  the  three},  who  asked  us,  if,  i'  the 
woods  or  mountains  near,  there  chanced  to  be  some  cavern  lone  and 
drear;  i^ere  she  might  hide,  for  ever,  from  all  men.  It  chanced,  my 
cousin  knew  of  such  a  den ;  deep  hidden  in  a  mountain's  hoary  breast, 
on  which  the  e^le  builds  his  airy  nest.  And  thither  offered  he  the 
saint  to  guide.  Next  day  upon  the  journey  forth  we  hied;  and  came^ 
at  the  second  eve,  with  weary  pace,  unto  the  lonely  mountain's  rugged 
base.  Here  the  worn  traveller,  falling  on  her  knee,  did  pray  awhile  in 
sacred  ecstasy;  and,  drawing  off  her  sandals  from  her  feet,  marched, 
naked,  towards  that  desolate  retreat  No  answer  made  she  to  onr 
cries  or  groans  ;  but  walking  midst  the  prickles  and  rude  stones,  a  staff 
in  hand,  we  saw  her  upwards  toil ;  nor  ever  did  she  pause,  nor  rest  the 
while,  save  at  the  entry  of  that  savage  dea  Here,  powerless  and 
panting,  fell  she  then. 

"JUNiA.— What  was  her  name,  my  daughter? 

"  Stella.  Magdalen." 

Here  the  translator  must  pause— having  no  inclination  to  enter 
"  the  tabernacle,"  in  company  with  such  a  spotless  high-piiest  ai 
Monsieur  Dumas. 

Something  "tabemacular"  may  be  found  in  Dumas's  famous  piece 
of  "  Don  Juan  de  Marana."  The  poet  has  laid  the  scene  of  his  play 
in  a  vast  number  of  places ;  in  heaven  (where  we  have  the  Virgin 
Mary,  and  little  angels,  in  blue,  swinging  censers  before  her  I) — on 
earth,  under  the  earth,  and  in  a  place  still  lower,  but  not  mentionabls 
to  ears  polite ;  and  the  plot,  as  it  appears  from  a  dialogue  between  a 
good  and  a  bad  angel,  with  which  the  play  commences,  turns  upon 
a  contest  between  these  two  worthies  for  the  possession  of  the  soul  of 
a  member  of  the  family  of  Marana.  * 

"Don  Juan  de  Marana'  not  only  resembles  hii  namesake,  cele- 
brated by  Moiart  and  MoU&i«,  in  his  peculiar  successes  among  the 
ladies,  but  possesses  further  qualities  which  render  bis  character 
emmently  fitting  for  stage  representation ;  he  unites  the  virtues  of 
Lovelace  and  Lacenaire;  he  blasphemes  upon  all  occasions;  he 
murders,  at  the  slightest  provocation,  and  without  the  most  trifling 
remorM ;  he  overcomes  ladies  of  rigid  virtue,  ladies  of  easy  virtue 
and  ladies  of  no  virtue  at  all ;  and  the  poet,  inspired  by  the  contem- 
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plation  of  such  a  character,  has  depicted  his  hero's  adventures  and 
.conversation  with  wonderful  feeling  and  truth. 

The  first  act  of  the  play  contains  a  half-dozen  of  murders  and 
intrigues;  which  tyould  have  sufficedahumbler  genius  than  M.  Dumas's, 
for  the  completion  of,  at  least,  half-a-dozen  tragedies.  In  the  second 
act  our  hero  flogs  his  elder  brother,  and  runs  away  with  his  sister-in- 
law  ;  in  the  third,  he  fights  a  duel  with  a  rival,  and  kills  him  ;  where- 
upon the  mistress  of  his  victim  takes  poison,  and  dies,  in  great  agonies, 
on  the  stage.  In  the  fourth  act,  Don  Juan,  having  entered  a  church 
for  the  purpose  of  carrying  oS'  a  nun,  with  whom  he  is  in  love,  is 
seized  by  the  statue  of  one  of  the  ladies  whom  he  has  previously 
victimized,  and  made  to  behold  the  ghosts  of  all  those  unfortunate 
persons  whose  deaths  he  has  caused. 

This  is  a  most  edifying  spectacle.  The  ghosts  rise  solemnly,  each 
in  a  white  sheet,  preceded  by  a  wax-candle ;  and,  having  declared 
their  names  and  qualities,  call,  in  chorus,  for  vengeance  upon  Don 
Juan,  as  thus  :— 

Don  Sandoval  loquitur. 

"  I  am  Don  Sandoval  d'Ojedo.  I  played  gainst  Don  Juan  my 
fortune,  the  tomb  of  my  fathers,  and  the  heart  of  my  mistress ; — 1  lost 
all  \  I  played  against  him  my  life,  and  1  lost  it.  Vengeance  against 
the  murderer  !  vengeance  !" — (Zji<  candle  gees  out.) 

The  candle  goes  out,  and  an  angel  descends — a  flaming  sword  in 
his  hand~-and  asks  :  "Is  there  no  voice  in  favour  of  Don  Juan?" 
when  lo  I  Don  Juan's  father  (tike  one  of  those  ingenious  toys  called 
"Jack-in-the-box,")  jumps  up  from  his  coCSn,  and  demands  grace  for 
his  son. 

When  Martha  the  nun  returns,  having  prepared  all  things  for  her 
elopement,  she  finds  Don  Juan  fainting  upon  the  ground. — "  1  am  no 
longer  your  husband,"  says  he,  upon  coming  to  himself ;  "  I  am  no 
longer  Don  Juan ;  I  am  Brother  Juan  the  Trappist  Sister  Martha, 
recollect  that  you  must  die  I " 

This  was  a  most  cruel  blow  upon  Sister  Martha,  who  is  no  less  a 
person  than  an  angel,  an  angel  in  disguise — the  good  spirit  of  the 
house  of  Marana,  who  has  gone  to  the  length  of  losing  her  wings  and 
forfeiting  her  place  in  heaven,  in  order  to  keep  company  with  Don 
Juan  on  earth,  and,  if  possible,  to  convert  him.  Already,  in  her 
angelic  character,  she  had  exhorted  him  to  repentance,  but  in  vain ;. 
for,  while  she  stood  at  one  elbow,  pouring  not  merely  hints,  but  long 
sermons,  into  his  ear,  at  the  other  elbow  stood  a  bad  spirit,  grinning 
and  sneering  at  all  her  pious  counsels,  and  obtaining  by  far  the  greater 
share  of  the  Don's  attention. 

In  spite,  however,  of  the  utter  contempt  with  which  Don  Jua» 
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treats  her, — in  spite  of  his  dissolute  courses,  which  must  shock  her 
virtue,— and  his  impolite  neglect,  which  must  wound  her  vanity,  the 
poor  creature  (who,  from  having  been  accustomed  to  better  company, 
might  have  been  presumed  to  have  had  better  taste),  the  unfortunate 
angel  feels  a  certain  inchnation  for  the  Don,  and  actually  flies  up  to 
heaven  to  ask  permission  to  remain  with  him  on  earth. 

And  when  the  curtain  draws  up,  to  the  sound  of  harps,  and  dis- 
covers white-robed  angels  walking  in  the  clouds,  we  find  the  angel  of 
Marana  upon  her  knees,  uttering  the  foUowii^  address : — 
Lb  Bon  Angb. 
Vicije,  it  qui  le  calice  1 1>  liqueur  amhn 

Ful  si  Muvent  offert. 
Mire,  que  i'on  ooroma  la  doulourense  mire, 

Tanl  vooi  arez  EouOert  I 
Vaui,  dont  les  yeuz  divlns  sor  la  terre  Ati  hommei 

Onl  ver«^  plus  de  plenr* 
Que  vol  piedi  n'onl  depuit,  duu  le  del  oil  notii  samma^ 

Fait  More  de  fleun  1 
Vue  d'Sectlon,  ^toile  matinale, 

Miroir  de  purel^, 
Vons  qui  priez  pour  nous,  d'ane  voix  virginale. 

La  suprime  bont^  ; 
A  mon  tour,  aujourd'hoi,  bienheureose  Maiie, 

}e  tombe  it  vos  genoux  ; 
Daignei  done  ra'^couter,  car  c'est  vous  que  jc  pile, 
VouG  qui  priez  pour  noni. 
Which  may  be  thus  interpreted : — 

O  Virgin  blest  \  by  whom  (he  bitter  draught 

So  often  has  been  quafTed, 
Thai,  for  thy  sorrow,  ihon  art  named  by  us 

The  Mother  DolorouE  i 
Thou,  from  whose  eyei  hare  fallen  more  tears  of  woe^ 

Upon  the  eiitb  below. 
Than  'neath  thy  footsteps,  in  tlm  heaven  of  ooi^ 

Have  risen  flowen  I 
O  beaming  rooming  star  [    O  chosen  vase  I 

O  mirror  of  all  grace  I 
Whoi  with  thy  viigin  voice,  dost  ever  pray 

Mud's  sin*  amy ; 
Bend  down  thine  ear,  and  list,  O  blessed  saint  1 

Unto  my  lad  complaint ; 
Mother  1  to  thee  I  kneel,  on  Ihee  I  call, 
WhobeareitalL 
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She  proceeds  to  request  that  she  may  be  allowed  to  return  to  euth, 
iind  foUow  the  fortunes  of  Don  Juan ;  and,  as  there  is  one  difficulty, 
or,  to  use  her  owm  words, — 

Mais,  commc  vous  save:  qu'auK  voiltes  ctemellei, 

Malgre  moi,  tend  mon  vol, 
Sta0fa  sur  man  Hoili  cl  ditacha  ims  aSa, 

Pour  m'etuAaintr  au  sal ; 

her  request  is  granted,  her  star  is  blown  cut  (O  poetic  allusion  !)  and 
she  descends  to  earth  to  love,  and  to  go  mad,  and  to  die  for  Don  Juan  I- 

The  reader  will  require  no  further  explanation,  in  order  to  be 
satisfied  as  to  the  moral  of  this  play :  but  is  it  not  a  very  bitter  satire 
upon  the  country,  which  calls  itself  the  politest  nation  in  the  world, 
that  the  incidents,  the  indecency,  the  coarse  blasphemy,  and  the  vulgar 
wit  of  this  piece,  should  lind  admirers  among  the  public,  and  procure 
reputation  for  the  author  ?  Could  not  the  Government,  Which  has 
re-established,  in  a  manner,  the  theatrical  censorship,  and  forbids  or 
alters  plays  which  touch  on  politics,  exert  the  same  guardianship  Over 
public  morals  P  The  honest  English  reader,  who  has  a  faith  in  his 
clergyman,  and  is  a  regular  attendant  at  Sunday  worship,  will  not  be 
a  little  surprised  at  the  march  of  intellect  among  our  neighbours  across 
the  Channel,  and  at  the  kind  of  consideration  in  which  they  hold  their 
religion.  Here  is  a  man  who  seizes  upon  saints  and  angels,  merely  to 
put  sentiments  in  their  mouths  which  might  suit  a  nymph  of  Dmry 
Lane.  He  shows  heaven,  in  order  that  he  may  carry  debauch  into  it  j 
and  avails  himself  of  the  most  sacred  and  sublime  parts  of  our  creed 
as  a  vehicle  for  a  scene-painter's  sidll,  or  an  occasion  for  a  handsome 
actress  to  wear  a  new  dress. 

M.  Dumas's  piece  of  "Kean'^  is  not  quite  so  sublime;  it  was 
brought  out  by  ihe  author  as  a  satire  upon  the  French  critics,  who,  to 
their  credit  be  it  spoken, had  geneially  attacked  him, and  was  intended 
by  him,  and  received  by  the  public,  as  a  faithful  portraiture  of  English 
manners.  .  As  such,  it  merits  special  observation  and  praise.  In  the 
first  act  you  find  a  Countess  and  an  Ambassadress,  whose  conversa- 
tion relates  purely  to' the  great  actor.  All  the  ladies  in  London  are  in 
love  with  him,  especially  the  two  present  As  for  the  Ambassadress, 
she  prefers  him  to  her  husband  (a  matter  of  course  in  all  French 
plays),  and  to  a  more  seducing  person  still— no  less  a  person  than  the 
Prince  of  Wales  !  who  presently  waits  on  the  ladies,  and  Joins  in  their 
conversation  concerning  Kean,  "  This  man,"  says  his  Royal  Highness, 
"  is  the  very  piak  of  fashion,  Bruramell  is  nobody  when  compared  to 
him  \  and  1  myself  only  an  insignificant  private  gentleman.  He  has 
a  reputation  among  ladies,  for  which  1  sigh  in  vain  ;  and  spends  an 
income  twice  as  great  as  mine,"    This  admirable  historic  touch  at  once 


FRENCH  DRAMAS  AND  MELODRAMAS.  23s 

paints  the  actor  and  the  prince ;  the  estimation  in  which  the  one  was 
held,  and  the  modest  economy  for  which  the  other  was  so  notorious. 

Then  we  have  Kean,  at  a  place  called  the  Trau  dt  Ckarboti,  the 
"  Coal  Hole,"  where,  to  the  edification  of  the  public,  he  engages  in  a 
fisty  combat  with  a  notorious  boxer.  This  scene  was  received  by  the 
audience  with  loud  exclamations  of  delight,  and  commented  on,  bjr 
the  journals,  as  a  faultless  picture  of  Englisk  manners.  "  The  Coal 
Hole"  being  on  the  banks  of  the  Thames,  a  nobleman — Lord 
Melbourn  ! — has  chosen  the  tavern  as  a  rendezvous  for  a  gang  of 
pirates,  who  are  to  have  their  ship  in  waiting,  in  order  to  carry  off  a 
young  lady  with  whom  his  lordship  is  enamoured.  It  need  not  be  said 
that  Kean  arrives  at  the  nick  of  time,  saves  the  innocent  Meets  Anna, 
and  exposes  the  infamy  of  the  Peer.  A  violent  tirade  against  noble- 
men ensues,  and  Lord  Melboum  slinks  away,  disappointed,  to  meditate 
revenge.  Kean's  triumphs  continue  through  all  the  acts  :  the  Ambas- 
sadress falls  madly  in  love  with  him  ;  the  Prince  becomes  furious  at 
his  ill  success,  and  the  Ambassador  dreadfully  jealous.  They  pursue 
Kean  to  his  dressing-room  at  the  theatre ;  where,  unluckily,  the 
Ambassadress  herself  has  taken  refuge.  Dreadful  quarrels  ensue ; 
the  tragedian  grows  suddenly  mad  upon  the  stage,  and  so  cruelly 
insults  the  Prince  of  Wales  that  his  Royal  Highness  determines  to 
send  kim  la  Botany  Bay,  His  sentence,  however,  is  commuted  to 
banishment  to  New  York ;  whither,  of  course,  Miss  Anna  accom- 
panies him ;  rewarding  him,  previously,  with  her  hand  and  twenty 
thousand  a  year  I 

This  wonderful  performance  was  gravely  received  and  admired  by 
the  people  of  Paris  :  the  piece  was  considered  to  be  decidedly  moral, 
because  the  popular  candidate  was  made  to  triumph  t^troughout,  and 
to  triumph  in  the  most  virtuous  manner  ;  for,*according  to  the  French 
code  of  morals,  success  among  women  is,  at  once,  the  proof  and  the 
reward  of  virtue. 

The  sacred  personage  introduced  in  Dumas's  play  behind  a  cloud, 
figures  bodiJy  in  the  piece  of  the  Massacre  of  the  Innocents,  repre- 
sented at  Paris  last  year.  She  appears  under  a  different  name,  but 
the  costume  is  exactly  that  of  Carlo  Dolce's  Madonna ;  and  an  inge- 
nious fable  is  arranged,  the  interest  of  which  bangs  upon  the  grand 
Massacre  of  the  Innocents,  perpetrated  in  the  fifth  act.  One  cf  the 
chief  characters  is  Jean  le  Pricurseur,  who  threatens  woe  to  Herod 
and  his  race,  and  is  beheaded  by  the  orders  of  that  sovereign. 

In  the  Festitt  dt  Balthazar,  we  are  similarly  introduced  to  Daniel, 
and  the  first  scene  is  laid  by  the  waters  of  Babylon,  where  a  ceitain 
number  of  captive  Jews  are  seated  in  melancholy  postures  ;  a  Baby- 
lonian DfRcer  enters,  exclaiming,  "  Chantei  nous  quelques  chansons  de. 
Jerusalem,"  and  the  request  is  refused  n  the  language  cf  the  Psalm.' 
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BeUliauar's  Feast  is  given  in  a  grand  tableau,  after  Martin's  picture;. 
That  painter,  in  like  manner,  furnished  scenes  for  the  Deluge,  Vasl 
numbeis  of  schoolboys  and  children  are  brought  to  see  these  pieces  ; 
the  lower  classes  delight  in  them.  The  famous  Juif  Errant,  at  the 
theatre  or  the  Porte  St.  Martin,  was  the  first  of  the  kind,  and  its 
prodigious  success,  no  doubt,  occasioned  the  number  of  imitations 
which  the  other  theatres  have  produced. 

The  taste  of  such  exhibitions,  of  course,  every  English  person  will 
question ;  but  we  must  remember  the  manners  of  the  people  among 
whom  they  are  popular ;  and,  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  hazard  such  an 
opinion,  there  is,  in  every  one  of  these  Boulevard  mysteries,  a  kind  of 
rude  moral.  The  Boulevard  writers  don't  pretend  to  "tabernacles" 
and  divine  gifts,  like  Madame  Sand  and  Dumas  before  mentioned.  If 
they  take  a  story  from  the  sacred  books,  they  garble  it  without  mercy, 
and  take  sad  liberties  with  the  text ;  but  they  do  riot  deal  in  descriptions 
of  the  agreeably  wicked,  or  ask  pity  and  admiration  for  tender-hearted 
criminals  and  philanthropic  murderers,  as  their  betters  do.  Vice  is 
vice  on  the  Boulevard  ;  and  it  is  fine  to  bear  the  audience,  as  a  tyrant 
king  roars  out  cniel  sentences  of  death,  or  a  bereaved  mother  pleads 
for  the  life  of  her  child,  making  their  remarks  on  the  circumstances  of 
the  scene.  "  Ah,  le  giedin ! "  growls  an  indignant  countryman.  "  Quel 
monstre  1 "  says  a  grisette,  in  a  fury.  You  see  very  fat  old  men  crying 
like  babies  ;  and,  like  babies,  sucking  enormous  sticks  of  barley-sugar. 
Actors  and  audience  enter  warmly  into  the  illusion  of  the  piece ;  and 
so  especially  are  the  former  affected,  that  at  Franconi's,  where  the 
battles  of  the  Empire  are  represented,  there  is  as  regular  gradation 
in  the  ranks  of  the  mimic  army  as  in  the  teal  imperial  legions.  Afier 
a  man  has  served,  with  credit,  for  a  certain  number  of  years  in  the 
line,  he  is  promoted  to  be  an  officer — an  acting  officer.  If  he  conducts 
himself  well,  he  may  rise  to  be  a  Colonel,  or  a  General  of  Division ;  if 
ill,  he  is  degraded  to  the  ranks  again  ;  or,  worse  degradation  of  all, 
drafted  into  a  regiment  of  Cossacks  or  Austrians.  Cossacks  is  the 
lowest  depth,  however ;  nay,  it  is  said  that  the  men  who  perform  these 
Cossack  parts  receive  higher  wages  than  the  mimic  grenadiers  and  old 
guard.  They  will  not  consent  to  be  beaten  every  night,  even  in  play ; 
to  be  pursued  in  hundreds,  by  a  handful  of  French ;  to  fight  against 
their  beloved  Emperor.  Surely  there  is  fine  hearty  virtue  in  this,  and 
pleasant  child-like  simplicity. 

So  that  while  the  drama  of  Victor  Hugo,  Dumas,  and  the  en- 
lightened classes,  is  profoundly  immoral  and  absurd,  the  drama  of  the 
coirmion  people  is  absurd,  if  you  will,  but  good  and  right-hearted.  I 
have  made  notes  of  one  or  two  of  these  pieces,  which  all  have  good 
feeling  and  kindness  in  them,  and  which  turn,  as  the  reader  will  see, 
upon  one  or  two  favourite  points  of  popular  morality.    A  drama  that 
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obtained  a  vast  success  at  the  Porte  Saint  Martin,  was  "  La  Duchesse 
de  la  Vauballifere."  The  Duchess  is  the  daughter  of  a  poor  foimer, 
who  tras  carried  oti  in  the  first  place,  and  then  married  by  M.  le  Due 
de  la  Vauballifere,  a  terrible  rou^,  the  farmer's  landlord,  and  the  inti- 
mate friend  of  Philippe  d'Orl^ans,  the  Regent  of  France. 

Now  the  Duke,  in  running  away  with  the  lady,  intended  to  dispense 
altogether  with  ceremony,  and  make  of  Julie  anything  but  his  wife ; 
but  Georges,  her  fatherland  one  Morisseau,  a  notary,  discovered  him 
in  his  dasL-u-dly  act,  and  pursued  him  to  the  very  feet  of  the  Regent, 
who  compelled  the  pair  to  marry  and  make  it  up. 

Julie  complies ;  but  though  she  becomes  a  Duchess,  her  heart 
remains  faithful  to  her  old  flame,  Adrian,  the  doctor ;  and  sli»declaret 
that,  beyond  the  ceremony,  no  sort  of  intimacy  shall  uke  place  between 
her  husband  and  herself.  { 

Then  the  Duke  begins  to  treat  her  in  the  nuAt  ungentlemanlike 
manner  :  he  abuses  her  in  every  possible  way ;  he  introduces  improper 
characters  into  her  house ;  and,  finally,  becomes  so  disgusted  with  her, 
that  he  determines  to  make  away  with  her  altogether. 

For  this  purpose,  he  sends  forth  into  the  highways  and  seiies  % 
doctor,  bidding  him,  on  pain  of  death,  to  write  a  poisonous  prescrip- 
tion for  Madame  la  Duchesse.  She  swallows  ^e  potion ;  and  0 
horror  I  the  doctor  turns  out  to  be  Dr.  Adrian ;  whose  wt>e  may  be 
imagined,  upon  finding  that  he  has  been  thus  committing  murder  on 
his  true  love  ! 

Let  not  the  reader,  however,  be  alarmed  as  to  the  fate  of  tho 
heroine ;  no  heroine  of  a  tragedy  ever  yet  died  in  the  third  act ;  and, 
accordingly,  the  Duchess  gets  up  perfectly  well  again  in  the  fourth, 
through  the  instrumentality  of  Morisseau,  the  good  lawyer. 

And  now  it  is  that  vice  begins  to  be  really  punbhed.  The  Duke^ 
who,  after  killing  his  wife,  thinks  it  necessary  to  retreat,  and  talcs 
refuge  in  Spain,  is  tracked  to  the  borders  of  that  country  by  the  virtuous 
notary,  and  there  receives  such  a  lesson  as  he  will  never  forget  to  his 
dying  day. 

Morisseau,  in  the  first  instance,  produces  a  deed  (signed  by  lus 
Holiness  ihe  Pope),  which  annuls  the  marriage  of  the  Duke  de  la 
Vauballiire  ;  then  another  deed,  by  which  it  is  proved  that  he  was  not 
the  eldest  son  of  old  La  Vauballi^re,  the  former  duke ;  then  another 
deed,  by  which  he  shows  that  old  La  VaubalM^e  (who  seems  to  have 
been  a  disreputable  old  fellow)  was  a  bigamist,  and  that,  in  consequence, 
the  present  man,  styling  himself  Duke,  is  illegitimate }  and,  finally, 
Morisseau  biings  forward  another  document,  which  proves  that  the 
reg'lar  Duke  is  no  other  than  Adrian,  the  doctor  I 

Thus  it  is  that  love,  law,  and  physic  combined,  triumph  over  thtt 
horrid  machinations  of  this  atar-and-gartered  libertine; 
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"  Hennahn  Plvrogne"  is  another  piece  of  the  same  order  ;  and, 
though  not  Teryrefined,  yet  possesses  considerable  merit.  As  in  the 
case  of  the  cdebrated  Captain  Smith  of  HaJi&x,  who  "  took  to  drinking 
ratafia,  and  thought  of  poor  Miss  Bailey," — a  woman  aad  the  bottle 
have  t>een  the  cause  of  Hermann's  ruin.  Deserted  by  his  mistress,  who 
has  been  seduced  from  him  by  a  base  Italian  count,  Hermann,  a 
Gennan  artist,  gives  himself  entirely  up  to  liquor  and  revenge ;  but 
when  he  finds  that  force,  and  not  infidelity,  has  been  the  cause  of  his 
mistress's  ruin,  the  reader  can  fancy  the  indignant  ferocity  with  which 
he  pursues  the  inJAme  ravisseur.  A  scene,  which  is  really  full  of  spirit, 
and  excellently  well  acted,  here  ensues  \  Hermann  proposes  to  the 
Connt,  on  the  eve  of  their  duel,  that  the  survivor  should  bind  himself 
to  espouse  the  unhappy  Marie ;  but  the  Count  declares  himself  to  be 
already  married,  and  the  student,  finding  a  duel  impossible  (for  his 
object  was  to  restore,  at  all  events,  the  honour  of  Marie),  now  only 
thinks  of  his  revenge,  and  murders  the  Count,  Presently,  two  parties 
of  men  enter  Hermann's  apartment :  one  is  a  company  of  students, 
who  bring  him  the  news  that  he  has  obtained  the  prize  of  painting  :  the 
other  the  policemen,  who  carry  him  to  prison,  to  suffer  the  penalty  of 
murder. 

I  could  mention  many  more  plays  in  which  the  popular  morality  is 
similaiiy  expressed.  The  seducer,  or  rascal  of  the  piece,  is  always  an 
aristocrat, — a  wicked  count,  or  licentious  marquis,  who  is  brought  to 
condign  punishment  just  before  Che  fall  of  the  curtain.  And  too  good 
reason  liave  the  French  people  had  to  lay  such  crimes  to  the  charge  of 
the  aristocracy,  who  are  expiating  now,  on  the  stage,  the  wrongs  which 
they  did  a  hundred  years  since.  The  aristocracy  is  dead  now ;  but 
the  theatre  lives  upon  traditions  \  and  don't  let  us  be  too  scornful  at 
such  simple  legends  that  are  banded  down  by  the  people  from  race  to 
race.  Vulgar  prejudice  against  the  .great  it  may  be ;  but  prejudice 
agdnst  the  great  is  only  a  rude  expression  of  sympathy  with  the  poor  j 
long,  therefore,  may  fat  ipiciers  blubber  over  mimic  woes,  and  honest 
proUlaires  shake  their  fists,  shouting — "  Gredin,  sc^l^rat,  monstre  de 
marquis  '."  and  such  republican  cries. 

Remark,  too,  another  development  of  this  same  popular  feeling  of 
dislike  against  men  in  power.  What  a  number  of  plays  and  legends 
have  we  (the  writer  has  submitted  to  the  public,  in  the  preceding  pages, 
a  couple  of  specimens  ;  one  of  French,  and  the  other  of  Polish  origin,) 
in  which  that  great  and  powerful  aristocrat,  the  Devii,  is  made  lo  be 
miserably  tricked^  huTniliated,  and  disappointed  ?  A  play  of  this  class, 
which,  in  the  midst  of  all  its  absurdities  and  clap-traps,  had  much  of 
good  in  it,  was  called  "  Le  Maudit  des  Mers."  Le  Maudit  is  a  Dutch 
captain,  who,  in  the  midst  of  a. storm,  while  his  crew  were  on  their 
knees  at  prayers,  blasphemed  and  drank  punch ;  but  what  was  his 
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astonishntent  at  beholding  an  archangel  with  a.  sword  all  covered  with 
flaming  reain,  who  told  him  that  as  he,  in  this  hour  of  danger,  was  too 
daring,  or  too  wicked,  to  utter  a  prayer,  he  never  should  cease  roaming 
the  seas  until  he  could  find  some  being  who  would  pray  to  heaven 
for  him  I 

Once  only,  in  a  hundred  years,'  was  the  skipper  allowed  to  land  for 
this  purpose ;  and  this  piece  runs  through  four  centuries,  in  as  many 
acts,  descritHng  the  agonies  and  unavailable  attempts  of  the  miserable 
Dutchman.  Willing  to  go  any  lengths  in  order  to  obtain  his  prayer, 
he,  in  the  second  act,  betrays  a  Virgin  of  the  Sun  to  a  follower  of 
Pitarro :  and,  in  the  third,  assassinates  the  heroic  William  of  Nassau ; 
but  ever  before  the  dropping  of  the  curtain,  the  angel  and  sword  make 
their  appiearance: — "Treacher)-,"  says  the  spirit,  "cannot  lessen  thy 
punishment; — crime  will  not  obtain  thy  release! — A  lamer.'  A  lamer.'" 
and  the  poor  devil  returns  to  the  ocean,  to  be  lonely,  and  tempest- 
tossed,  and  sea-siclc  for  a  hundred  years  more. 

But  bis  woes  are  destined  to  end  with  the  fourth  act.  Having 
landed  in  America,  where  the  peasants  on  the  sea-shore,  all  dressed  in 
Italian  costumes,  are  celebrating,  in  a  quadrille,  the  victories  of  Wash- 
ington, he  is  there  lucky  enough  to  find  a  young  girl  to  pray  for  htm. 
Then  the  curse  is  removed,  the  punishment  is  over,  and  a  celestial 
vessel,  with  angels  on  the  decks  and  "  sweet  iillle  cherubs  "  fluttering 
about  the  shrouds  and  the  poop,  appear  to  receive  him. 

This  piece  was  acted  at  Franconi's,  where,  for  once,  an  angel-shipi 
was  introduced  in  place  of  the  usual  horsemanship. 

One  must  not  forget  to  mention  here,  how  the  English  nation  is 
satirized  by  our  neighbours ;  who  have  some  droll  traditions  regarding 
us.  In  one  of  the  little  Christmas  pieces  produced  at  the  Palais  Royal 
(satires  upon  the  follies  of  the  past  twelve  months,  on  which  ail  the 
small  theatres  exhaust  their  wit),  the  celebrated  flight  of  Messrs.  Green 
and  Monck  Mason  was  parodied,  and  created  a  good  deal  of  laughter 
at  the  expense  of  John  Bull.  Two  English  noblemen,  Milor  Cricri  and 
Milor  Hanneton,  appear  as  descending  from  a  balloon,  and  one  of 
them  communicates  to  the  public  the  philosophic  observations  which 
were  made  in  the  course  of  his  atrial  tour.  < 

"On  leaving  Vauxhall,"  says  his  lordship,  "we  drank  a  bottle  of 
Madeira,  as  a  health  to  the  friends  frojn  whom  we  parted,  and  crunched 
a  few  biscuits  to  support  nature  during  the  hours  before  lunch.  In  two 
hours  we  arrived  at  Canterbury,  enveloped  in  clouds  ;  lunch,  bottled 
porter;  at  Dover,  carried  several  miles  in  a  tide  of  air,  bitter  cold, 
cherry-brandy ;  crossed  over  the  Channel  safely,  and  thought  with  pity 
of  the  poor  people  who  were  sickening  in  the  steam-boats  below :  more 
bottled  porter  :  over  Calais,  dinner,  roast-beef  of  Old  England  ;  near 
Dunkirk,— night  fallmg,  lunar  rainbow,  brandy-and-water ;  night  con- 
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foundedly  thick;  supper,  nightcap  of  nitn-punch,  and  so  to  bed.  The 
sun  broke  beautifully  through  the  morning  mist,  as  we  boiled  the  kettle 
and  took  our  breakfast  over  Cologne.  In  a  few  more  hours  we  concluded 
this  memorable  voyage,  and  landed  safely  at  Weilburg,  in  good  time 
for  dinner." 

The  joke  here  is  smart  enough  ;  but  our  honest  neighbours  make 
many  better,  when  they  are  quite  unconscious  of  the  fun.  Let  us 
leave  plays,  for  a  moment,  for  poetry,  and  take  an  instance  of  French 
criticism,  concerning  England,  from  the  works  of  a  famous  French 
exquisite  and  man  of  tetters.  The  hero  of  the  poem  addresses  his 
mistress — 

Londrex,  ta  le  tais  trop,  en  fail  de  capitalc, 
£st-ce  que  fit  Ic  cid  de  plus  fnnd  et  [dus  pSIe  ? 
C'est  la  ville  dn  gxz,  dcs  majins,  du  broulllard  ; 
On  s'y  coache  i  minuit,  et  I'on  s'y  1^  tard  ; 
Sei  raouCs  tant  vanti!5  ne  lont  qu'one  boxade, 
Sur  >es  grands  quals  jamaii  echelle  ou  s^ninade  ; 
Mais  de  volumineux  bourgeois  pris  de  porter 
Qni  pissent  sans  lever  le  fmnt  i  Westminster  g 
El  n'^tait  s>  forSl  de  mfiu  pcr9aDt  la  brume, 
Sa  tour  doDt  i  minuit  le  vieiL  teil  s'allnme, 
Et  tcs  deux  ycoi,  Zerlinc,  illuniin^  bien  plus, 
Je  diivs  que,  ma  fol,  des  romans  que  j'ai  lus, 
II  n'en  est  pas  on  teul,  plus  lourd,  plus  Iclhargiquc 

The  writer  of  the  above  lines  (which  let  any  man  who  can  translate) "is 
Monsieur  Roger  de  Beauvoir,  a  gentleman  who  actually  lived  many 
months  in  England,  as  an  attach^  to  the  embassy  of  M.  de  Polignac 
He  places  the  heroine  of  his  tale  in  a  petit  riduit  prh  U  Strand, 
"  widi  a  green  and  fresh  jalousie,  and  a  large  blind,  let  down  all  day; 
you  fancied  you  were  entering  a  bath  of  Asia,  as  soon  as  you  had 
passed  the  perfumed  threshold  of  this  charming  retreat  1  *  He  next 
places  her — 

Dans  un  iquare  ietni,  mome  et  couverte  de  givie. 
Oil  se  cache  mi  hStel,  anx  vieux  lions  de  cuivre ; 

and  the  hero  of  the  tale,  a  youi^  French  poet,  who  is  in  Londou,  is 
truly  unhappy  in  that  village  : 

Aithnr  dessk:he  et  meurt.    Dans  la  ville  de  Sterne^ 
Rien  qu'en  voyant  Ic  people  II  a  le  mal  de  mer  j 
II  n'aime  ni  le  Pare,  gai  comme  nne  cileme, 
Ni  le  tir  an  pigeon,  ni  !e  Seda-ieatcr* 

*  The  italics  are  the  attlboi'i  own. 
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ZuftM  ne  1e  fait  ploi  SDorciller  !     II  rumine 

Sur  lei  trottoirs  du  Strand,  droit  comme  uii  ^chiquier, 

Coalre  le  peaple  ungUds,  les  nitres,  la  venniiie, 

Et  les  mille  coknrys  du  peuple  bouliquUr, 

ConCre  tous  les  bis-bleus,  contre  les  pitissiirea, 

I-cs  parieurs  d'Epsom,  le  gin,  Ic  parlement, 

1^  qtaierly,  Ic  roi,  la  pluie  ct  Ics  libraires, 

DoDt  il  ne  louche  plus,  helas  !  un  sou  d'aigent  ! 

Et  chaqoe  gentleman  lui  dit  1  LHieureux  poite  I 

"LTieureux  po&te"  indeed  !  I  question  if  a.  poet  in  this  wide 
world  is  so  happy  as  M.  de  Beauvoir,  or  has  made  such  wonderful 
discoveries.  "The  bath  of  Asia,  with  green  jalousies,"  in  which  the 
lady  dwells  ;  "  the  old  hotel,  with  copper  lions,  in  a  lonely  squire  ;" 
— were  ever  such  things  heard  of,  or  imagined,  but  by  a  Frenchman? 
The  sailors,  the  negroes,  the  vermin,  whom  he  meets  in  the  street, — 
how  great  and  happy  are  all  these  discoveries  !  Liston  no  longer  makes 
the  happy  poet  frown  ;  and  "  gin,"  "  cokneys,"  and  the  "  quaterly  "  have 
not  the  least  effect  upon  him  1  And  this  gentleman  has  lived  many 
months  amongst  us  ;  admires  Williams  Sfiakspear,^c"  grave  etvieux 
proph&te,"  as  he  calls  him,  and  never,  for  an  instant,  doubts  that  his 
description  contains  anything  ahsurd. 

I  don't  know  whether  the  great  Dumas  has  passed  any  time  in 
England ;  hut  his  plays  show  a  similar  intimate  knowledge  of  our 
habits.  Thus  in  Kean,  the  stage  manager  is  made  to  ccme  forward 
and  address  the  pit,  with  a  speech  beginning,  "My  Lords  and  Centlt- 
menj"  andacompanyofEnglishwomen  are  introduced  (at  the  memor- 
able "  Coal  Hole"),  and  they  all  wear  pinafores;  as  if  the  British 
female  were  in  the  invariable  habit  of  wearing  this  outer  garment,  or 
slobbering  her  gown  without  it.  There  was  another  celebrated  piece, 
enacted  some  years  since,  upon  the  subject  of  Queen  Caroline, 
where  our  late  adored  sovereign,  George,  was  made  to  play  a  most 
despicable  part  ;  and  where  Signor  Bergami  fought  a  duel  with  Lord 
Londonderry.  In  the  last  act  of  this  play,  the  House  of  Lords  was 
represented,  and  Sir  Brougham  made  an  eloquent  speech  in  the 
Queen's  favour,  Presendy  the  shouts  of  the  mob  were  heard  without ; 
fium  shouting  they  proceed  to  pelting  ;  and  pasteboard-brickbats  and 
cabbies  came  flying  among  the  representatives  of  our  hereditary 
legislature.  At  this  unpleasant  juncture,  SirHardinge,  the  Secretary- 
at-War,  rises  and  calls  in  the  military ;  the  act  ends  in  a  general  row, 
and  the  ignominious  fi»ll  of  Lord  Liverpool,  laid  low  by  a  brickbat 
from  the  mob ! 

The  description  of  these  scenes  is,  of  course,  quite  incapable  of 
conveying  any  notion  of  their  general  effect.    You  must  have  the 
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solemnity  of  the  actors,  as  they  Meess  and  Milor  ane  another,  and 
the  perfect  gravity  and  good  faith  with  which  the  audience  listen  to 
them.  Our  stage  Frenchman  is  the  old  Marquis,  with  sword,  and 
pig-tail,  and  spangled  court  coat  The  Englishman  of  the  French 
theatre  has,  invariably,  a  red  wig,  and  almost  always  leather-gaiters, 
and  a  long  white  upper  Benjamin  :  he  remains  as  he  was  represented 
in  the  old  caricatures  after  the  peace,  when  Vemet  designed  tiim 
■amewhat  after  the  following  fashion— 


And  to  conclude  this  catalogue  of  blunders  :  in  the  famous  piece  of 
the  "  Naufrage  de  la  Meduse,"  the  first  act  is  laid  on  board  an  English 
ship-of-war,  all  the  officers  of  which  appeared  in  light  blue  or  green 
coats  (the  lamp-light  prevented  our  distinguishing  the  colour  accu- 
rately), and  TOP-BOOTS  I 

Let  us  not  attempt  to  deaden  the  force  of  this  tremendous  blow 
by  any  more  remarks.  The  force  of  blundering  can  go  no  further. 
Would  a  Chinese  playwright  or  painter  have  stranger  notions  about 
the  barbarians  than  our  neighbours,  who  are  separated  from  us  but  by 
two  hours  of  salt  water  ? 
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THE  palace  of  Versailles  has  been  turned  into  a  bric&brac  shop  o 
late  years,  and  its  time-honoured  walls  have  been  covered  witli 
many  thousand  yards  of  the  worst  pictures  that  eye  ever  looked  on. 
I  don't  know  bow  many  leagues  of  battles  and  sieges  tbe  unhappy 
visitor  is  now  obliged  to  march  through,  amidst  a  crowd  of  chattering 
Paris  cockneys,  who  are  never  tired  of  looking  at  the  glories  of  the 
Grenadier  Fraji^ais  ;  to  the  chronicling  of  whose  deeds  this  old  palace 
of  the  old  kings  is  now  altogether  devoted.  A  whiziing,  screaming 
steam-engine  rushes  hither  from  Paris,  bringing  shoals  of  badauds  in 
its  wake.  The  old  cgttceus  are  all  gone,  and  their  place  knows  them  no 
longer.  Smooth  asphallum  terraces,  tawdry  lamps,  and  great  hideous 
Egyptian  obelisks,  have  frightened  them  away  from  the  pleasant  staticm 
tbey  used  to  occupy  under  the  trees  of  the  Champs  Elys^es  ;  and 
though  the  old  eoucous  were  just  the  most  uncomfortable  vehicles  that 
human  ingenuity  ever  constructed,  one  can't  help  looking  back  to  the 
days  of  their  existence  with  a  tender  regret ;  for  there  was  pleasure 
then  in  the  little  trip  of  three  leagues  :  and  who  ever  had  pleasure  in  a 
railroad  journey?  Does  any  reader  of  this  venture  to  say  that,  on  such 
a  voyage,  he  ever  dared  to  he  pleasant?  Do  the  most  hardened  stokers 
joke  with  one  another?  I  don't  believe  it.  Look  into  every  single  car 
of  tbe  train,  and  you  wilt  see  that  every  single  face  is  solemn.  They 
take  their  seats  gravely,  and  are  silent,  for  the  most  part,  during  the 
journey  ;  they  dare  not  look  out  of  window,  for  fear  of  heing  blinded 
by  the  smoke  that  comes  whizzing  by,  or  of  losing  their  heads  in  one 
of  the  windows  of  the  dOwn  train  ;  they  ride  for  miles  in  utter  damp 
and  darkness  :  through  awful  pipes  of  brick,  that  have  been  run  piti- 
lessly through  the  bowels  of  gentle  mother  earth,  the  cast-iron  Frank- 
enstein of  an  engine  gallops  on,  puffing  and  screaming.  Does  any 
man  pretend  to  say  that  he  enjoys  the  journey? — he  might  as  well  say- 
that  he  enjoyed  having  his  hair  cut ;  he  bears  it,  but  that  is  all  :  he 
will  not  allow  the  world  to  laugh  at  him,  for  any  exhibiiion  of  slavish 
fear  j  and  pretends,  therefore,  to  be  at  his  ease  ;  but  ho  is  afraid :  nay, 
ought  to  be,  under  the  circumstances.  I  am  sure  Hannibal  or  Napo- 
leon would,  were  they  locked  suddenly  into  a  car :  there  kept  close 
prisoners  far  a  certain  number  of  hours,  and  whurled  along  at  this 
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dizzy  pAce.  You  can't  stop,  if  you  would : — you  may  die,  but  you 
can't  stop ;  the  engine  may  explode  upon  the  road,  and  up  you  go 
along  with  it,  or  may  be  a  bolter,  and  take  a  fancy  to  go  down  a  hill, 
or  into  a  rivet :  all  this  you  must  bear,  for  the  privilege  of  travelling 
twenty  miles  an  hour. 

This  little  journey,  then,  fi-om  Paris  to  Versailles,  that  used  to  be 
so  merry  of  old,  has  lost  its  pleasures  since  the  disappearance  of  the 
coucBusj  and  I  would  as  lief  have  for  companions  the  statues  that 
lately  took  a  coach  from  the  bridge  opposite  the  Chamber  of  Depu- 
ties, and  stepped  out  in  the  court  of  Versailles,  as  the  most  part  of  the 
people  who  now  travel  on  the  railroad.  The  stone  figures  are  not  a 
whit  more  cold  and  silent  than  these  persons,  who  used  to  be,  in  the 
old  coucous,  so  talkative  and  merry.  The  prattling  grisette  and  her 
swain  from  the  Ecole  de  Droit ;  the  huge  Alsacian  carabinier,  grim 
smiling  under  his  sandy  moustaches  and  glittering  brass  helmet ;  the 
jolly  nurse,  in  red  calico,  who  had  been  to  Paris  to  show  mamma  her 
darling  Lolo,  or  Auguste ; — what  merry  companions  used  one  to  find 
squeezed  into  the  crazy  old  vehicles  that  formerly  performed  the 
journey !  But  the  age  of  horseflesh  is  gone— that  of  engineers, 
economists,  and  calculators  has  succeeded ;  and  the  pleasure  of 
coucoudotn  is  extinguished  for  ever.  Why  not  mourn  over  it,  as 
Mr.  Burke  did  over  his  cheap  defence  of  nations  and  unbought  grace 
of  life  ;  that  age  of  chivalry,  which  he  lamented,  Apropos  of  a  trip  to 
Versailles,  some  half  a  century  back  ? 

Without  stopping  to  discuss  (as  might  be  done,  in  rather  a  neat 
and  successful  manner)  whether  the  age  of  chivalry  was  cheap  or 
dear,  and  whether,  in  the  time  of  the  unbought  grace  of  life,  there 
was  not  more  bribery,  robbery,  villany,  tyranny,  and  corruption,  than 
exists  even  in  our  own  happy  days, — let  us  make  a  few  moral  and 
historical  remarks  upon  the  town  of  Versailles  ;  where,  between  rail- 
road and  coucou,  we  are  surely  arrived  by  this  time. 

The  tovm  is,  certainly,  the  most  moral  of  towns.  You  pass  from 
the  railroad  station  through  a  long,  lonely  suburb,  with  dusty  rows  of 
stunted  trees  on  either  side,  and  some  few  miserable  beggars,  idle 
boys,  and  ragged  old  women  under  them.  Behind  the  trees  are  gaunt, 
mouldy  houses  i  palaces  once,  where  (in  the  days  of  the  unbought 
grace  of  life)  the  cheap  defence  of  nations  gambled,  ogled,  swindled, 
intrigued  j  whence  high-born  duchesses  used  to  issue,  in  old  times,  to 
act  as  chambermaids  to  lovely  Du  Barri ;  and  mighty  princes  rolled 
away,  in  gilt  caroches,  bot  for  the  honour  of  lighting  his  Majesty  to 
bed,  or  of  presenting  his  stockings  when  he  rose,  or  of  holding  his 
napkin  when  he  dined.  Tailors,  chandlers,  tinmen,  wretched  hucksters, 
and  greengrocers,  are  now  established  in  the  mansions  of  tlie  old 
peers ;  smalt  children  are  yelling  at  the  doors,  with  mouths  besmeared 
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with  bread  and  treacle:  damp  rags  are  hanging  out  of  every  one  of 
the  windows,  steaming  in  ihesun;  oy si er-shells,  cabbage-stalks,  broken 
crockery,  old  papers,  !ie  basking  In  ihe  same  cheerful  light.  A  solitary 
water-cart  goes  jingling  down  ihe  wide  pavement,  and  spirts  a  feeble 
refreshracnt  over  the  dusty,  thirsty  stones. 

After  pacing  for  some  time  through  such  dismal  streets,  we 
deboucker  on  the  grande  place;  and  before  us  lies  the  palace  dedi- 
cated to  all  the  glories  of  France.  In  the  midst  of  the  great  lonely 
plain  this  famous  residence  of  King  Louis  looks  low  and  mean. — 
Honoured  pile  1  Time  was  when  tall  musketeers  and  gilded  body- 
guards allowed  none  to  pass  the  gate.  Fifty  years  ago,  ten  thousand 
drunken  women  from  Paris  broke  through  the  charm  ;  and  now  a 
tattered  commissioner  will  conduct  you  through  it  for  a  penny,  and 
lead  you  up  to  the  sacred  entrance  of  the  palace. 

We  will  not  examine  all  the  glories  of  France,  as  here  they  are 
portrayed  in  pictures  and  marble  :  catalogues  arc  written  about  these 
miles  of  canvas,  representing  all  the  revolutionary  battles,  from  Valmy 
to  WaierloQ,— all  the  triumphs  of  Louis  XIV.— all  the  mistresses  of 
his  successor— and  all  the  great  men  who  have  flourished  since  the 
French  empire  began.  Military  heroes  are  most  of  these — fierce 
■constables  in  shining  steel,  marshals  in  voluminous  wigs,  and  brave 
grenadiers  in  bearskin  caps ;  some  dozens  of  whom  gained  crowns, 
principalities,  dukedoms ;  some  hundreds,  plunder  and  epaulets ;  some 
millions,  death  in  African  sands,  or  in  icy  Russian  plains,  under  the 
guidance,  and  for  the  good,  of  that  arch-hero,  Napoleon.  By  far  the 
greater  part  of  "  alL  the  glories  "  of  France  (as  of  most  other  countries) 
is  made  up  of  these  military  men;  and  a  fine  satire  it  is  on  the 
cowardice  of  mankind,  that  they  pay  such  an  extraordinary  homage 
to  the  virtue  called  courage ;  filling  their  history-books  with  tales  about 
it,  and  nothing  but  it. 

Lei  them  disguise  the  place,  however,  as  they  will,  and  plaster 
ihe  walls  with  bad  pictures  as  they  please,  it  will  be  hard  to  think  of 
»ny  family  but  one,  as  one  traverses  this  vast  gloomy  edifice.  It  has 
not  been  humbled  to  the  ground,  as  a  certain  palace  of  Babel  was  of 
yore  ;  but  it  is  a  monument  of  fallen  pride,  not  less  awful,  and  would 
afford  matter  for  a  whole  library  of  sermons.  The  cheap  defence  of 
nations  expended  a  thousand  millions  in  the  erection  of  this  magnificent 
dwelling-place.  Armies  were  employed,  in  the  intervals  of  their  war- 
like labours,  to  level  hills,  or  pile  them  up  ;  to  turn  rivers,  and  to  build 
-aqueducts,  and  transplant  woods,  and  construct  smooth  terraces,  and 
long  canals.  A  vast  garden  grew  up  in  a  wilderness,  and  a  stupendous 
palace  in  the  garden,  and  a  stately  city  round  the  palace  :  the  city 
•was  peopled  with  parasites,  who  daily  came  to  do  worship  before 
the  creator  of  these  wonders— the  Great  King.    "  D  ieu  seul  est  grand,' 
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■aid  courtly  Massillon ;  but  next  to  him,  as  the  prelate  though^ 
was  cenainly  Louis,  his  vicegerent  here  upon  earth— God's  lieutenant- 
governor  of  the  world, — before  whom  courtiers  used  to  fall  on  their 
knees,  and  shade  their  eyes,  as  if  the  light  of  his  countenance,  like 
the  sun,  which  shone  supreme  in  heaven,  the  type  of  him,  was  too 
dazzling  to  bear. 

Did  ever  the  sun  shine  upon  such  a  king  before,  in  such  a  palace? 
— or,  rather,  did  such  a  king  ever  shine  upon  the  sun?  When  Majesty 
came  out  of  his  chamber,  in  the  midst  of  his  superhuman  splendours, 
viz.  in  bis  cinnamon-coloured  coat,  embroidered  with  diamonds  ;  his 
pyramid  of  a  wig  ;  *  his  red-heeled  shoes,  that  lifted  him  four  inches 
from  the  ground,  "  that  he  scarcely  seemed  to  touch  ; "  when  he  came 
out,  blazing  upon  the  dukes  and  duchesses  that  waited  his  rising, — 
what  could  the  latter  do,  but  cover  their  eyes,  and  wink,  and  tremble  ? 
And  did  he  not  himself  believe,  as  he  stood  there,  on  his  high  heels, 
under  his  ambrosial  periwig,  that  there  was  something  in  him  more 
than  man —  something  above  Fate  ? 

This,  doubtless,  was  he  fain  to  believe  ;  and  if,  on  very  fine  days, 
from  his  terrace  before  his  gloomy  palace  of  Saint  Germains,  he  could 
catch  a  glimpse,  in  the  distance,  of  a  certain  white  spire  of  St.  Denis, 
where  his  race  lay  buried,  he  would  say  to  his  courtiers,  with  a  sub- 
lime condescension,  "  Gentlemen,  you  must  remember  that  1,  too,  am 
mortal."  Surely  the  lords  in  waiting  could  hardly  think  him  serious, 
and  vowed  that  his  Majesty  always  loved  a  jok&  However,  mortal 
or  not,  the  sight  of  that  sharp  spire  wounded  his  Majesty's  eyes  ;  and 
is  said,  by  the  legend,  to  have  caused  the  building  of  the  palace  ot 
Babel-Versailles. 

In  the  year  i63i,  then,  the  great  king,  with  bag  and  baggage, — 
with  guards,  cooks,  chamberlains,  mistresses,  Jesuits,  gentlemen, 
lacqueys,  Fdn^lons,  Moli^res,  Lauzuns,  Bossuets,  Villars,  Villeroys, 
Louvois,  Colberts, — transported  himself  to  his  new  palace :  the  old 
one  being  left  for  James  of  England  and  Jaquette  his  wife,  when 
their  time  should  come.  And  when  the  time  did  come,  and  James 
sought  his  brother's  kingdom,  it  is  on  record  that  Louis  hastened  to 
receive  and  console  him,  and  promised  to  restore,  incontinently, 
those  islands  from  which  the  canaiUe  had  turned  him.  Between 
brothers  such  a  gift  was  a  trifle ;  and  the  courtiers  said  to  one 
another  reverently,!  "  The  L^"*  ^^  "*>to  my  Lord,  Sit  thou  on  my 

*  It  i«  line  lo  think  that,  in  the  dayi  of  his  youth,  hit  Mijeity  Louis  XIV. 
nsed  to  fewdir  his  wig  viilh  geld-dutt. 

■V  I  think  il  is  in  the  amusing  "  Memoirs  of  Madame  de  Creqai  "  (a.  forgery, 
hot  a  work  temnrkaMe  lor  it*  learning  and  accuracy)  that  the  alMve  anecdote 
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rifht  hand,  until  I  make  thine  enemies  thy  footstool."  There  was 
no  blasphemy  in  the  speech  :  on  the  contrary  it  was  gravely  said, 
by  a  faithful  believing  man,  who  thought  it  no  shame  to  the  latter, 
to  compare  his  Majesty  with  God  Almighty.  Indeed,  the  books  of 
the  time  will  give  one  a  strong  idea  how  general  was  this  Louis- 
worship.  I  have  just  been  looking  at  one,  which  was  written  by 
an  honest  Jesuit  and  prot^g^  of  PSre  la  Chaise,  who  dedicates  a 
book  of  medals  to  the  august  Infants  of  France,  which  does,  indeed, 
go  almost  as  far  in  print  He  calls  our  famous  monarch  "  Louis 
le  Grand, — i,  I'invincible  ;  2,  le  sage ;  3,  le  conqufrant ;  4,  la  mer- 
vdlle  de  son  sitclc  j  5,  la  ferreur  de  scs  ennemia ;  6,  I'amour  de 
ses  peuples ;  7,  I'arbitre  de  la  paix  et  de  la  guerre ;  E,  I'admiration 
de  I'univeis  ;  9,  et  dignc  d'en  fiire  le  maitre  ;  10,  le  modtle  d'un  h^ros 
Bchev^ ;  1 1,  digne  de  I'immortalit^,  et  de  la  v^n^tion  de  tous 
les  slides  I " 

A  pretty  Jesuit  declaration,  truly,  and  a  good  honest  judgment 
upon  the  great  king  1  In  thirty  years  more — i.  The  invincible  had 
been  beaten  a  vast  number  of  times.  2.  The  sage  was  the  puppet 
of  an  artful  old  woman,  who  was  the  puppet  of  more  artful  priests. 
3.  The  conqueror  had  quite  forgotten  his  early  knack  of  conquering. 
5.  The  terror  of  his  enemies  (for  4,  the  marvel  of  his  age,  we 
pretermit,  it  being  a  loose  term,  that  may  apply  to  any  person  or  thing) 
was  now  terrified  by  his  enemies  in  turn.  6.  The  love  of  his  people 
was  as  heartily  detested  by  them  as  scarcely  any  other  monarch,  not 
even  his  great-grandson,  has  been,  before  or  since.  7,  The  arbiter  of 
peace  and  war  was  fain  to  send  superb  ambassadors  to  kick  their  heels 
in  Dutch  shopkeepers' antechambers,  8,isagainageneralterm.  9.  The 
man  fit  to  be  master  of  the  universe,  was  scarcely  master  of  his 
0¥m  kingdom.  10.  The  finished  hero  was  all  but  finished,  in  a  very 
commonplace  and  vulgar  way.  And  rr.  The  man  worthy  of  immor- 
tality was  just  at  the  point  of  death,  without  a  friend  to  soothe  or  de- 
jrfore  him ;  only  withered  old  Maintenon  to  utter  prayers  at  his  bedside, 
and  croaking  Jesuits  to  prepare  him,**  with  heaven  knows  what  wretched 
tricks  and  mummeries,  for  his  appearance  in  that  Great  Republic  that 
lies  on  the  other  side  of  the  grave.  In  the  course  of  his  fourscore 
splendid  miserable  years,  he  never  had  but  one  friend,  and  he  ruined 
and  left  her.  Poor  La  Vallifcre,  what  a  sad  tale  is  yours  I  "  Look  at 
this  Galerie  des  Glaces,"  cries  Monsieur  Vatoui,  staggering  with  sur- 
prise at  the  appearance  of  the  room,  two  hundred  and  forty-two  feet 
long,  and  forty  higK  "  Here  it  was  that  Louis  displayed  all  the 
grandeur  of  royalty ;  and  such  was  the  splendour  of  his  court,  and  tbe 
luxury  of  the  times,  that  this  immense  room  could  hardly  contain  the 


*  They  made  a  Jesuit  of  him  on  his  death>bed. 
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crowd  of  courtiers  that  pressed  around  the  monarch,"  Wondcfful  I 
wonderful !  Kight  thousand  four  hundred  and  sixty  square  feet  of 
courtiers  !  Give  a  square  yard  to  each,  and  you  have  a  matter  of  three 
thousand  of  them.  Think  of  three  thousand  courtiers  per  day,  and  all 
the  chopping  and  changing  of  them  for  near  forty  years  :  some  of  them 
dying,  some  getting  theirwishes,andretiringlo  their  provinces  to  enjoy 
their  plunder  ;  some  disgraced,  and  going  home  to  pine  away  out  of 
the  light  of  the  sun ;  *  new  ones  perpetually  arriving, — pushing,  squeez- 
ing, for  their  place,  in  the  crowded  Galerie  des  Glaces.  A  quartet  of 
a  million  of  noble  countenances,  at  the  very  least,  must  those  glasses 
have  reflected.  Rouge,  diamonds,  ribands,  patches,  upon  the  laces  of 
smiling  ladies  :  towering  periwigs,  sleek-shaven  crowns,  tufted  mous' 
taches,  scars,  and  grizzled  whiskers,  worn  by  ministers,  priests,  dandies, 
and  grim  old  commanders. — So  manyfaces,  O  ye  gods  I  and  every  one 
of  them  lies  I  So  many  tongues,  vowing  devotion  and  respectful  love 
to  the  great  king  in  his  six-inch  wig  ;  and  only  poor  La  Valli^re's 
amongst  them  all  which  had  a  word  of  truth  for  the  dull  ears  of  Louis 
of  Bourbon. 

"  Quand  j'aurai  de  la  peine  aux  Carmelites,"  says  unhappy  Louise, 
about  to  retire  from  these  magnificent  courtiers  and  their  grand  Galerie 
des  Glaces,  "je  me  souviendrai  de  ce  que  ces  gens  li  m'ont  fait  souffrir ! " 
— A  troop  of  Bossuets  inveighing  against  the  vanities  of  courts  could 
not  preach  such  an  affecting  sermon.  What  years  of  anguish  and 
wrong  had  the  poor  thing  suffered,  before  these  sad  words  came  from 
her  gentle  lips  !  How  these  courtiers  have  bowed  and  flattered,  kissed 
the  ground  on  which  she  trod,  fought  to  have  the  honour  of  riding  by 
her  carriage,  written  sonnets,  and  called  her  goddess  ;  who,  in  the  days 
of  her  prosperity,  was  kind  and  beneficent,  gentle  and  compassionate 
to  all  i  then  (on  a  certain  day,  when  it  is  whispered  that  his  Majesty 
hath  cast  the  eyes  of  his  gracious  affection  upon  another)  behold  three 
thousand  courtiers  are  at  the  feet  of  the  new  divinity. — "  <?  divine 
Athenais  !  what  blockheads  have  we  been  to  worship  any  but  you. — 
That  a  goddess  ?— a  pretty  goddess  forsooth  ;— a  witch,  rather,  who, 
for  a  while,  kept  our  gracious  monarch  blind  I  Look  at  her ;  the  woman 
limps  as  she  walks ;  and,  by  sacred  Venus,  her  mouth  stretches  almost 
to  her  diamond  ear-rings  ! "  f  The  same  tale  may  be  told  of  many 
more  deserted  mistresses  ;  and  fair  Athenais  de  Montespan  was  to  hear 
it  of  herself  one  day.     Meantime,  while  La  ValliSre's  heart  is  breaking, 

•  Saint  Simon's  account  of  Lauiun  in  disgrace,  is  admirably  facetious  ai^ 
pathetic  ;  Laaiun's  regrets  are  as  monstrous  as  ihose  of  Raleigh  when  deprived 
of  the  sight  of  his  odomble  Queen  and  Mistress,  Elizabeth. 

+  A  pair  of  diamond  ear-rings,  given  by  the  King  to  La  Valliire,  cwised 
much  scandal ;  and  some  lampoons  aie  extant,  which  impugn  the  taUe  of  Looil 
XIV.  for  loving  a  lady  with  such  an  enonnoui  mouth. 
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the  model  of  a  finished  hero  is  ya.w]iing  ;  as,  oa  such  paltry  occasions, 
a  finished  hero  should.  Let  her  heart  break  :  a  plague  upon  her  tears 
and  repentance  ;  what  right  has  she  to  repent  ?  Away  with  her  to  her 
convent  She  goes,  and  the  finished  hero  never  sheds  a.  tear.  What 
a  noble  pitch  of  stoicism  to  have  reached  !  Our  Louis  was  so  great, 
that  the  little  woes  of  mean  people  were  beyond  him  :  his  friends  died, 
his  mistresses  left  him ;  his  children,  one  by  one,  were  cut  off  before 
his  eyes,  and  great  Louis  is  not  moved  in  the  slightest  degree  !  As 
how,  indeed,  should  a  god  be  moved  ? 

I  have  often  liked  to  think  about  this  strange  character  Jn  the 
world,  who  moved  in  it,  bearing  about  a  full  belief  in  his  own  infalli- 
bility ;  teaching  his  generals  the  art  of  war,  his  ministers  the  science  of 
government,  his  wits  taste,  his  courtiers  dress  j  ordering  deserts  to 
become  gardens,  turning  villages  into  palaces  at  a  breath  ;  and  indeed 
the  august  figure  of  the  man,  as  he  towers  upon  his  throne,  cannot  fall 
to  inspire  one  with  respect  and  awe  : — bow  grand  those  flowing  locks 
appear ;  how  awful  that  sceptre ;  how  magnificent  those  flowing  robes  ! 
In  Louis,  surely,  if  in  any  one,  the  majesty  of  kinghood  is  represented. 

But  a  king  is  not  every  inch  a  king,  for  all  the  poet  may  say ;  and 
it  is  curious  to  see  how  much  precise  majesty  there  is  in  that  majestic 
figure  of  Ludovicus  Rex.  In  the  Frontispiece,  we  have  endeavoured 
to  make  the  exact  calculation.  The  idea  of  kingly  dignity  is  equally 
strong  in  the  two  outer  figures  ;  and  you  see,  at  once,  that  majesty  is 
made  out  of  the  wig,  the  high-heeled  shoes,  and  cloa.k,  all  fleurs-dc'lis 
bespangled.  As  for  the  little  lean,  shrivelled,  paunchy  old  man,  of 
Ave  feet  two,  in  a  jacket  and  breeches,  there  is  no  majesty  in  kim  at 
any  rate  ;  and  yet  he  has  just  stepped  out  of  that  very  suit  of  clothes. 
Put  the  wig  and  shoes  on  him,  and  he  is  sii  feet  high ; — the  other 
fripperies,  and  he  stands  before  you  majestic,  imperial,  and  heroic  ! 
Thus  do  barbers  and  cobblers  make  the  gods  that  we  worship  :  for 
do  we  not  all  worship  him  ? '  Yes ;  though  we  all  know  him  to  be 
stupid,  heartless,  short,  of  doubtful  personal  courage,  worship  and 
Admire  him  we  must ;  and  have  set  up,  in  our  hearts,  a  grand  image 
of  him,  endowed  with  wit,magnanimity,  valour,  and  enormous  beroical 

And  what  magnanimous  acts  are  attributed  to  him  !  or,  rather,  how 
difTcrently  do  we  view  the  actions  of  heroes  and  common  men,  and 
find  that  the  same  thing  shall  be  a  wonderful  virtue  in  the  former, 
which,  in  the  latter,  is  only  an  ordinary  act  of  duty.  Look  at  yonder 
window  of  the  king's  chamber; — one  morning  a  royal  cane  was  seen 
whirling  out  of  it,  and  pitunped  among  the  courtiers  and  guald  of 
honour  below.  Kii^  Louis  had  absolutely,  and  with  hts  own  hand, 
flung  his  own  cane  out  of  the  window,  "  because,"  said  he,  "  I  won't 
demean  myself  by  striking  a  gentleman  I  *    O  miracle  of  magnanimityl 
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Lauiun  was  not  caned,  because  he  besought  majett7  to  keep  his  pro- 
mise, — only  imprisoned  for  ten  years  in  Pignerot,  aJong  with  banished 
Fouquet; — and  a  pretty  story  is  Fouquet's  too. 

Out  q{  the  window  the  king's  august  head  was  one  day  ihnist,  wheik 
old  Condd  was  painfully  toiling  up  the  Steps  of  the  court  below. 
"  Don't  hurry  yourself,  my  cousin,"  cries  Magnanimity ;  "  one  who  has 
to  carry  so  many  laurels  cannot  walk  fast."  At  which  all  the  courtien, 
lacqueys,  mistresses,  chamberlains,  Jesuits,  and  scullions,  clasp  their 
hands  and  burst  into  tears.  Men  are  affected  by  the  tale  to  this  very 
day.  For  a  century  and  three-quarters,  have  not  all  the  books  that 
speak  of  Versailles,  or  Louis  Quatone,  fold  the  story  ? — "  Don't  hurry 
yourself,  my  cousin  1"  O  admirable  king  and  Christian!  what  a  pitch' 
of  condescension  is  here,  that  the  greatest  king  of  all  the  world  shoukl 
go  for  to  say  anything  so  kind,  and  really  tella  tottering  old  gentleman, 
worn  out  with  gout,  age,  and  wounds,  not  to  walk  too  fast ! 

What  a  proper  fund  of  slavishness  is  there  in  the  composition  of 
mankind,  that  histories  like  these  should  be  found  to  interest  and  awe 
them.  Till  the  world's  end,  most  likely,  this  story  will  have  its  place 
in  the  history-books ;  and  unborn  generations  will  read  it,  and  tenderly 
be  moved  by  it  I  am  sure  that  Magnanimity  went  to  bed  that  night, 
pleased  and  happy,  intimately  convinced  that  he  had  done  an  action 
of  sublime  virtue,  and  had  easy  slumbers  and  sweet  dreams, — especially 
if  he  had  takm  a  light  supper,  and  not  too  vehemently  attacked  his 
en  COS  dt  Huit, 

That  famous  adventure,  in  which  the  en  eas  de  nui'i  was  brought 
into  use,  for  the  sake  of  one  Poquelin  a/irts  Moliire;— how  often  has 
it  been  described  and  admired  t  This  Poquelin,  though  king's  valet- 
de-cbambre,  was  by  profession  a  vagrant;  and  as  such,  looked  coldly 
on  by  the  great  lords  of  the  palace,  who  refused  to  eat  with  him. 
Majesty,  hearing  of  this,  ordered  his  en  cas  de  ttuit  to  be  placed  on  the 
table,  and  positively  cut  off  a  wing  with  his  own  knife  and  fork  for 
Poquelin's  use.  O  thrice  happy  Jean  Baptiste  I  The  Idng  has  actually 
sat  down  with  him  cheek  by  jowl,  had  the  liver-wing  of  a  fowl,  and 
given  Moliire  the  ginard ;  put  his  imperial  legs  under  the  same 
maht^any  {sub  iisdem  trabibus).  A  man,  after  such  an  honour,  can 
look  for  little  else  in  this  world:  he  has  tasted  the  utmost  conceivable 
earthly  happiness,  and  has  nothing  to  do  now  but  to  fold  his  arms, 
look  up  to  heaven,  and  sing  "  Nunc  dimittis  "  and  die. 

Do  not  let  us  abuse  poor  o'd  Louis  on  account  of  this  monstrous 
pride ;  but  only  lay  it  to  th';  charge  of  the  fools  who  believed  and 
worshipped  it  If,  honest  man,  he  believed  himself  to  be  almost  a 
god,  it  was  only  because  thousands  of  people  had  told  him  so — people 
only  half  liars,  too  ;  who  did,  in  the  depths  of  their  slavish  respect, 
i^Smire  the  man  almost  as  much  as  they  said  they  did.    I^  when  he 
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appeared  in  his  fivp-Iiund  red-mill  ion  coat,  as  he  is  said  to  have  done, 
before  the  Siamese  ambassadors,  the  courtiers  began  to  shade  Iheir 
eyes  and  long  for  parasols,  as  if  this  Bourbonic  sun  was  too  hot  for 
them;  indeed,  it  is  no  wonder  thai  he  should  believe  itiat  there  was 
something  dazzling  about  his  person  :  he  had  half  a  million  of  eager 
testimonies  to  this  idea.  Who  was  to  tell  him  the  irulh  .'—Only  in  the 
last  years  of  his  life  did  tremUing  courtiers  dare  whisper  to  him,  after 
much  circumlocution,  that  a  certain  battle  had  been  fought  at  a  place 
(ailed  Blenheim,  and  that  Eugene  and  Marlborough  had  stopped  bis 
long  career  of  triumphs. 

"  On  n'esi  plus  heureux  !t  notre  ^ge,"  says  the  old  man,  to  one  of 
his  old  generals,  welcoming  Tallard  after  his  defeat ;  and  he  rewards 
him  with  honours,  as  if  he  had  come  from  a  victory.  There  is,  if  you 
will,  something  magnanimous  in  this  welcome  to  his  conquered  general, 
this  stout  protest  against  Fate.  Disaster  succeeds  disaster;  armies 
after  armies  march  out  to  meet  fiery  Eugene  and  that  dogged,  fatal 
Englishman,  and  disappear  in  the  smoke  of  the  enemies'  cannon. 
Even  at  Versailles  you  may  almost  hear  it  roaring  at  last ;  but  when 
courtiers,  who  have  forgotten  their  god,  now  talk  of  quilting  this  grand 
temple  of  his,  old  Louis  plucks  up  heart  and  wil!  never  hear  of 
surrender.  All  the  gold  and  silver  at  Versailles  he  melts,  to  find  bread 
for  his  armies  :  all  the  jewels  on  his  five- hundred- mi II ion  coat  he  pawns 
resolutely  j  and,  bidding  Villars  go  and  make  the  last  struggle  but  one, 
promises,  it  his  general  is  defeated,  to  place  himself  at  the  head  of  his 
nobles,  and  die  King  of  France.  Indeed,  afler  a  man,  for  sixty  years 
has  been  performing  the  part  of  a  hero,  some  of  the  real  heroic  stuff 
must  have  entered  into  his  composition,  whether  he  would  or  not. 
When  the  great  Ellislon  was  enacting  the  part  of  King  George  the 
Fourth,  in  the  play  of  "The  Coronation,"  at  Drury  Lane,  the  galleries 
applauded  very  loudly  his  suavity  and  majestic  demeanour,  at  which 
Eliiston,  inflamed  by  the  popular  loyalty  (and  by  some  fermented 
liquor  in  which,  it  is  said,  he  was  in  the  habit  of  indulging),  burst  into 
tears,  and,  spreading  out  his  arms,  exclaimed  :  "  Bless  ye,  btess  ye,  my 
people  !"  Don't  let  us  laugh  at  his  EUistonian  majesty,  nor  at  the 
people  who  clapped  hands  and  yelled  "bravo  !"  in  praise  of  him.  The 
tipsy  old  manager  did  really  feel  that  he  was  a  hero  at  that  moment ; 
and  the  people,  wild  with  delight  and  attachment  for  a  magnificent 
coat  and  breeches,  surely  were  uttering  the  true  sentiments  of  loyalty  : 
which  consists  in  reverencing  these  and  other  articles  of  costume.  In 
this  fifth  act,  then,  of  bis  long  royal  drama,  old  Louis  performed  his 
part  excellently ;  and  when  the  curtain  drops  upon  him,  he  lies,  dressed 
majestically,  in  a  becoming  kingly  attitude,  as  a  king  should. 

The  king  his  successor  has  not  left,  at  Versailles,  half  so  much 
occasion  for  moralizing;  perhaps  the  neighbouring  Pare  aux  Cer£s 
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would  afford  better  illustrations  of  his  reign.  The  life  of  his  great 
graitdsire,  the  Grand  Lama  of  France,  seems  to  have  frightened  l-oiiis 
the  well-beloved  ;  who  understood  that  loneliness  is  one  of  the  necessary 
conditions  of  divinity,  and  being  of  a  jovial,  coropanionabie  turn, 
aspired  not  beyond  manhood.  Only  in  the  matter  of  ladies  did  he 
surpass  his  predecessor,  as  Solomon  did  David.  War  be  eschewed,  as 
his  grandfather  bade  him  ;  and  his  simple  taste  found  little  in  this 
world  to  enjoy  beyond  the  mulling  of  chocolate  and  the  frying  of  pan- 
cakes. Look,  here  is  the  room  called  Laboratoire  du  Roi,  where,  with 
his  own  hands,  he  made  his  mistress's  breakfast  :^here  is  the  little 
door  through  which,  from  her  apartments  in  the  upper  story,  the  chaste 
Du  Barri  came  stealing  down  to  the  arms  of  the  weary,  feeble,  gloomy 
old  man.  But  of  women  he  was  tired  long  since,  and  even  pancake- 
frying  had  palled  upon  him.  What  had  he  to  do,  after  forty  years  of 
reign: — after  having  exhausted  everything?  Every  pleasure  that 
Dubois  could  invent  for  his  hot  youth,  or  cunning  Lebel  couid  minister 
to  his  old  age,  was  flat  and  stale  ;  used  up  to  the  very  dregs  :  every 
shiUing  in  the  national  purse  had  been  squeezed  out,  by  Pompadour 
and  Du  Barri  and  such  brilliant  ministers  of  state.  He  had  found  out 
the  vanity  of  pleasure,  as  his  ancestor  had  discovered  the  vanity  of 
glory :  indeed  it  was  high  lime  that  he  should  die.  And  die  he  did  ; 
and  round  his  tomb,  as  round  (hat  of  his  grandfather  before  him,  the 
starving  people  sang  a  dreadful  chorus  of  curses,  which  were  the  only 
epitaphs  for  good  or  for  evil  that  were  raised  to  his  memory. 

As  for  the  courtiers — the  knights  and  nobles,  the  unbought  grace  of 
life — they,  of  course,  forgot  him  in  one  minute  after  his  death,  as  the 
way  is.  When  the  king  dies,  the  officer  appointed  opens  his  chamber 
window,  and  calling  out  into  the  court  below,  Le  Roi  est  marl,  breaks 
his  cane,  takes  another  and  waves  it,  exclaiming,  Vive  U  Roi! 
Straightway  all  the  loyal  nobles  begin  yelling  Viiie  U  Roil  and  the 
officer  goes  round  solemnly  and  sets  yonder  great  clock  in  the  Cour  de 
Marbre  to  the  hour  of  the  king's  death.  This  old  Louis  had  solemnly 
ordained ;  but  the  Versailles  clock  was  only  set  twice  :  there  was  no 
shouting  of  Vive  U  Roi  when  the  successor  of  Louis  XV.  mounted  to 
heaven  to  join  his  sainted  family, 

Sttange  stories  of  the  deaths  of  kings  have  always  been  very 
recreating  and  profitable  to  us  :  what  a  fine  one  is  that  of  the  death 
of  Louis  XV.,  as  Madame  Campan  tells  it.  One  night  the  gracious 
monarch  came  back  ill  from  Trianon ;  the  disease  turned  out  to  be 
the  small-pox ;  so  violent  that  ten  people  of  those  who  had  to  enter  his 
chamber  caught  the  infection  and  died.  The  whole  court  flies  from 
him  ;  only  poor  old  fat  Mcsdames  the  King's  daughters  persist  in 
remaning  at  his  bedside,  and  praying  for  his  soul's  welfare. 

On  the  loih  May,  1774,  the  whole  court  had  assembled  at  the 
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chiteau ;  the  (Eil  de  Bosuf  was  fiilL  The  Dauphin  had  determined  to 
depart  as  soon  as  the  king  had  breathed  his  last.  And  it  was  i^reed 
by  the  people  of  the  stables,  with  those  who  watched  in  (he  kiog's 
room,  that  a  lighted  candle  should  be  placed  in  a  window,  and  should 
be  extinguished  as  soon  as  he  had  ceased  to  live.  The  candle  was  put 
out  At  that  signal,  guards,  pages,  and  squires  mounted  on  horseback, 
and  everything  was  made  ready  for  departure.  The  Dauphin  was  with 
the  Dauphiness,  waiting  together  for  the  news  of  the  king's  demise. 
An  immtnst  noiie,  as  if  of  Ikunder,  was  heard  in  the  next  room;  it 
was  the  crowd  of  courtiers,  who  were  deserting  the  dead  king's  apart- 
ment, in  order  to  pay  their  court  to  the  new  power  of  Louis  XVI. 
Madame  de  Noailles  entered,  and  was  the  lirst  to  salute  the  queen  by 
her  title  of  Queen  of  France,  and  begged  their  Majesties  to  quit  their 
apartments,  to  receive  the  princes  and  great  lords  of  the  court  desirous 
to  pay  their  homage  to  the  new  sovereigns.  Leaning  on  her  husband's 
arm,  a  handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  in  the  most  touching  altitude,  Marie 
Antoinette  received  these  first  visits.  On  quilting  the  chamber  where 
the  dead  king  lay,  the  Due  de  Villequier  bade  M.  Anderville,  first 
surgeon  of  the  king,  to  opqn  and  embalm  the  body :  it  would  have 
been  certain  death  to  the  surgeon,  "  I  am  ready,  sir,"  said  he ;  "  but 
whilst  1  am  operating,  you  must  hold  the  head  of  the  coqjse  :  your 
charge  demands  it."  The  Duke  went  away  without  a  word,  and  the 
body  was  neither  opened  nor  embalmed.  A  few  humble  domestics 
and  poor  workmen  watched  by  the  remains,  and  performed  the  last 
ciQces  to  their  master.  The  surgeons  ordered  spirits  of  wine  to  be 
poured  into  the  cofBn. 

They  huddled  the  king's  body  into  a  postchaise ;  and  in  this 
deplorable  equipage,  with  an  escort  of  about  forty  men,  that  Louis  the 
well-beloved  was  carried,  in  the  dead  of  night,  from  Versailles  to  Siunt 
Denis,  and  then  thrown  into  the  tomb  of  the  kings  of  France ! 

If  any  man  is  curious,  and  can  get  permission,  he  may  mount  to 
the  roof  of  the  palace,  and  see  where  Louis  XVL  used  royally  to  amuse 
himself,  by  gaiing  upon  the  doings  of  all  the  townspeople  below  with 
a  telescope.  Behold  that  balcony,  where,  one  morning,  he,  his  queen, 
and  the  little  Dauphin  stood,  with  Cromwell  Grandison  Lafayette  by 
their  side,  who  kissed  her  Majesty's  hand,  and  protected  her ;  and  then, 
lovingly  surrounded  by  his  people,  the  king  got  into  a  coach,  and  came 
to  Paris  ;  nor  did  his  Majesty  ride  much  in  coaches  after  that. 

There  is  a  portrait  of  the  king,  in  the  upper  galleries,  clothed  in  red 
and  gold,  riding  a  fat  horse,  brandishing  a  sword,  on  which  the  word 
"  Justice  "  is  inscribed,  and  looking  remarkably  stupid  and  uncomfort- 
able. You  sec  that  the  horse  will  throw  him  at  the  very  first  fling  ; 
and  as  for  the  sword,  it  never  was  made  for  such  hands  as  his,  which 
were  good  at  holding  a  corkscrew  or  a  carving-knife,  but  not  clever  at 
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the  management  of  weapons  of  war.  Let  those  pity  him  who  will :  call 
him  saint  and  martyr  if  you  please;  but  a  martyr  to  what  principle  was 
he?  Did  he  frankly  support  either  party  in  his  kingdom,  or  cheat  and 
tamper  with  both?  He  might  have  escaped;  but  he  must  have  his 
supper :  and  so  his  family  was  butchered  and  his  kLngdom  lost,  and 
hehadhishottleof  Burgundy  in  comfort  at  Varennes.  A  single  charge 
upon  the  fatal  tenth  of  August,  and  the  monarchy  might  have  beea 
bis  once  more;  but  he  is  so  tender-hearted,  that  he  lets  his  friends  be 
murdered  before  his  eyes  almost ;  or,  at  least,  when  he  has  turned  his 
back  upon  his  duty  and  his  kingdom,  and  has  skulked  for  safety  into 
the  reporters'  box,  at  the  National  Assembly.  There  were  hundreds 
<rf  brave  men  who  died  that  day,  and  were  martyrs,  if  you  will ;  poor 
n^lecled  lenih-rate  courtiers,  for  the  most  part,  who  had  forgotten' 
old  slights  and  disappointments,  and  left  their  places  of  safety  to  come 
and  die,  if  need  were,  sharing  in  the  supreme  hour  of  the  monarchy. 
Monarchy  was  a  great  deal  too  humane  to  light  along  with  these,  and 
so  left  them  to  the  pikes  of  Santerre  and  the  mercy  of  the  men  of  the 
Sections.  Bui  we  are  wandering  a  good  ten  miles  from  Versailles,  and 
fi-om  the  deeds  which  Louis  XVL  performed  there. 

He  is  said  to  have  been  such  a  smart  jounteyman  blacksmith,  that 
he  might,  if  Fate  had  not  perversely  placed  a  crown  on  his  head,  have 
earned  a  couple  of  louis  every  week  by  the  making  of  locks  and  keys. 
Those  who  will,  may  see  the  workshop  where  he  employed  many 
useful  hours :  Madame  Eliiabeth  was  at  prayers  meanwhile ;  the 
queen  was  making  pleasant  parties  with  her  ladies ;  Monsieur  the 
Count  d'Artois  was  learning  to  dance  on  the  tight-tope;  and  Monsieur 
de  Provence  was  cultivating  I'iloquence  du  biiUt  and  studying  his 
favourite  Horace.  It  is  said  that  each  member  of  the  august  family 
succeeded  remarkably  well  in  his  or  her  pursuits ;  big  Monsieur's  little 
Itotes  are  stilt  cited.  At  a  minuet  or  sillabub,  poor  Antoinette  was 
unrivalled  ;  and  Charles,  on  the  tight-rope,  was  so  graceful  and  so 
gentil,  that  Madame  Saqui  might  envy  him.  The  time  only  was  out 
of  joint.  O  cursed  spile,  that  ever  such  harmless  creatures  as  these 
were  bidden  lo  right  it ! 

A  walk  to  the  little  Trianon  is  both  pleasing  and  moral :  no  doubt 
the  reader  has  seen  the  pretty  fantastical  gardens  which  environ  it ; 
the  groves  and  temples ;  the  streams  and  caverns  (whiiher,  as  the 
guide  tells  you,  during  the  heat  of  summer,  it  was  the  custom  of  Marie 
Antoinette  to  retire,  with  her  favourite,  Madame  de  Lamballe) ;  the 
lake  and  Swiss  village  are  pretty  little  toys,  moreover  ;  and  the 
cicerone  of  the  place  does  not  fail  to  point  out  the  different  cottages 
which  surround  ibe  piece  of  water,  and  tell  the  names  of  the  royal 
masqueraders  who  inhabited  each.  In  the  long  cottage,  dose  up<m 
the  lake,  dwelt  the  Seigneur  du  Village,  no  less  a  personage  thaa 
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Louis  XV.;  Louis  XVI.,  the  Dauphin,  was  the  Bailli ;  near  bis 
cottage  is  that  of  Monseigneur  the  Count  d'Artois,  who  was  the 

Miller ;  opposite  lived  the  Prince  de  Condd,  who  enacted  the  part  of 
Gamekeeper  (or,  indeed,  any  other  r6Ie,  for  it  does  not  signify  much) ; 
near  him  was  the  Prince  de  Rohan,  who  was  the  Aumfinier;  and- 
yonder  is  the  pretty  little  dairy,  which  was  under  the  charge  of  the 
fair  Marie  Antoinette  herself. 

I  forget  whether  Monsieur  the  fat  CouDt  of  Provence  took  any 
share  of  this  royal  masquerading  ;  but  look  at  the  names  of  the  other 
six  actors  of  the  comedy,  and  it  will  be  hard  to  find  any  person  for 
whom  Fate  had  such  dreadful  visitations  in  store.  Fancy  the  party, 
in  the  days  of  their  prosperity,  here  gathered  at  Trianon,  and  seated 
under  the  tall  poplars  by  the  lake,  discoursing  familiarly  together  : 
suppose,  of  a  sudden,  some  conjuring  Cagliostro  of  the  time  is  intro- 
duced among  them,  and  foretells  to  them  the  woes  that  are  about  to 
come.  "  You,  Monsieur  I'Aumdnier,  the  descendant  of  a  long  line  of 
princes,  the  passionate  admirer  of  that  fair  queen  who  sits  by  your 
side,  shall  be  the  cause  of  her  ruin  and  your  own,*  and  shall  die  in 
disgrace  and  exile.  You,  son  of  the  Cond^s,  shall  live  long  enough 
to  see  your  royal  race  overthrown,  and  shall  die  by  the  hands  of  a 
hangman.t  Vou,  oldest  son  of  Saint  Louis,  shall  perish  by  the  execu- 
tioner's axe  ;  that  beautiful  head,  O  Antoinette,  the  same  ruthless 
blade  shall  sever."  "  They  shall  kill  me  first,"  says  Lamballe,  at  the 
queen's  side.  "  Yes,  truly,"  replies  the  soothsayer,  "  for  Fate  prescribed 
ruin  for  your  mistress  and  all  who  love  her."  \  "  And,"  cries  Monsieur 
d'Artois,  "  do  I  not  love  my  sister,  too  ?  I  pray  you  not  to  omit  mo 
in  your  prophecies." 

To  whom  Monsieur  Cagliostro  says,  scornfully,  "You  may  look 
forward  to  lifly  years  of  life,  after  most  of  these  are  laid  tn  the  grave. 
You  shall  be  a  king,  but  not  die  one  ;  and  shall  leave  the  crown  only; 
not  the  worthless  head  that  shall  wear  it  Thrice  shall  you  go  into 
exile  :  you  shall  fly  from  the  people,  first,  who  would  have  no  more  of 
you  and  your  race  ;  and  you  shall  return  home  over  half  a  million  of 
human  corpses,  that  have  been  made  for  the  sake  of  you,  and  of  a 
tyrant  as  great  as  the  greatest  of  your  family.    Again  driven  away, 

*  In  the  dUthond -necklace  affair. 

't  lie  WHS  found  hanging  in  his  own  bed.room. 

X  Among  the  many  lovers  that  rumour  give  to  the  queen,  poor  Ferseu 
is  the  most  remarkable.  He  seems  to  have  enlertained  for  her  a  high  and 
perfectly  piire  devotion.  He  was  the  chief  agent  in  the  lucliless  escape  to 
Varennes  t  was  lurking  in  Paris  during  Ihc  time  of  her  captivity ;  and  was 
concerned  in  the  many  fruiiless  plots  that  were  made  for  her  rescue;  Feisca 
lived  to  be  an  old  man,  but  died  a  dreadful  and  violent  death.  He  wu 
diagged  from  his  carriaee  by  the  mob,  in  Stockhohn,  and  moidered  hj  them. 
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your  bitterest  enemy  shall  bring  you  back.  But  the  strong  limbs  of 
France  are  not  to  be  cliained  by  such  a  paltry  yoke  as  you  can  put  on 
her  :  you  shall  be  a  tyrant,  but  in  will  only;  and  shall  have  a  sceptr^ 
but  to  see  it  robbed  from  your  hand." 

"And  pray,  Sir  Conjuror,  who  shall  be  the  robber?"  asked  Mon- 
sieur the  Count  d'Artois. 

This  1  can; 
fallen  asleep  o 

at  this  instant  was  awakened  by  a  whirling  of  carriages  and  a  great 
clattering  of  national  guards,  lancers,  and  outriders  in  red.  His 
Majesty  Louis  Philippe  was  going  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  palace ; 
which  contains  several  pictures  of  his  own  glorious  actions,  and  wfaidt 
has  been  dedicated,  by  him,  to  all  the  glories  of  France, 


BNB  or  'the  PARIS  SKETCH  BOOK." 


,7=rir,  Google 


,7=rir,  Google 


r,  Google 


THE   IRISH   SKETCH    BOOK 

OF     1842. 


r:,s„,7=rir,  Google 


CHARLES    LEVER,    Esq., 

or  TXIIPLEOGDB  80UEB,  NBAR  DUBLIN. 

My  DEAR  Lbvbb— 

Har&y  Lobkkqubb  needs  no  complimendng  in  i.  dedication ;  and 
I  would  not  venture  to  inscribe  Ihis  Talume  to  Qie  Editor  of  the .."  DnUiD 
UniveTnty  MagaziDe,"  ^rfio,  I  fear, -must  di^pprore  of  a  great  deal  vrUch  it 

But  allow  me  to  dedicate  my  little  book  to  a  good  Irishman  (Ihe  hearty 
chaii^  of  whose  vidonary  red-coats  some  substantial  peisonages  in  blade 
might  imitate  to  advantage),  and  to  a  friend  from  whom  I  have  recdfcd 
a  hmidred  acts  of  lundness  and  coidial  Iiospitality. 

L«]4ng  adde  for  a  moment  the  tiavelling-tille  of  Mr.  Tltmarsb,  let  me 
■dmowledge  these  hvonrs  in  my  own  name,  and  subscribe  myself  my  dear 

Most  nncerely  and  gratefully  youis, 

W.  M.  THACKERAY. 
Imdott,  AprU  aj,  1S43. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

A  SUMUER  DAY  IN  DtTBLtN,  OR  THERE  AND  THERRAB0I7TS. 

THE  coach  that  brings  tbe  paaseogsr  b;  wood  and  mountain,  bjr 
brawling  waterfall  aiid  gloomy  pkdn,  by  the  lonely  lalce  of  Fm- 
tiniog  and  across  the  swinging  world's  wonder  of  a  Menai  Bridge, 
through  dismal  Anglesea  to  dismal  Holyhead — the  Binumgham  mail, 
— manages  matters  so  cleverly,  that  aSUx  ten  hours'  ride  the  traveller 
is  thrust  incontineDtly  on  board  the  packet,  and  the  steward  says 
there's  no  use  in  providing  dinner  on  board  because  the  pass^e  is  so 

That  is  true ;  but  why  not  give  us  half  an  hour  on  shore  f  Ten 
hours  spent  on  a  coach-box  render  the  dinner  question  one  of  extreme 
importance  ; .  and  as  the  packet  reaches  Kingstown  at  midnight,  when 
all  the  world  is  asleep,  the  inn-larders  locked  up,  and  the  cook  in  bed; 
and  aa.the  mail  is  not  landed  until  five  in  the  morning  (at  which  hour 
the  passengers  are  considerately  awakened  by  a  great  stamping  and 
shotiting  oveihead),  might  not  "  Lord  Lowther"  give  ns  one  little  half 
hour?  Even  the  steward  agreed  that  it  was  a  useless  and  atrocious 
tyranny ;  and,  indeed,  after  a  little  demur,  produced  a  half-dozen  of 
fried  ^(gs,  a  feeble  makeshift  for  a  dinner. 

Our  passage  across  from  the  Head  was  made  in  a  rain  so  pouring 
and  steady,  that  sea  and  coast  were  entirely  hiddtn  from  ns,  and  one 
could  see  very  little  beyond  the  glowing  tip  of  the  cigar  which  remained 
aUght  nobly  in  spite  of  the  weather.  When  the  gatlant  eKcrtions  of 
that  fiery  spirit  were  over  for  ever,  and  burning  bravely  to  the  end  it 
had  breathed  its  last  in  doing  its  master  service,  all  became  black  and 
cheerless  around  ;  the  passengers  had  dropped  off  one  by  one,  prelet- 
ring  to  be  dry  and. ill:  below  rather  than  wet  and  squeamish  aborb: 
even  the  matc^irith:  hisgold-laced  c^  (who  is  so  astonisliingly  like 
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Mr.  Charles  Dicbens  that  he  might  pass  for  that  gCDtleman)— even  the 
male  said  be  would  go  to  his  cabin  and  turn  in.  So  there  remained 
nothing  for  it  but  to  do  as  all  the  world  had  done. 

Hence  it  was  impossible  to  institute  the  comparison  between  the 
Bay  of  Naples  and  that  of  Dublin  {the  Bee  of  Neeples  the  former  is 
sometimes  called  in  this  country),  where  I  have  heard  the  likeness 
asserted  in  a  great  number  of  societies  and  conversations.  But  how 
could  one  see  the  Bay  of  Dublin  in  the  dark }  and  how,  supposing  one 
could  see  it,  should  a  person  behave  who  has  never  seen  the  Bay  of 
Naples?  It  is  but  to  take  the  similarity  for  granted,  and  temain  in 
bed  till  morning. 

When  everybody  was  awakened  at  five  o'clock  by  the  noise  made 
upon  the  removal  of  the  mail-bags,  there  was  heard  a  cheerless 
dribbling  and  paltering  overheard,  which  led  one  to  wait  still  fiiriher 
until  the  rain  should  cease.  At  length  the  steward  said  the  last  boat 
was  going  ashore,  and  receiving  half-a-crown  for  his  own  services  {the 
regular  laxiff )  intimated  likewise  that  it  was  the  custom  for  gentlemen 
to  compliment  the  stewardess  with  a  shilling,  which  ceremony  was  also 
complied  with.  No  doubt  she  is  an  amiable  woman,  and  deserves  any 
sum  of  money.  As  for  inquiring  whether  she  merited  it  or  not  in  this 
instance,  thai  surely  is  quite  unfair.  A  traveller  who  stops  to  inquire 
the  deserts  of  every  individual  claimant  of  a  shilling  on  his  road,  had 
best  stay  quiet  at  home.  If  we  only  got  what  we  flSrjrt-pfrf,— heaven 
save  us ! — many  of  us  might  whistle  for  a  dinner. 

A  long  pier,  with  a  steamer  or  two  at  hand,  and  a  fi;w  small  vessels 
lying  on  either  side  of  the  jetty ;  a  town  irregvlarly  built,  with  many 
handsome  terraces,  some  churches,  and  showy-looking  hotels  ;  a  few 
people  straggling  on  the  beach ;  two  or  three  oars  at  the  railroad 
station,  which  runs  along  the  shore  as  far  as  Dublin  ;  the  sea  stretching 
intenninably  eastward ;  to  the  north  the  Hill  of  Howtb,  lying  gray 
behind  the  mist ;  and,  directly  under  his  fi^  upon  the  wet,  black, 
shining,  slippery  deck,  an  agreeable  reflection  of  his  own  legs,  disap- 
pearing seemingly  in  the  direction  of  the  cabin  from  which  he  issues ; 
are, the  sights  which  a  traveller  may  remark  on  coming  on  deck  at 
Kingstown  pier  on  a  wet  morning— let  us  say  on  an  aviragt  morning ; 
for  according  to  the  statement  of  well-informed  natives,  the  Irish  day 
is  more  often  rainy  than  otherwise.  A  hideous  obelisk,  stuck  upon 
four  fat  balls,  and  surmounted  with  a  crown  on  a  cushion  (the  latter 
were  no  bad  emblems  perhaps  of  the  monarch  in  whose  honour  they 
were  raised),  commemorates  the  sacred  spot  at  whioh  George  IV. 
^i!M!<^  Ireland.  You  are  landed  here  &om  the  steamer;  and  a  carman, 
who  is  dawdling  in  the  neighbourhood,  with  a  straw  in  his  mouth, 
comes  leisurely  up  to  ask  whether  yon  will  go  to  Dublin  ?  Is  it  natural 
indolence,  or  the  eflect  of  despair  because  of  the  neighbouring  railroad, 
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which  renders  him  so  indifferent  ?— He  does  not  even  take  the  straw 
out  of  his  mouth  as  he  proposes  the  question— he  seems  quite  careless 
as  to  the  answer. 

He  said  he  would  take  me  to  Dublin  "  in  three  quarthers,"  as  soon 
as  we  began  a  parley.  As  to  the  fare,  be  would  not  hear  of  it — he  said 
he  would  leave  it  to  my  honour ;  he  would  take  me  for  nothing.  Was 
it  possible  to  refuse  such  a  genteel  offer?  The  times  are  very  much 
changed  since  those  described  by  the  facetious  Jack  Hinton,  when  the 
carmen  tossed  up  for  the  passenger,  and  those  who  won  him  took  him : 
for  the  remaining  cars  on  the  stand  did  not  seem  to  take  the  least 
interest  in  the  barg^n,  or  to  offer  to  overdrive  or  underbid  their  com- 
"rade  in  any  way. 

Before  that  day,  so  memorable  for  joy  and  sorrow,  for  rapture  at 
receiving  its  monarch  and  tearful  grief  at  losing  him,  when  George  IV. 
came  and  left  the  maritime  resort  of  the  citizens  of  Dublis,  it  bore  a 
less  genteel  name  than  that  which  it  owns  at  present,  and  was  called 
Dunleary.  After  that  glorious  event  Dunleary  disdained  to  be  Dunleaiy 
any  longer,  and  became  Kingstown  henceforward  and  for  ever. 
Numerous  terraces  and  pleasure-houses  have  been  built  in  the  place— 
tbey  stretch  row  after  row  along  the  banks  of  the  sea,  and  rise  one 
above  another  on  the  hill.  The  rents  of  these  houses  are  said  to  be 
very  high ;  the  Dublin  citizens  crowd  into  them  in  summer ;  and  a 
great  source  of  pleasure  and  comfort  must  it  be  to  them  to  have  the 
fresh  sea-breezes  and  prospects  so  near  to  the  metropolis. 

The  better  sort  of  houses  are  handsome  and  spacious ;  but  the 
fashionable  quarter  is  yet  in  an  unfinished  state,  for  enterprising 
architects  are  always  beginning  new  roads,  rows  and  terraces :  nor  are 
those  already  built  by  any  means  complete.  Beside  the  aristocratic 
part  of  the  town  is  a  commercial  one,  and  nearer  to  Dublin  stretch 
lines  of  low  cottages  which  have  not  a  Kingstown  look  at  all,  but  are 
evidently  of  the  Dunleary  period.  It  is  quite  curious  to  see  in  the 
streets  where  the  shops  are,  how  often  the  painter  of  the  signboards 
begins  with  big  letters,  and  ends,  for  want  of  space,  with  small ;  and 
the  Englishman  accustomed  to  the  thriving  neatness  and  regularity 
which  characterize  towns  great  and  small  in  his  own  country,  can't  fail 
to  notice  the  difference  here.  The  houses  have  a  battered,  rakish  look, 
and  seem  going  to  ruin  before  their  time.  As  seamen  of  aH  nations 
come  hither  who  have  made  no  vow  of  temperance,  there  are  plenty  of 
liquor-shops  still,  and  shabby  cigar-shops,  and  shabby  milliners'  and 
tailors'  widi  fly-blown  prints  of  old  fashions.  The  bakers  and  apothe- 
caries make  a  great  brag  of  their  calling,  and  you  see  MEDICAL  HAU, 
or  PUBUC  BAKERY,  BALLYRAGGET  FLOUR-STORE  (or  whatever  the 
name  may  be),  pompously  inscribed  over  very  humble  tenements. 
Some  comfortable  grocers'  and  butchers'  shops,  and  numbers  of  shabby 
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sauDtering  people,  the  younger  part  of  whom  are  barelegged  and  bare- 
headed, make  up  the  rest  of  ihe  picture  which  the  straQger  sees  as  his 
car  goes  jingling  through  the  street. 

After  the  town  come  the  suburbs  of  jdeasure-houses ;  low,  one- 
stotied  cottages  for  the  moat  part ;  some  neat  and  fresh,  some  that 
hare  passed  away  from  the  genteel  state  altogether,  and  exhibit  down- 
right poverty ;  some  in  a  state  of  transition,  with  broken  windows  and 
pretty  romantic  names  upon  tumbledown  gates.  Who  Uvea  in  them  ? 
One  fancies  that  the  chairs  and  tables  inside  are  broken,  that  the  tea- 
pot on  the  breakfast-table  has  no  spout,  and  the  taUedoth  is  ragged 
and  sloppy ;  that  the  lady  of  the  house  is  in  dubious  cud-pliers,  and 
the  gentleman,  with  an  imperial  to  his  chin,  wears  a  daring  dressing- 
gown  all  ragged  at  the  elbows. 

■  To  be  sure,  a  traveller  who  in  ten  minutes  can  see  not  only  the 
outsides  of  houses,  but  the  interiors  of  the  same,  mtist  have  remarkably 
keen  sight ;  and  it  is  early  yet  to  speculate.  It  is  clear,  however,  that 
these  are  pleasure-houses  for  a  certain  class ;  and  looking  at  the 
houses,  one  can't  but  &ncy  the  inhabitants  resemble  them  somewhat. 
The  car,  on  its  road  to  Dublin,  passes  by  numbers  of  these — by  more 
shabUness  than  a  Londoner  will  see  in  the  course  of  his  home  petegri- 

The  capabilities  of  the  country,  faovever,  are  very  great,  and  in 
many  instances  have  been  taken  advantage  of:  for  you  see,  besides 
the  misery,  numerous  handsome  houses  and  parks  along  the  road, 
having  fine  lawns  and  woods ;  and  the  sea  is  in  our  view  at  a  quarter 
of  an  hour's  ride  from  Dublin.  It  is  the  continual  appearance  of  this 
sort  of  wealth  which  makes  the  pioverty  more  striking :  and  thus 
between  the  two  {for  there  is  no  vacant  Space  of  fields  between  Kings- 
town and  Dublin)  the  car  reaches  thecity.  There  is  but  litde  commerce 
on  this  road,  which  was  also  in  extremely  bad  repair.  It  is  neglected 
for  the  sake  of  its  thriving  neighbour  the  railroad;  on  which  a  dozen 
pretty  little  stations  accommodate  the  inhabitants  of  the  various  villages 
through  which  we  pass. 

The  entrance  to  the  capital  is  very  handsome.  There  is  no  bustle 
and  throng  of  carriages,  as  in  London  ;  but  you  pass  by  numerous  rows 
of  neat  houses,  fronted  with  gardens  and  adorned  with  all  sorts  of  gay^ 
looking  creepers.  Pretty  market-gardens,  with  trim  beds  of  plants  and 
shining  glass-houses,  give  the  suburbs  a  rianU  and  cheerful  look  ;  and 
passing  under  the  arch  of  the  railway,  we  are  in  the  city  itself.  Hence 
you  come  upon  several  old-fashioned,  well-built,  airy,  stately  streets, 
and  through  Fitzwilliam  Square,  a  noble  place,  the  garden  of  which  is 
full  of  flowers  and  foliage.  The  leaves  are  green,  and  not  black  as  in 
similar  places  in  London  %  the  red  brick  houses  tall  and  handsome. 
Preswitly  the  car  slops  brfore  an  extremely  big  red  house,  in  that  ex- 
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tremely  large  square,  Stephen's  Green,  wh^v  Mr.  O'Connell  says  there 
is  one  day  or  other  to  be  a  ParliamenL  There  is  room  enougb  for  that, 
or  for  any  other  edifice  which  fancy  or  patiiotism  may  have  a  nund  to 
erect,forp3itofoDeof  the  sides  ofthe  square  is  not  yet  built,  and  you 
see  the  fields  and  the  country  beyond. 


This  then  is  the  chief  city  of  the  aliens. — The  hotel  to  which  I  had 
been  directed  is  a  respectable  old  edifice  much  frequented  by  families 
from  the  country,  and  where  the  solitary  traveller  may  likewise  find 
society :  for  he  may  either  use  the  "  Shelburne  "  as  an  hotel  or  a  board' 
ing  house,  in  which  latter  case  he  is  comfortably  accommodated  at  the 
very  moderate  daily  charge  of  sis-and-eightpence.  For  this  charge  a 
copious  breakfast  is  provided  for  him  in  the  cofiee-room,  a  peipetual 
luncheon  is  likewise  there  spread,  a  plentiful  dinner  is  ready  at  six 
o'clock  :  after  which  there  is  a  drawing-room  and  a  rubber  of  whisl^ 
with  toy  and  coffee  and  cakes  in  plenty  to  satisfy  the  largest  appetite; 
The  hotel  is  majestically  conducted  by  clerks  and  other  officers ;  the 
landlord  himself  does  not  appear,  after  the  honest,  comfortable  English  . 
fashion,  but  lives  in  a  private  mansion  hard  by,  where  his  name  may  be 
read  insciitied  on  a  brass-plate,  like  that  of  any  other  private  gentleman, 

A  woman  melodiously  crying  "  Dublin  Bay  herrings  "  passed  just 
as  we  came  up  to  the  door,  and  as  that  fish  is  famous  throughout 
Europe,  I  seized  the  earliest  opportunity  and  ordered  a  broiled  one  for 
breakfast  It  merits  all  its  reputation  :  and  in  this  respect  I  should 
think  the  Bay  of  Dublin  is  &r  superior  to  its  rival  of  Naples.  Are 
there  any  herrings  in  Naples  Bay  ?  Dolphins  there  may  be ;  and 
Mount  Vesuvius,  to  be  sur^  is  bigger  than  even  the  Hill  of  Howth  ; 
but  a  dolphin  is  better  in  a  sonnet  than  at  a  break&st,  and  what  poet 
is  there  that,  at  certain  periods  of  the  day,  would  hesitate  in  his  choice 
between  the  two  ? 

With  this  famous  broiled  herring  the  morning  papers  are  served  up  ; 
and  a  great  part  of  these,  too,  gives  opportunity  of  reflection  to  the  new- 
comer,  and  shows  him  how  different  this  country  is  from  his  own. 
Some  hundred  years  hence,  when  students  want  to  inform  themselves 
of  the  history  of  the  present  day,  and  refer  to  files  of  Timtt  and 
ChromcU  for  the  purpose,  I  think  it  is  possible  that  they  will  consult, 
not  so  much  those  luminous  and  philosophical  leading-articles  which 
call  our  attention  at  present  both  by  the  majesty  of  their  eloquence  and 
the  largeness  of  their  type,  hut  that  they  will  turn  to  those  parts  of  the 
journals  into  which  information  is  squeezed  in  the  smallest  possible 
print :  to  the  advertisements,  namely,  the  law  and  police  reports,  and 
to  the  instructive  narratives  supplied  by  that  ill-used  body  of  men  who 
transcribe  knowledge  at  the  rate  of  a  penny  a  line. 
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The  papers  before  me  {The  Morning  Register,  Liberal  and  Roman 
Catholic,  Saunder/s  News-Letter,  neutral  and  Conservative,)  give  a 
lively  picture  of  the  movement  of  city  and  country  on  this  present  fourth 
day  of  July,  1843,  and  the  Englishman  can  scarcely  fail,  as  he  reads 
them,  to  note  many  small  points  of  difference  existing  between  his  own 
country  and  this.  How  do  the  Irish  amuse  themselves  in  the  capital  ? 
The  love  for  theatrical  exhibitions  is  evidently  not  very  great  Theatre 
Royal— Miss  Kemble  and  the  Sonnambula,  an  Anglo-Italian  importa- 
tion. Theatre  Royal,  Abbey  Street — The  Temple  of  Magic  and  the 
Wizard,  last  week.  Adelphi  Theatre,  Great  Brunswick  Street— The 
Original  Seven  Lancashire  Bell-ringers :  a  deUcious  excitement  indeed  r 
Portobello  Gardens — "THE  LAST  ERUPTION  BUT  SIX,"  says  the  adver- 
tisement in  capitals.  And,  finally, "  Miss  Hayes  will  give  her  first  and 
forewetl  concert  at  the  Rotunda,  previous  to  leaving  her  native  country.'' 
Only  one  instance  of  Irish  talent  do  we  read  of,  and  that,  in  a  despond- 
ing tone,  announces  its  btention  of  quitting  its  native  country.  AU  the 
rest  of  the  pleasures  of  the  evening  are  importations  from  cockney-land. 
The  Sonnambula  from  Covent  Garden,  the  Wizard  from  the  Strand, 
the  Seven  Lancashire  Bell-ringers  from  Islington,  or  the  City  Road^ 
no  doubt;  and  as  for  "The  last  Eruption  but  Six,"  it  \as  erumped -osar 
the  "Elephant  and  Casde"  anytimethese  twoyears,  until  the  cockneys 
would  wonder  at  it  no  longer. 

The  commercial  advertisements  are  but  few— a  few  horses  and  cars- 
for  sale ;  some  flaming  announcements  of  insurance  companies  ;  some 
"emporiums"  of  Scotch  tweeds  and  English  broadcloths;  an  auction 
for  damaged  sugar  ;  and  an  estate  or  two  for  sale.  They  lie  in  the 
columns  languidly,  and  at  their  ease  as  it  were  :  how  different  from  the 
throng,  and  squeeze,  and  bustle  of  the  commercial  part  of  a  London 
paper,  where  every  man  (except  Mr,  George  Robins)  states  his  case  as 
briefly  as  possible,  because  thousands  more  are  to  be  heard  besides- 
himself,  and  as  if  he  had  no  time  for  talking  ! 

The  most  active  advertisers  are  the  schoolmasters.  It  is  now  the 
happy  time  of  the  Midsummer  holidays ;  and  the  pedagogues  make 
wonderful  attempts  to  encourage  parents,  and  to  attract  fresh  pupils  for 
the  ensuing  half-year.  Of  all  these  announcements  that  of  Madame 
Shamahan  (a  delightful  name)  is  perhaps  the  most  brilliant  "  To. 
Parents  and  Guardians, — Paris. — Such  parents  and  guardians  as  may 
wish  to  entrust  their  children  for  education  in  its  fullest  extent  tO' 
Madame  Shanahan,  can  have  the  advantage  of  being  conducted  to 
Paris  by  her  brother,  the  Rev,  J,  P.  O'Reilly,  of  Church  Street 
Chapel:"  which  admirable  arrangement  carries  the  parents  to  Paris- 
and  leaves  the  children  in  Dublin,  Ah,  Madame,  you  may  take  a 
French  title ;  but  your  heart  is  still  in  your  country,  and  you  are  to  the 
fullest  extent  an  Irishwoman  still  ] 
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Fond  legends  are  to  be  found  in  Irish  books  regarding  places  where 

you  may  now  see  a.  round  lower  and  a  little  old  chapel,  twelve  feet 
square,  where  famous  universities  are  once  said  to  have  stood,  and 
which  have  accommodated  myriads  of  students.  Mrs.  Hall  mentions 
Glendalough,  in  Wicklow,  as  one  of  these  places  of  learning  ;  nor  can 
the  fact  be  questioned,  as  the  universities  existed  hundreds  of  years 
since,  and  no  sort  of  records  are  left  regarding  them.  A  century 
hence  some  antiquary  may  light  upon  a  DubUn  paper,  and  fomv 
marvellous  calculations  regarding  the  state  of  education  in  the  country. 
For  instance,  at  Bective  House  Seminary,  conducted  by  Dr.  J.  L. 
Burke,  ex-Scholar  T.C.D.,  no  less  than  two  hundred  and  three  young 
gentlemen  took  prizes  at  the  Midsummer  examination  :  nay,  some  of 
the  most  meritorious  carried  off  a  dozen  premiums  a-piece.  A 
Dr.  Delamere,  ex-Scholar  T.C.D.,  distributed  three  hundred  and 
twenty  rewards  to  his  young  friends  :  and  if  we  allow  that  one  lad  in 
twenty  is  a  prizeman,  it  is  clear  that  there  must  be  six  thousand  four 
hundred  and  forty  youths  tmder  the  Doctor's  care. 

Other  schools  are  advertised  in  the  same  journals,  each  with  its 
hundred  of  priie-bearers  ;  and  if  other  schools  are  advertised,  how  many 
more  must  there  be  in  the  country  which  are  not  advertised  !  There 
must  be  hundreds  of  thousands  of  prizemen,  millions  of  scholars ; 
besides  national  schools,  hedge-schools,  infant-schools,  and  the  like. 
The  English  reader  will  see  the  accuracy  of  the  calculation. 

In  the  Morning  Register,  the  EngUshman  will  find  somethii^  to 
the  full  as  curious  and  startling  to  him ;  you  read  gravely  in  the  English 
language  bow  the  Bishop  of  Auieliopolis  has  just  been  consecrated ;. 
and  that  the  distinction  has  been  conferred  upon  him  by — the  Holy 
Pontiff !— the  Pope  of  Rome,  by  all  that  is  holy  1  Such  an  announce- 
ment sounds  quite  strange  in  English,  and  in  your  own  country,  as  it 
were :  or  isn't  it  your  own  country  ?  Suppose  the  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury  were  to  send  over  a  clergyman  to  Rome,  and  consecrate 
him  Bishop  of  the  Palatine  or  the  Suburra,  I  wonder  how  his  Holiness 
would  like  thalT 

There  is  a  report  of  Dr.  Miley's  sermon  upon  the  occasion  of  the 
new  bishop's  consecration ;  and  the  Register  happily  lauds  the  discourse 
for  its  "refined  and  fervent  eloquence,"  The  Doctor  salutes  the  Lord 
Bishop  of  AureUopolis  on  his  admission  among  the  "  Princes  of  the 
Sanctuary,"  gives  a  blow  en  passant  at  the  Established  Church, 
whereof  the  revenues,  he  elegantly  says, "  might  excite  the  zeal  of 
Dives  or  Epicurus  to  become  a  bishop,"  and  having  vented  his  sly 
wrath  upon  the  "  courtly  artifice  and  intrigue"  of  the  Bench,  proceeds 
to  make  the  most  outrageous  comparisons  with  regard  to  my  Lord 
of  AureUopolis;  his  virtues,  his  sincerity,  and  the  severe  privations  and 
persecutions  which  acceptance  of  the  episcopal  office  entails  upon  him. 
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"  That  very  evening,"  says  the  Register,  "  the  new  bbhop  enter- 
tained at  dinner,  in  the  chapel-honse,  a  sdect  numher  of  friends ; 
amot^st  whom  were  the  officiating  prelates  and  dei^ymen  who 
assbted  in  the  ceremonies  of  the  day.  The  repast  was  provided  by 
Mr.  Jude,  of  Grafton  Street,  and  was  served  ap  in  a  style  of  elegance 
and  comfort  that  did  great  honour  to  that  gentleman's  character  as  a 
restaurateur.  The  wints  were  of  the  richest  and  rarest  quality.  It 
may  be  truly  said  to  have  been  an  entertainment  where  the  feast  of 
reason  and  the  flow  of  soul  predominated.    The  company  broke  up 

And  so  my  lord  is  scarcely  out  of  chapel  but  his  privations  begin  I 
Well,  let  us  hope  that,  in  the  course  of  his  e[fiscopacy,  he  may  incur 
no  greater  hardsh^s,  and  that  Dr.  Miley  may  come  to  be  a  bishop  too 
in  his  time ;  when  perhaps  he  will  have  a  better  opinion  of  the  Bench. 

The  ceremony  and  feelings  described  are  curious,  I  think ;  and 
more  so  perhaps  to  a  person  who  was  in  England  only  yesterday,  and 
quitted  it  just  as  their  Graces,  Lordships,  and  Reverences  were  sitting 
down  to  dinner.  Among  what  new  sights,  ideas,  customs,  does  the 
English  traveller  find  himself  after  that  brief  sis-hours' Journey  &om 
Holyhead  \ 

There  is  but  one  part  more  of  the  papers  to  be  looked  at ;  and 
that  is  the  most  painful  of  alL  In  the  law-reports  of  the  Tipperaxy 
special  commission  sitting  at  Clonmel,  you  read  that  Patrick  Byrne 
is  brought  up  for  sentence,  for  the  murder  of  Robert  Hall,  Esq. ;  and 
Chief  Justice  Doherty  says,  "Patrick  Byrne,  I  will  not  now  recapitu- 
late  the  circumstances  of  your  enoimous  crime,  but  guilty  as  you  are 
of  the  barbarity  of  having  perpetrated  with  your  hand  the  foul  murder 
of  an  unoffending  old  man— barbarous,  cowardly  and  cruel  as  that  act 
was—there  lives  one  more  guilty  man,  and  that  is  he  whose  diabolical 
mind  hatched  the  foul  conspiracy  of  which  you  were  but  the  instrument 
and  the  perpetrator.  Whoever  that  may  be,  I  do  not  envy  him  his 
protracted  existence.  He  has  sent  that  aged  gentleman,  without  one 
moment's  warning,  to  face  his  God ;  but  be  has  done  more  :  he  has 
brought  you,  unhappy  man,  with  more  deliberation  and  more  cruelty, 
to  face  your  God,  witk  ike  weight  of  that  man's  Hood  ufion  you.  I 
have  now  only  to  pronounce  the  sentence  of  the  law:"— it  is  the  usual 
sentence,  with  the  usual  prayer  of  the  judge,  that  the  Lord  may  have 
mercy  upon  the  convict's  souL 

Timothy  Woods,  a  young  man  of  twenty  years  of  ^e,  is  then 
tried  for  the  murder  of  Michael  Lafian.  The  Attorney- General  states 
the  case : — On  the  19th  of  May  last,  two  assassins  dragged  Laffan 
from  the  house  of  Patrick  Cummins,  6ied  a  pistol-^hot  at  him,  and  left 
him  dead  as  they  thought.  I.afian,  thoi^h  mortally  wounded,  crawled 
away  after  the  fall ;  when  the  assassins,  still  seeing  him  give  signs  of 
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life,  rushed  after  him,  fractured  his  skull  by  blows  of  a  pistol,  and  left 
him  on  a  dunghill  dead.  There  LafTan's  body  lay  for  several  hours, 
and  nobody  dared  to  touch  it.  Laffan's  widow  found  the  body  there 
two  hours  after  the  murder,  and  an  inquest  was  held  on  the  body  as  it 
lay  on  the  dunghill.  Laffan  was  driver  on  the  lands  of  Kilnerlin, 
which  were  formerly  held  by  Pat  Cummins,  the  man  who  had  Ihi 
charge  of  the  lands  before  Laffan  -was  murdered;  the  latter  was 
dragged  out  of  Cumnuns's  house  in  the  presence  of  a  witness  who 
refused  to  swear  to  the  murderers,  and  was  shot  in  sight  of  another 
witness,  James  Meara,  who  with  other  men  was  on  the  road :  when  . 
asked  whether  he  cried  out,  or  whether  he  went  to  assist  the  deceased, 
Meara  answers,  "  Indeed  I  did  not;  -we  would  net  interfere — it  was  no 
business  of  ours  I " 

Six  more  instances  are  given  of  attempts  to  murder;  on  which  the 
judge,  in  passing  sentence,  comments  in  the  following  way : — 

"The  Lord  Chief  Justice  addressed  the  several  persons,  and  said 
— It  was  now  his  painful  duty  to  pronounce  upon  them  severally  and 
respectively  the  punishment  which  the  law  and  the  court  awarded 
against  them  for  the  crimes  of  which  they  had  been  convicted. 
Those  crimes  were  one  and  all  of  them  of  no  ordinary  enormity — 
they  were  crimes  which,  in  point  of  morals,  involved  the  atrocious 
guilt  of  murder;  and  if  it  had  pleased  God  to  spare  their  souls  from 
the  pollution  of  that  offence,  the  court  could  not  still  shut  its  eyes  to 
the  fact,  that  although  death  had  not  ensued  in  consequence  of  the 
crimes  of  which  they  had  been  found  guilty,  yet  it  was  not  owing  to 
their  forbearance  that  such  a  dreadful  crime  had  not  been  perpetrated. 
The  prisoner,  Michael  Hughes,  had  been  convicted  of  firing  a  gun 
at  a  person  of  the  name  of  John  Ryan  (Luke);  his  horse  had  been 
killed,  and  no  one'could  say  that  the  balls  were  not  int^ded  for  the 
prosecutor  himself.  The  prisoner  bad  fired  one  shot  himself,  and 
then  called  on  his  companion  in  guilt  to  discharge  another.  One  of 
these  shots  killed  Ryan's  mare,  and  it  was  by  the  mercy  of  God  that 
the  hfe  of  the  prisoner  had  not  become  forfeited  by  his  own  act.  The 
next  culprit  was  John  Pound,  who  was  equally  guilty  of  the  intended 
outrage  perpetrated  on  the  life  of  an  unoffending  individual—  that 
individual  a  female,  surrounded  by  her  little  children,  five  or  six  in 
number — with  a  complete  carelessness  to  the  probable  consequences, 
while  she  and  her  family  were  going,  or  had  gone,  to  bed.  The  contents- 
of  a  gun  were  discharged  through  the  door,  which  entered  the  panel  in 
three  different  places.  The  deaths  resulting  from  this  act  might  have 
been  extensive,  but  it  was  not  a  matter  of  any  moment  how  many  were 
deprived  of  life.  The  woman  had  just  risen  from  her  prayers,  preparing 
herself  to  sleep  under  the  protection  of  that  arm  which  would  shield 
the  diild  and  protect  the  innocent,  when  she  was  wounded.    As  to. 
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Cornelius  Flynn  and  Patrick  Dwyer,  they  likewise  were  the  subjects 
of  similar  imputations  and  similar  observations.  There  was  a  very 
slight  difference  between  them,  but  not  such  as  to  amount  to  any  real 
distinction.  They  had  gone  upon  a  common,  illegal  purpose,  to  the 
bouse  of  a  respectable  individual,  for  the  purpose  of  interfering  with 
the  domestic  arrangements  he  thought  fit  to  make.  They  had  no  sort 
of  right  to  interfere  with  the  disposition  of  a  man's  affairs  ;  and  what 
would  be  the  consequences  if  the  reverse  were  to  be  held  ?  No  impu- 
tation had  ever  lieen  made  upon  the  gentleman  whose  house  was  visited, 
but  he  was  desired  to  dismiss  another,  under  the  pains  and  penalties 
of  death,  although  that  other  was  not  a  retained  servant,  but  a  friend 
who  had  come  to  Mr.  Hogan  on  a  visit  Because  this  visitor  used 
sometimes  to  inspect  the  men  at  work,  the  lawless  edict  issued  that  he 
should  be  put  away.  Good  God !  to  what  extent  did  the  prisoners  and 
such  misguided  men  intend  to  carry  out  their  objects?  Where  was 
their  dictation  to  cease  ?  are  they,  and  those  in  a  similar  rank,  to  take 
upon  themselves  to  regulate  how  many  and  what  men  a  farmer  should 
take  into  his  employment  ?  Were  they  to  be  the  judges  whether  a 
servant  had  discharged  his  duty  to  his  principal?  or  was  it  because  a 
visitor  happened  to  come,  that  the  host  should  turn  him  away,  under 
the  pains  and  penalties  of  death  ?  His  lordship,  after  adverting  to  the 
guilt  of  the  prisoners  in  this  case — the  last  two  persons  convicted,  Thos. 
Stapleton  and  Thos.  Gleeson — said  their  case  was  so  recently  before 
the  public,  that  it  was  sufficient  to  say  they  were  morally  guilty  of  what 
might  be  considered  wilful  and  deliberate  murder.  Murder  was  most 
awful,  because  it  could  only  be  su^ested  by  deliberate  malice,  and  the 
act  of  the  prisoners  was  the  result  of  that  base,  malicious,  and  diaholical 
disposition.  What  was  the  cause  of  resentment  against  the  unfortunate 
man  who  had  been  shot  at,  and  so  desperately  wounded?  Why,  he 
had  dared  to  comply  with  the  wishes  of  a  just  landlord;  and  because 
the  landlord,  for  the  benefit  of  his  tenantry,  proposed  that  the  farms 
should  be  squared,  those  who  acquiesced  in  his  wishes  were  to  be 
equally  the  victims  of  the  assassin.  What  were  the  facts  in  this  case  f 
The  two  prisoners  at  the  bar,  Stapleton  and  Gleeson,  sprung  out  at 
the  man  as  he  was  leaving  work,  placed  him  on  his  knees,  and  without 
giving  him  a  moment  of  preparation,  commenced  the  work  of  blood, 
intending  deliberately  to  despatch  that  unprepared  and  unoffending 
Individual  to  eternity.  What  country  was  it  that  they  lived  in,  in 
which  such  crimes  could  be  perpetrated  in  the  open  light  of  day  ?  It 
was  not  necessary  that  deeds  of  darkness  should  be  shrouded  in  the 
clouds  of  night,  for  the  darkness  of  the  deeds  themselves  was  considered 
a  sufficient  protection.  He  (the  Chief  Justice)  was  not  aware  of  any 
solitary  instance  at  the  present  commission,  to  show  that  the  crimes 
committed  were  the  consequences  of  poverty.    Poverty  should  be  no 
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justification,  however;  it  might  be  some  little  palliation,  but  on  no 
trial  at  this  commission  did  it  appear  that  the  crime  could  be  attributed 
to  distress.  His  lordship  concluded  a  most  impressive  address,  by 
sentencing  the  six  prisoners  called  up  to  transportation  for  life. 

"  The  clock  was  near  midnight  as  the  court  was  cleared,  and  the 
whole  of  the  proceedings  were  solemn  and  impressive  in  the  extreme. 
The  commission  is  likely  to  prove  extremely  beneficial  in  its  results  on 
the  future  tranquillity  of  the  country." 

I  confess,  for  my  part,  to  that  common  cant  and  sickly  sentimen- 
taUty,  which,  thank  God !  is  felt  by  a  great  number  of  people  now-a- 
days,  and  which  leads  them  to  revolt  against  murder,  whether  per- 
formed by  a  nifiian's  knife  or  a  hangman's  rope :  whether  accompanied 
with  a  curse  from  the  thief  as  he  blows  his  victim's  brairks  out,  or  a 
prayer  from  my  lord  on  the  bench  in  his  wig  and  black  cap.  Nay, 
is  all  the  cant  and  sickly  sentimentality  on  our  side,  and  might  not 
some  such  chaise  be  applied  to  the  admirers  of  the  good  old  fashion  ? 
Long  ere  this  is  printed,  for  instance,  Byrne  and  Woods  have  been 
hanged  :*  sent  "  to  face  their  Cod,"  as  the  Chief  Justice  says,  "  with 
the  weight  of  their  victim's  blood  upon  them,"— a  just  observation  ; 
and  remember  that  it  is  we  who  send  them.  It  is  true  that  the  judge 
hopes  Heaven  will  have  mercy  upon  their  souls  ;  but  are  such  recom- 
mendations of  particular  weight  because  they  come  from  the  bench  i 
Psba  I  If  we  go  on  killing  people  without  givii^  them  time  to  repent, 
let  us  at  least  give  up  the  cant  of  praying  for  their  souls'  salvation. 
We  find  a  man  drowning  in  a  well,  shut  the  lid  upon  him,  and  heartily 
pray  that  he  may  get  out.  Sin  has  hold  of  him,  as  the  two  ruffians 
of  LafTan  yonder,  and  we  stand  aloof,  and  hope  that  he  may  escape. 
Let  us  give  up  ibis  ceremony  of  condolence,  and  be  honest,  like  the 
witness,  and  say,  "  Let  him  save  himself  or  not,  if  s  no  business  of 
ours."  .  ,  ,  Here  a  waiter,  with  a  very  broad,  though  insinuating, 
accent,  says,  "Have  you  done  with  the  Sandtkers,  sir?  there's  a 
gentleman  waiting  for 't  these  two  hours."  And  so  he  carries  off  that 
strange  picture  of  pleasure  and  pain,  trad^  theatres,  schools,  courts, 
churches,  life  and  death,  in  Ireland,  which  a  man  may  buy  for  a  four- 
penny-piece. 


The  papers  bdng  read,  it  became  my  duty  to  discover  the  town  ; 
and  a  handsomer  town,  with  fewer  people  in  it,  it  is  impossible  to  sec 
on  a  summer's  day.    In  the  whole  wide  square  of  Stephen's  Green, 

*  The  two  men  were  execnted  pnrsouit  to  lentaice,  and  both  persisted 
solenudy  in  denying  Ihdr  guilc  There  on  be  no  doubt  of  it :  bat  it  sppeais 
to  be  ■  point  of  honour  with  theie  unhappy  men  to  nimke  no  slatemetit  which 
may  incrimiiute  the  witneiMS  who  sppcarcd  on  their  behalf,  and  on  their  part 
perjured  thenuelra  eqtuliy. 
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I  tbink  there  were  not  more  than  two  nursery-maids  to  keep  com- 
pany with  the  statue  of  George  I.,  who  rides  on  horseback  in  the 
middle  of  the  garden,  the  horse  having  Ms  foot  up  to  trot,  as  if  he 
wanted  to  go  out  of  town  too.  Small  troops  of  dirty  children  (too 
poor  and  dirty  to  have  lodgings  at  Kingstown)  were  squatting  here 
and  there  upon  the  sunshiny  steps,  the  only  clients  at  the  thresholds 
of  the  professional  gentlemen  whose  names  figure  on  brass-plates  on 
the  doors.  A  stand  of  lazy  carmen,  a  policeman  or  two  with  clinking 
boot-heels,  a  couple  of  moaning  beggars  leaning  gainst  the  rails 
and  calling  upon  the  Lord,  and  a  fellow  with  a  toy  and  book  staS, 
where  the  lives  of  SL  Patrick,  Robert  Emmett,  and  Lord  Edward 
Fitzgerald  may  be  bought  for  double  their  value,  were  all  the  piopn- 
lation  of  the  Green. 

At  the  door  of  the  Kildare  Street  Gub,  1  saw  eight  gentlemen 

.  looking  at  two  boys  playing  at  leapfrog :  at  the  door  of  the  University 
six  laiy  porters,  in  jockey-caps,  vkk  sunning  themselves  on  a  bendi 
— a  sort  of  blue-bottle  race ;  and  the  Bank  on  the  opposite  side  did 
not  look  as  if  sixpenceworth  of  change  had  been '  negotiated  there 
during  the  day.  There  was  a  lad  pretending  to  seH  umbrdlas  under 
the  colonnade,  ahnost  the  only  instance  of  trade  going  on ;  and  I 
began  to  think  of  Juan  Fernandez,  or  Cambridge  in  the  long  vacation. 
In  the  courts  of  the  College,  scarce  the  ghost  of  a  gyp  or  the  shadow 
of  a  bed-maker. 

In  spite  of  the  solitude,  the  square  of  the  College  is  a  fine  sight : 
a  large  ground,  surrounded  by  buildings  of  various  ages  and  styles, 
but  comfortable,  handsome,  and  in  good  repair;  a  modem  row  of 
rooms ;  a  row  that  has  been  Eliiabethan  once ;  a  hall  and  senate- 
house,  facing  each  other,  of  the  style  of  George  L  ;  and  a  noble  hbraty, 
with  a  range  of  many  windows,  and  a  fine  manly,  simple  fagade  of  cut 

,  Stone.  The  library  was  shut.  The  librarian,  I  suppose,  is  at  the 
seaside ;  and  the  only  part  of  the  establishment  which  I  could  see  was 
the  museum,  to  which  one  of  the  jockey-capped  porters  conducted 
me,  up  a  wide,  dismal  staircase,  (adorned  with  an  old  pair  of  Jack- 
boots, a  dusty  canoe  or  two,  a  few  helmets,  and  a  South  Sea  Islander's 
armour,)  which  passes  through  a  hall  hung  round  with  cobwebs  (with 
which  the  blue-bottles  are  too  wise  to  meddle),  into  an  old  mouldy 
room,  filled  with  dingy  glass-cases,  under  (rfiich  the  articles  of  curiosity 
or  science  were  partially  visible.  In  the  middle  was  a  very  seedy 
camelopard  (the  word  has  grown  to  be  English  by  this  time),  the 
straw  ^tting  through  his  tight  old  Son  and  the  black  c<A>fadQr's-wax 
stufGng  th«  dim  orifices  of  bis  eyes.  Odier  beasts  formed  a  pleasing 
group  aronnd  him,  not  so  tall,  but  equally  motildy  and  <dd.  The 
porter  took  me  round  to  the  cases,  and  told  me  a  grektmiinbcr  of  fibs 
concerning  their  contents  :  there  was  the  harp  of  Brian  Borou,  and 
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the  sword  of  sinne  one  else,  and  other  cheap  old  gimcracks  witb  their 
^>rollary  of  lies.  The  place  would  have  been  a  disgrace  to  Doa 
Sabero.  ■  I  was  quite  glad  to  walk  out  of  it,  and  down  the  dirty 
staircase  again :  about  the  omainents  of  which  the  jockejr-capped 
gyp  had  more  figments  to  tell ;  an  atrocious  one  (I  forget  what)  rela- 
tive to  the  pair  of  boots  ;  near  which — a  fine  specimen  of  collegiate 
taste — were  the  shoes  of  Mr.  O'Brien,  the  Irish  giant.  If  the  collec- 
tion is  worth  preserving, — and  indeed  the  mineralogical  specimens 
look  quite  as  awfiil  as  those  in  the  British  Museum, — one  thing  is  clear, 
-  that  the  rooms  are  worth  sweeping.  A  paU  of  water  costs  nAthing,  a 
■cmbbing-brush  not  much,  and  a  charwoman  might  be  hired  for  a 
trifle,  to  ke^  the  room  in  a  decent  state  of  cleanliness. 

Amoi^  the  curiosities  is  a  mask  of  the  Dean — not  the  scofier  and 
giber,  not  the  fiery  politician,  nor  the  cooitter  of  St  John  and  Harley, 
.  equally  ready  with  servility  and  scorn )  but  the  poor  old  man,  whose 
great  intellect  had  deserted  him,  and  who  died  old,  wild,  and  sad. 
The  tall  forehead  is  fallen,  away  in  a  ruin,  the  mouth  has  settled  in  a 
hideous,  vacant  smile.  Well,  it  was  a. mercy  for  Stella  that  she  died 
first :  it  was  btiter  that  she  should  be  killed  by  his  nnkindness  than 
by  the  sight  of  his  misery;  which,  to  such  a  gende  heart  as  thatj  would 
have  been  harder  still  to  bear. 

The.Bank,  and  other  public  buildings  of  Dublin,  are  jusdy  famous. 
In  the  former  may  still  be  seen  the  room  which  was  the  House  of 
Lords  formerly,  and  where  the  Bank  directors  now  sit,  under  a  clean 
marble  im^e  of  George  III.  The  House  of  Commons  has  disap- 
peared, for  the  accommodation  of  derks  and  cashiers.  The  interior 
is  light,  splendid,  airy,  well-furnished,  and  the  outside  of  the  building 
not  less  so.  The  Exchange,  hard  by,  is  an  equally  magnificent  struc- 
ture ;  but  the  genius  of  commerce  has  deserted  it,  for  all  its  archi~ 
tectutal  beauty.  There  was  nobody  inside  when  1  entered  but  a 
pert  statue  of  George  IH.in  a  Roman  toga,  simpering  and  turning 
out  his  toes ;  and .  two  dirty  children  playing,  whose  hoop-sticks 
ca\ised  great  clattering  echoes  under  the  vacant  sounding  dome.  The 
ne%hbouriiood  is  not  cheerful,  and  has- a  dingy,  poverty-stricken  look. 
Walking  towards  the  river,  you  have  on  either  side  of  you,  at 
Carlisle  Bri^e,  a  .very  brilliant  and  beautiful  prospect :  the  Four 
Courts  and  thdr  dome  to  the  left,  the  Custran  House  and  its  dome  to 
the  right ;.  and  in  this  direction  seaward,  a  considerable  number  of 
vessels  ase  moored,  and  the  quays  are  black  and  busy  with  the  cargoes 
discharged  from  ships.  Seamen  cheering,  berring-women  bawling, 
coal-carts  loading — the  scene  is  animated  and  lively.  Yonder  is  the 
Vinous  Cora  Exchange;  but  the  Lord  Mayor  is  attending  to  his 
duties  in  Parliament,  and  little  of  note  is  going  on.  I  had.  just  passed 
his  lordship's.  man»on  in  Dawson  Street, — a  queer  olddir^  brick 
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house,  vith  dumpy  unts  at  eacli  extremity,  and  looldug  as  if  a  storey 
of  it  liad  been  cut  ofT—a  ras^house.  Close  at  hand,  and  peering; 
over  a  paling,  is  a  statue  of  our  blessed  sovereign  George  II.  How 
absurd  these  pompous  images  look,  of  defunct  majesties,  for  whom  no 
breathing  soul  cares  a  halfpenny!  It  is  not  so  with  the  efHgy  of 
William  III.,  who  has  done  something  to  merit  a  statue.  At  this 
mmute  the  Lord  Mayor  has  William's  effigy  under  a  canvas,  and  is 
painting  him  of  a  bright  green,  picked  out  with  yellow — his  lordsh^s 
own  livery. 

The  view  along  the  quays  to  the  Four  Courts  has  no  small  resem- 
blance  to  a  view  along  the  quays  at  Paris,  thot^h  not  so  lively  as  are 
even  those  quiet  walks.  The  vessels  do  not  come  above-bridge,  and 
the  marine  population  remains  constant  about  them,  and  about 
numerous  dirty  Uquor-shops,  eating-houses,  and  marine-store  esta* 
blishments,  which  are  kept  for  their  accommodadou  along  the  quay. 
As  far  as  you  can  see,  die  shining  Liffey  flows  away  eastward,  hastening 
(like  the  rest  of  the  inhabitants  of  Dublin)  to  the  sea. 

In  front  of  Carlisle  Bridge,  and  not  in  the  least  crowded,  though 
in  the  midst  of  Sackvitle  Street,  stands  Nelson  upon  a  stone  pillar. 
The  Post  Office  is  on  his  right  hand  {only  it  is  cut  off) ;  and  on  his 
left,  "  Gresham's  "  and  the  "  Imperial  Hotel."  Of  the  latter  let  me  say 
(from  subsequent  experience)  that  it  is  ornamented  by  a  cook  who 
could  dress  a  dinner  by  the  side  of  M,  Bore!  or  M.  Soyer.  Would 
there  were  more  such  artists  in  this  Ul-fated  country !  The  street  is 
exceedingly  broad  and  handsome ;  the  shops  at  the  commencement 
rich  and  spadous ;  but  in  Upper  Sackville  Street,  which  doses  with 
the  pretty  building  and  gardens  of  the  Rotunda,  the  appearance  of 
wealth  begins  to  fade  somewhat,  and  the  houses  look  as  if  they  had 
seen  better  days.  Even  in  this,  the  great  street  of  the  town,  there  is 
scarcely  any  one,  and  it  is  as  vacant  and  listless  as  Pall  Mall  in 
October.  In  one  of  the  streets  off  Sackville  Street,  is  the  house  and 
exhibidon  of  the  Irish  Academy,  which  1  went  to  see,  as  it  was  posi- 
tively to  close  at  the  end  of  the  weeic  While  I  was  there,  two  oAer 
people  came  in  ;  and  we  had,  besides,  the  money-taker  and  a  porter, 
to  whom  the  former  was  reading,  out  of  a  newspaper,  those  Tipperary 
murders  which  were  mentioned  in  a  former  page.  The  echo  took  up 
the  theme,  and  hummed  it  gloomily  through  the  vacant  place. 

The  drawii^  and  reputation  of  Mr.  Burton  are  well  known  in 
England :  his  pieces  were  the  most  admired  in  the  collection.  The 
best  draughtsman  is  an  imitator  of  Maclise,  Mr.  Bridgeman,  whose 
pictures  are  full  of  vigorous  drawing,  and  remarkable  too  for  their 
grace;  I  gave  my  catalogue  to  the  two  young  ladies  before  mentioned, 
and  have  forgotten  the  names  of  other  artists  of  merit,  whose  works 
dcdced  the  walls  of  the  Ittde  gallery.    Here,  as  in  London,  the  Art 
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Union  b  making  a.  stir ;  and  several  of  the  pieces  were  marked  as  Ac 
property  of  members  of  that  body.  The  possession  of  some  of  these 
one  would  not  be  inclined  to  covet ;  but  it  is  pleasant  to  see  that 
people  begin  to  buy  pictures  at  all,  and  there  will  be  no  lack  of  artists 
presently,  in  a  country  where  nature  is  so  beautiful,  and  genius  so 
plenty.  In  speaking  of  the  fine  arts  and  of  views  of  Dublin,  it  may  be 
said  that  Mi:.  Petrie's  designs  for  Curry's  Guide-book  of  the  City  are 
exceedingly  beautiful,  and,  above  all,  Irustivorthy :  no  common  quality 
in  a  descriptive  artist  at  present 

Having  a  couple  of  letters  of  introduction  to  leave,  I  had  the 
pleasure  to  find  the  blinds  down  at  one  house,  and  the  window  in 
papers  at  another ;  and  at  each  place  the  knock  was  answered  in  that 
leisurely  way,  by  one  of  those  dingy  female  lieutenants  who  have  no 
need  to  tell  you  that  families  are  out  of  town.    So  the  solitude  became 
very  painful,  and  I  thought  I  would  go  back  and  talk  to  the  waiter  at 
the  "  Shelbume,"  the  only  man  in  the  whole  kingdom  that  I  knew.     I 
had  been  accommodated  with  a  queer  little  room  and  dressing-room 
on  the  ground-floor,  looking  towards  the  Green  ;  a  black-faced,  good- 
humoured  chamber-maid  had  promised  to  perform  a  deal  of  scouring 
which  was  evidently  necessary  (a  fact  she  might  have  observed  for  six 
months  back,  only  she  is  no  doubt  of  an  absent 
turn),  and  when  1  came  back  from  the  walk,  I 
saw  the  little  room  was  evidently  enjoying  itself 
in  the  sunshine,  for  it  had  opened  its  window, 
and  was  taking  a  breath  of  fresh  air,  as  it 
looked  out  upon  the  Green.     Here  is  a  portrait 
of  the  little  window.    (®" 

As  I  came  up  to  it  in  the  street,  its  appear- 
ance made  me  burst  out  laughing,  very  much 
to  the  surprise  of  a  ragged  duster  of  idlers 
lolling  upon  the  steps  next  door ;  and  I  have 
drawn  it  here,  not  because  it  is  a  pairicularly 
picturesque  or  rare  kind  of  window,  but  because, 

as  J  fancy,  there  is  a  sort  of  moral  in  it.  You  don't  see  such  windows- 
commonly  in  respectable  English  inns— windows  leaning  gracefully 
upon  hearth-brooms  for  support.  Look  out  of  that  window  without  the 
hearth-broom  and  it  would  cut  your  head  off ;  how  the  be^ars  would 
start  that  are  always  sitting  on  the  steps  next  door  i  Is  it  prejudice 
that  makes  one  prefer  the  English  window,  that  relies  on  its  own  ropes 
and  ballast  (or  lead  if  you  like),  and  does  not  need  to  be  propped  by 
any  foreign  aid  ?  or  is  this  only  a  solitary  instance  of  the  kind,  and  are 
there  no  other  specimens  in  Ireland  of  the  careless,  dangerous,  extra- 
vagant hearth-broom  system? 

In  the  midst  of  these  reflections  (which  might  have  been  carried 

-jOojjIc 


274  THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 

mucb  foitlier,  for  a  person  witb  an  allegorical  turn  might  examine  the 
entile  country  through  this  window),  a  most  wonderAil  cab,  with  an 
immense  prancing  cab-horse,  was  seen  to  stop  at  the  door  of  the  hotel, 
and  Pat  the  waiter  tumbling  into  the  room  swiftly  with  a  card  in  his 
hand,  says,  "  Sir,  the  gentleman  of  this  card  is  waiting  for  you  at 
the  door."  Mdh  Dieu .'  it  was  an  invitation 'to  diimer !  and  I  almost 
leapt  into  the  arms  of  the  man  in  the  cab — so  delightful  was  it  to  find 
a  friend  in  a  place  where,  a  moment  before,  I  had  been*  as  lonely  as 
Robinson  Crusoe. 

The  only  drawback,  perhaps,  to  pure  happiness,  when  riding  in 
such  a  gorgeous  equipage  as  this,  was  that  we  could  not  drive  up 
Regent  Street,  and  meet  a  few  creditors,  or  acquaintances  at  leasL 
However,  Pat,  I  thought,  was  exceedingly  awe-stricken  by  my  disap- 
pearance in  this  vehicle  ;  which  had  evidently,  too,  a  considerate 
effect  upon  some  other  waiters  at  the  "  Shelbume,"  with  whom  1  was 
not  as  yet  so  fimihar.  The  mouldy  camelopard  at  the  Trinity  Col- 
lege "  Musayum "  was  scarcely  taller  than  the  bay-horse  in  the  cab  j 
the  groom  behind  was  of  a  corresponding  smallness.  The  cab  was  of 
a  lovely  olive-green,  picked  out  white,  high  on  high  springs  and 
enormous  wheels,  which,  big  as  they  were,  scarcely  seemed  to  touch 
the  earth.  The  little  tiger  swung  gracefully  up  and  down,  holding  on 
by  the  hood,  which  was  of  the  material  of  which  the  most  precious  and 
polished  boots  are  made.  As  for  the  Uitmg—'aui  here  we  come  too 
□ear  the  sanctity  of  private  life  :  sufdce  that  there  was  a  kind  friend 
inside,  who  (though  by  no  means  of  the  faiiy  sort)  was  as  welcome  as 

any  feury  in  the  finest  chariot.    W had  seen  me  landing  from  the 

packet  that  morning,  and  was  the  very  man  who  in  London,  a  month 
previous,  had  recommended  me  to  the  "  Shelbume."  These  facts 
are  not  of  much  consequence  to  the  public,  to  be  sure,  except  that  an 
explanation  was  necessary  of  the  miraculous  appearance  rf  the  cab 
and  horse. 

Our  course,  as  may  be  imagined,  was  towards  the  seaside ;  for 
whither  else  should  an  Irishman  at  this  season  go?  Not  far  from 
Kingstown  is  a  house  devoted  to  the  purpose  of  festivity ;  it  is  called 
Salt  Hill,  stands  upon  a  rising  ground,  commanding  a  fine  view  of  the 
bay  and  the  railroad,  and  is  kept  by  persons  bearing  the  celebrated  ■ 
name  of  Lovegrove.  It  is  in  fact  a  sea-Greenwich,  and  though 
th»%  are  no  marine  whitebait,  other  fishes  are  to  be  had  in  plenty, 
and  especially  the  famous  Bray  trout,  which  does  not  ill  deserve  its 
reputation. 

Here  we  met  three  young  men,  who  may  be  called  by  the  names  of 
their  several  counties — Mr.  Galway,  Mr.  Roscommon,  and  Mr.  Clare; 
and  it  seemed  that  I  was  to  complain  of  solitude  no  longer ;  for  one 
straightway  invited  me  to  his  county,  where  was  the  finest  salmon- 
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fishing  in  the  world ;  another  said  he  would  drive  me  through  the 
county  Kerry  in  hb  four-in'hand  drag ;  and  the  third  had  some  pro- 
positions of  sport  equally  hospitable.  As  for  going  down  to  some 
races,  on  the  Curragh  of  Kildare  I  think,  which  were  to  be  held  oti  the 
next  and  the  three  following  days,  there  seemed  to  be  no  question 
About  tiat.  That  a  man  should  miss  a.  race  within  forty  miles,  seemed 
to  he  a  point  never  contemfdated  by  these  jovial  sporting  fdlows. 


Strolling  about  in  the  neighbourhood  before  dimier,  we  went  down 
to  the  seashore,  and  to  some  caves  which  had  lately  been  discovered 
there ;  and  two  Irish  ladies,  who  were  at  the  entrance  of  one  of  them, 
permitted  me  to  takeithe  above  portraits,  which  were  pronounced  to 
be  pretty  accurate. 
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They  s^d  they  had  not  acquiesced  in  the  general  Tempenmce 
movement  that  had  taken  place  throughout  the  country ;  and,  indeed, 
if  the  truth  must  be  known,  it  w^  only  under  promise  of  a  glass  of 
whisky  apiece  that  their  modesty  could  be  so  far  overcome  as  to  permit 
them  to  sit  for  their  portraits.  By  the  time  they  were  done,  a  crowd  of 
both  seies  had  gathered  round,  and  expressed  themselves  quite  ready 
to  sic  upon  the  same  terms.  Bnt  though  there  was  great  variety  in 
their  countenances,  there  was  not  much  beauty ;  and,  besides,  dinner 
was  by  this  time  ready,  which  has  at  cert^  periods  a  charm  even 
greater  than  art 

The  bay,  which  had  been  veiled  in  mist  and  grey  in  the  morning, 
was  now  shining  under  the  most  beautiful  clear  sky,  which  piesently 
became  rich  with  a  thousand  gorgeous  hues  of  sunset.  The  view  was 
as  stmling  and  delightful  a  one  as  can  be  conceived, — just  such  a  one 
as  should  be  seen  ifroiwJ  a  good  dinner;  with  no  fatiguing  sublimity 
or  awful  beauty  in  it,  but  brisk,  brilliant,  sunny,  enlivening.  In  fact, 
in  placing  his  banqueting-house  here,  Mr.  Lovegrove  had,  as  usual,  a 
brilliant  idea.  You  must  not  have  too  much  view,  or  a  severe  one,  to 
give  a  relish  to  a  goo^  dinner ;  nor  too  much  music,  nor  too  quick,  nor 
too  slow,  nor  too  loud.  Any  reader  who  has  dined  at  a  tabU-d'hSU  iit 
Germany  will  know  the  annoyance  of  this  :  a  set  of  musicians  imme- 
diately at  your  back  will  sometimes  play  you  a  melancholy  polonaise  ; 
and  a  man  with  a  good  ear  must  perforce  eat  in  time,  and  your  soup  is 
quite  cold  before  it  is  swallowed.  Then,  all  of  a  sudden,  crash  goes  a 
brisk  gallop  !  and  you  are  obliged  to  gulp  your  victuals  at  the  rate  of 
ten  miles  an  hour.  And  in  respect  of  conversation  during  a  good 
dinner,  the  same  rules  of  propriety  should  be  consulted.  Deep  and 
sublime  talk  is  as  improper  as  sublime  prospects.  Dante  and  cham- 
pagne (I  was  going  to  say  Milton  and  oysters,  but  that  is  a  pun)  are 
quite  unfit  themes  of  dinner-taBc  Let  it  be  light,  brisk,  not  oppressive 
to  the  brmn.  Our  conversation  was,  I  recollect,  just  the  thing.  We 
talked  about  the  last  Derby  the  whole  time,  and  the  state  of  the  odds- 
for  the  St  Leger ;  nor  was  the  Ascot  Cup  forgotten ;  and  a  bet  or  two 
was  gaily  booked. 

Meanwhile  the  sky,  which  had  been  blue  and  then  red,  assumed, 
towards  the  horizon,  as  the  red  was  sinking  under  it,  a  gentle,  delicate- 
cast  of  green.  Howth  Hill  became  of  a  darker  purple,  and  the  sails 
of  the  boats  rather  dim.  The  sea  grew  deeper  and  deeper  in  colour. 
The  lamps  at  the  railroad  dotted  the  line  with  fire ;  and  the  light- 
houses of  the  bay  began  to  flame.  The  trains  to  and  from  the  city 
rushed  flashing  and  hissing  by.  In  a  word,  everybody  smd  it  was  time 
to  light  a  cigar;  wluchwas  done,  the  conversation  about  the  Derby 
still  continuing. 

"  Put  out  that  candle,"  said  Roscommon  to  Care.    This  the  latter 
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instantly  did  by  flinging  the  taper  out  of  the  window  upon  the  la.wn, 
which  is  a  thoroughfare ;  and  where  a  great  laugh  arose  among  half 
a.  score  of  bei^ar-boys,  who  had  been  under  the  window  for  some 
time  past,  repeatedly  requesting  the  company  to  throw  out  sixpence 
between  them. 

Two  other  sporting  young  fellows  had  now  joined  the  company ; 
and  as  by  this  time  claret  began  to  have  rather  a  mawkish  taste, 
whisky-and-water  was  ordered,  which  was  drunk  upon  the  ptrron 
before  the  house,  whither  the  whole  party  adjourned,  and  where  for 
many  hours  we  delightfully  tossed  for  sixpences — a  noble  and  fasci- 
nating sport.  Nor  would  these  remarkable  events  have  been  narrated, 
had  I  not  received  express  permission  from  the  gentlemen  of  the  party 
to  record  all  that  was  said  and  done.  Who  knows  but,  a  thousand 
years  hence,  some  antiquary  or  historian  may  find  a  moral  in  this 
description  of  the  amusement  of  the  British  youth  at  the  present 
enlightened  time  ? 

HOT  LOBSTER,- 

P.S.— You  take  a  lobster,  about  three  feet  long  if  possible,  remove 
the  shell,  cut  or  break  the  flesh  of  the  fish  ia  pieces  not  too  small 
Some  one  else  meanwhile  makes  a  mixture  of  mustard,  vinegar, 
catsup,  and  lots  of  cayenne  pepper.  You  produce  a  machine  called 
a  deipaUktr,  which  has  a  spirit-lamp  under  it  that  is  usually  illumi' 
nated  with  whisky.  The  lobster,  the  sauce,  and  near  half  a  pound 
of  butter  are  placed  in  the  despatcher,  which  is  immediately  closed, 
When  boiling,  the  mixture  is  stirred  up,  the  lobster  being  sure  to 
faeave  about  in  the  pan  in  a  convulsive  manner,  while  it  emits  a 
remarkably  rich  and  agreeable  odour  through  the  apartment.  A  glass 
and  a  half  of  sherry  is  now  thrown  into  the  pan,  and  the  contents 
served  out  hot,  and  eaten  by  the  company.  Porter  is  commonly  drunk^ 
and  whisky-punch  afterwards,  and  the  dish  is  fit  for  an  emperor, 

N.B. — You  are  recommended  not  to  hurry  yourself  in  getting  up 
the  next  morning,  and  may  take  soda-water  with  advantagc.^ft»- 
iatumest. 


n,o.i,7=rir,  Google 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


CHAPTER  11. 


IT  bad  beea  settled  among  my  friends,  I  don't  know  for  -vhat 
particular  reason,  that  the  ^ricultural  Show  at  Cork  was  an 
exhiWtion  I  was  specially  bound  to  eee.  When,  therefore,  a  gentle- 
maa  to  whom  1  had  brought  a  letter  of  introduction  kindly  ofiered  me 
a  seat  in  his  carriage,  which  was  to  travel  by  short  days'  joumeys  to 
that  city,  I  took  an  abrupt  farewell  of  Pat  the  wiuter,  and  some  other 
fnends  in  Dublin :  proposing  to  renew  our  acquaintance,  however, 
upon  some  fdture  day> 

We  started  thc&  one  fine  afternoon  on  the  road  from  Dublin  to 
Naas,  which  is  the  main  southern  road  from  the  capital  to  Munster, 
and  met,  in  the  coune  of  the  ride  of  a  score  of  miles,  a  dozen  of  coaches 
very  heavily  loaded,  and  bringing  passei^ers  to  the  city.  The  exit 
from  Dublin  this  way-  is  not  touch  more  elegant  than  the  outlet  by  way 
of  Kingstown :  for  though  the  great  branches  of  the  city  appear 
flourishing  enough  as  yet,  the  small  outer  ones  are  in  a  sad  state  of 
decay.  Houses  dropoff  here  and  there,  and  dwindle nofolly  in aie; 
we  are  got  into  the  back  premises  «f  the  seemingly  prosperous  place, 
and  it  looks  miserable,  careless,  and  deserted.  We  passed  through  a 
street  which  was  thriTing  once,  but  has  fallen  since  into  a  sort  of 
decay,  to  judge  outvrardly,~-~St.  Thomas'  Street  Emmett  was  hanged 
in  the  midst  of  it  And  on  pursuing  tbe  line  of  street,  and  crossing 
the  Great  Canal,  you  come  presently  to  a  fine  tall  sqnare  building  in 
the  outskirts  of  the  town,  which  is  no  more  nor  less  than  Kilmaii^am 
;  Gaol,  or  Castle.  Poor  Emmett  is  the  Irish  darling  still— his  history 
'  is  on  eveiy  bookstall  in  the  city,  and  yonder  trim-looking  brick  gaol 
a  spot  where  Irishmen  may  go  and  pray.  Many  a  martyr  of  theirs 
has  appeared  and  died  in  front  of  it, — found  guilty  of  "  wearing  of  the 
green." 

There  must  be  a  fine  view  from  the  gaol  windows,  for  we  presently 
come  to  a  great  stretch  of  brilliant  green  country,  leaving  the  Dublin 
hills  lying  to  the  left,  picturesque  in  thrir  outline,  and  of  wondeiAd 
colour.  It  seems  to  me  to  be  quite  a  different  colour  to  that  in 
Enf^d— different-shaped  clouds— different  shadows  and  lights.  The 
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conntcy  is  well  tiUed,  well  peeled ;  the  hay-hairvest  on  the  ground, 
and  the  people  takii^  ftdvaniage  of  'the  sunshine  to  gather  it  in ;  but 
in  spite  of  evet7thiDg,-^-gTeen  meadows,  white  villages  and  sunshine, 
— the  place  has  a  sort  of  sadness  in  the  look  of  it. 

The  first  town  we  passed,  as  appears  by  reference  to  the  Guide- 
book, is  the  litdc  town  of  Rathcoole  j  but  in  the  space  of  three  days 
Rathcoolc  has  disappeared  from  my  memory,  with  the  exception  of 
a  little  tow  building  which  the  village  contains,  and  where  arc  the 
quarters  of  the  Irish  constabulary.  Nothing  can  be  finer  than  the 
trim,  ordeiiy,  and  soldierlike  appearance  of  this  splendid  corps 
of  men. 

One  has  glimpses  all  along  the  road  of  numerous  gentlemen's 
places,  looking  extensive  and  prosperous,  of  a  few  mills  by  streams 
here  and  there ;  but  though  the  streams  run  still,  the  mill-wheels  are 
idle  for  the  chief  part ;  and  the  road  passes  more  than  one  long  low  ' 
village,  looking  bare  and  poor,  but  neat  and  whitewashed  :  it  seems 
as  if  the  inhabitants  were  determined  to  put  a  decent  look  upon  their 
poverty.  One  or  two  villages  there  were  evidently  appertaining  to 
gentlemen's  seats  ;  these  are  smart  enough,  especially  that  of  Johns- 
town, near  Lord  Mayo's  fine  domain,  where  the  houses  are  of  the 
Gothic  sort,  with  pretty  porches,  creepiers,  and  railings.  Noble  purple 
hills  to  the  leit  and  right  keep  up,  as  it  were,  an  accompaniment  to 
the  road. 

As  for  the  town  of  Naas,  the  first  after  Dublin  that  1  have  seen, 
what  can  be  said  of  it  but  that  it  looks  poor,  mean,  and  yet  somehow 
cheerful  ?  There  was  a  little  bustle  in  the  small  shops,  a  few  cars 
were  jii^lii^  along  the  broadest  street  of  the  town^some  sort  of 
dandies  and  military  indlvidoals  were  lolling  about  right  and  left; 
and  I  saw  a  fine  court-house,  where  the  assizes  of  Kildare  county 
are  held. 

Bat  by  far  the  finest,  and  I  think  the  most  extensive  edifice  in 
Naas,  was  a  haystack  in  the  inn-yard,  the  proprietor  of  which  did  not 
fail  to  make  me  remark  its  size  and  splendoar.  It  was  of  sudi 
dimensions  as  to  strike  a  cockney  with  respect  and  pleasure  ;  and 
here  standing  just  as  the  new  crops  were  coming  in,  told  a  tale  of 
opulent  thrift  and  good  husbandry.  Are  there  many  more  such  hay- 
stacks, I  wonder,  in  Ireland  ?  The  crops  along  the  roads  seemed 
'  healdiy,  though  rather  light :  wheat  and  oats  plenty,  and  especially 
flourishing;  hay  and  clover  not  so  good;'  and  turnips  (let  the  im- 
portant renuuk  be  taken  at  its  fiiU  value)  almost  entirely  wanting. 

The  Uttle  town,  as  they  caU  it,  of  KilcuUen,  tumbles  down  ahill  and 
struggles  up  another ;  the  two  being  here  picturesquely  divided  by  the 
Liffey,  over  which  goes  an  antique  bridge.  It  boasts,  moreover,  of  a 
portion  of  an  abbey  wall,  and  a  piece  of  round  tower,  both  on  the  hill 
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summit,  and  to  be  seen  (says  the  Guide-book)  for  many  miles  round.  ' 
Here  we  saw  the  first  public  evidences  of  the  distress  of  the  country. 
There  was  no  trade  in  the  little  place,  and  but  few  people  to  be  seen, 
except  a  crowd  round  a  meal-shop,  where  meal  is  distributed  once  a 
week  by  the  neighbouring  gentry.  There  must  have  been  some 
hundreds  of  persons  waiting  about  the  doors  ;  women  for  the  most 
part :  some  of  their  children  were  to  be  found  loitering  about  the  bridge 
much  farther  up  the  street :  but  it  was  curious  to  note,  amongst  these 
undeniably  starving  people,  how  healthy  their  looks  were.  Going  a 
little  farther  we  saw  women  pulling  weeds  and  nettles  in  the  beeves,  on 
which  dismal  sustenance  the  poor  creatures  live,  having  no  bread,  no 
potatoes,  no  work.  Well  1  these  women  did  not  look  thinner  or  more 
unhealthy  than  many  a  well-fed  person.  A  company  of  English 
lawyers,  now,  look  more  cadaverous  than  these  starving  creatures. 

Stretching  away  from  Kilcullen  bridge,  for  a  couple  of  miles  or 
more,  near  the  fine  house  and  plantations  of  the  Latouche  family,  is  to 
be  seen  a  much  prettier  sight,  I  think,  than  the  finest  park  and  mansion 
in  the  world.  This  is  a  tract  of  excessively  green  land,  dotted  over 
with  brilliant  white  cottages,  each  with  its  couple  of  trim  acres  of 
garden,  where  you  see  thick  potato-ridges  covered  with  blossom,  great 
blue  plots  of  comfortable  cabbages  and  such  pleasant  plants  of  the  poor 
man's  garden.  Two  or  three  years  since,  the  land  was  a  marshy  common, 
which  had  never  since  the  days  of  the  Deluge  fed  any  being  b^er 
than  a  snipe,  and  into  which  the  poor  people  descended,  drainii^  and 
cultivating  and  rescuing  the  marsh  from  the  water,  and  raising  their 
cabins  and  setting  up  their  little  enclosures  of  two  or  three  acres 
upon  the  land  which  they  had  thus  created.  "  Many  of  'em  has  passed  . 
months  in  jail  for  that,"  said  my  informant  (a  groom  on  the  back  seat 
of  my  host's  phaeton) :  for  it  appears  that  certain  gendemen  in  the 
neighbourhood  looked  upon  the  titles  of  these  new  colonists  with  some 
jealousy,  and  would  have  been  glad  to  depose  them ;  but  there  were 
some  better  philosophers  among  the  surrounding  gentry,  who  advised 
that  instead  of  discouraging  the  settlers  it  would  be  best  to  help  them  ; 
and  the  consequence  has  been,  that  there  are  now  two  hundred 
flourishing  little  homesteads  upon  this  rescued  land,  and  as  many 
£miilies  in  comfort  and  plenty. 

Just  at  the  confines-  of  this  pretty  rustic  republic,  our  pleasant 
afternoon's  drive  ended  ;  and  I  must  begin  this  tour  with  a  monstrous 
breach  of  confidence,  by  first  describing  what  1  saw. 

Well,  then,  we  drove  through  a  neat  lodge-gate,  with  no  stone  hons 
or  supporters,  but  riding  well  on  its  hinges,  and  looking  fresh  and 
white  ;  and  passed  by  a  lodge,  not  Gothic,  but  decorated  with  flowers 
and  evergreens,  with  clean  windows,  and  a  sound  slate  roof ;  and  then 
went  over  a  trim  road,  through  a  few  acres  of  grass,  adorned  with 
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plenty  of  young  firs  and  other  healthy  trees,  under  which  were  feeding 
a  dozen  of  fine  cows  or  more.  The  road  led  up  to  a  house,  or  rather  a 
congregation  of  rooms,  built  seemingly  to  suit  the  owner's  convenience, 
and  increasing  with  his  increasing  wealth,  or  whim,  or  family.  This 
latter  is  as  plentiful  as  everything  else  about  the  place ;  and  as  the 
arrows  increased,  the  good-natured,  lucky  father  has  been  forced  to 
multiply  the  quivers. 

First  came  out  a  young  gentleman,  the  hdr  of  the  house,  who,  after 
greeting  his  papa,  began  examming  the  horses  with  much  interest ; 
whilst  three  or  four  servants,  quite  neat  and  well  dressed,  and, 
wonderful  to  say,  without  any  talking,  began  to  occupy  themselves  with 
the  carriage,  the  passengers,  and  the  trunks.  Meanwhile,  the  owner  of 
the  house  bad  gone  into  the  hall,  which  is  snugly  furnished  as  a. 
morning-room,  and  where  one,  two,  three  young  ladies  came  in  to  greet 
him.  The  young  ladies  having  concluded  their  embraces,  performed 
(as  I  am  bound  to  say  from  experience,  both  in  London  and  ParisJ 
some  very  appropriate  and  well-finished  curtsies  to  the  strangers 
arriving.  And  these  three  young  persons  were  presently  succeeded  by 
some  still  younger,  who  came  without  any  curtsies  at  all ;  but,  bounding 
and  jumping,  and  shouting  out  "  Papa  "  at  the  top  of  their  voices,  they 
fell  forthwith  upon  that  worthy  gentleman's  person,  taking  possession 
this  of  his  knees,  that  of  his  arms,  that  of  his  whiskers,  as  fancy  or 
taste  might  dictate. 

"Are  there  any  more  of  you?"  says  he,  with  perfect  good-humour : 
and,  in  fact,  it  appeared  that  there  were  some  more  in  the  nursery,  as 
we  subsequently  had  occasion  to  see. 

Well,  this  large  happy  family  are  lodged  in  a  house  than  which  a 
prettier  or  more  comfortable  is  not  to  be  seen  even  in  England ;  of  the 
furniture  of  which  it  may  be  in  confidence  said,  that  each  article  b 
only  ma4e  to  answer  one  purpose : — thus,  that  chairs  are  never  called 
upon  to  exercise  the  versatility  of  their  genius  by  propping  up  windows  j 
that  chests  of  drawers  are  not  obliged  to  move  their  unwieldy  persons 
in  order  to  act  as  locks  to  doors ;  that  the  windows  are  not  variegated 
by  paper,  or  adorned  with  wafers,  as  in  other  places  which  I  have  seen : 
in  &ct,  that  the  place  is  just  as  comfortable  as  a  place  can  be. 

And  if  these  comforts  and  reminiscences  of  three  days'  date  are 
enlarged  upon  at  some  length,  the  reason  is  simply  this : — this  is 
written  at  what  is  supposed  to  be  the  best  iim  at  one  of  the  best  towns 
of  Ireland,  Waterford.  Dinner  is  just  over;  it  is  assize-week,  and  the 
iabU-d'hSU  vias  surrounded  for  the  chief  part  by  English  attorneys — 
the  cyouncillors  (as  the  bar  are  pertinaciously  called)  dining  upstairs 
in  private.  Well,  on  going  to  the  public  room  and  being  about  to  lay 
down  my  hat  on  the  sideboard,  I  was  obliged  to  pause— out  of  regard 
to  a  fine  thick  coat  of  dust  which  had  been  kindly  left  to  gather  for 
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'  some  days  past  I  should  think,  and  which  it  seemed  a  shame  to  dis- 
place. Yonder  is  a  chair  basking  quietly  in  the  sunshine ;  some  round 
object  has  eridently  reposed  upon  it  (a  hat  or  plate  probably),  for  yoo 
see  a  dear  circle  of  black  horsehair  in. the  middle  of  the  chair,  and 
dust  all  round  it  Not  one  of  those  dirty  napkins  that  the  four  waiters 
carry,  would  wipe  away  the  grime  A-om  the  chair,  and  take  to  itself  a 
little  dust  more  I  The  people  in  the  room  are  shouting  out  for  the 
waiters,  who  cry,  "  Yes,  sir,"  peevishly,  and  don't  come ;  but  stand 
bawling  and  jangling,  and  calling  each  other  names,  at  the  sideboard. 
The  dinner  is  plentiful  and  nasty — raw  ducks,  raw  pease,  on  a 
crumpled  tablecloth,  over  which  a  waiter  has  just  spirted  a  pint  of 
obstreperous  cider.  The  windows  are  open,  to  give  free  view  of  a 
crowd  of  old  beggar-women,  and  of  a  fellow  playing  a  cursed  Irish 
pipe.  Presently  this  delectable  apartment  fills  with  choking  peat- 
smoke  i  and  on  asking  what  is  the  cause  of  this  agreeable  addition  to 
the  pleasures  of  the  pdace,  yon  are  told  that  they  are  lighting  a  fire  in 
a  back-room. 

Why  should  I^htii^  a  fire  in  a  back-room  fill  a  whole  enormous 
house  with  smoke  ?  Why  should  four  waiters  stand  and  jaw  and 
gesticulate  among  Uiemselves,  instead  of  waiting  on  the  guests  ?  Why 
should  ducks  be  raw,  and  dust  lie  quiet  in  places  where  a  hundred 
people  pass  daily  ?    All  these  points  make  one  think  very  regretfully 

of  neat,  pleasant,  comfortable,  prosperous  H town,  where  the 

meat  was  cooked,  and  the  rooms  were  dean,  and  the  servants  didn't 
talk.  Nor  need  it  be  said  here,  that  it  is  as  cheap  to  have  a  house 
clean  as  dirty,  and  that  a  raw  leg  of  mutton  costs  exactly  the  same 
sum  as  one  cuii  &  point.    And  by  this  moral  earnestly  hoping  that  all 

Ireland  may  profit,  let  us  go  back  to  H ,  and  the  sights  to  be  seen 

there. 

There  is  no  need  to  particularize  the  chairs  and  tables  any  farther, 
nor  to  say  what  sort  of  conversation  and  claret  we  had ;  nor  to  set 
down  the  dishes  served  at  dinner.  If  an  Irish  gentleman  does  not 
give  you  a  more  hearty  welcome  than  an  Englishman,  at  least  he  has 
a  more  hearty  manner  of  welcoming  you ;  and  while  the  latter  reserves 
his  fun  and  hmnour  fif  he  possess  those  qualities)  for  his  particular 
friends,  the  fonner  is  ready  to  laugh  and  talk  his  best  with  all  the 
world,  and  give  way  entirely  to  his  mood.  And  it  would  be  a  good 
opportunity  here  for  a  man  who  is  dever  at  philosophizing  to  expound 
various  theories  upon  the  modes  of  hospitality  practised  in  various 
parts  of  Europe.  In  a  couple  of  hours'  talk,  an  Englishman  will  give 
you  his  notions  on  trade,  politics,  the  crops;  the  last  run  with  the 
hounds,  or  the  weather:  it  requires  a  long  sitting,  and  a  bottle  of  wine 
at  the  least,  to  induce  him  to  laugh  cordi^y,  or  to  speak  unreservedly  ; 
and  if  you  joke  with  him  before  you  know  him,  he  will  assuredly  set 
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you  down  as  a  low  impertinent' fdlow.  In  two  hours,  and  over  a  pipe, 
a  Gennab  will  be  quite  reaxljr  to  let  loose  the  easy  floodgates  of  his 
sentiment,  and  confide  to  you  many  of  the  secrets  of  his  soft  heart. 
In  two  hours  a  Frenchman  will  say  a  hundred  and  twenty  smart,  witty, 
brilliant,  false  things,  and  will  care  for  you  as  much  then  as  he  would 
if  you  saw  him  every  day  for  twenty  years — that  is,  not  one  single 
straw ;  and  in  two  hours  an  Irishman  will  have  allowed  his  jovial 
,  humour  to  unbutton,  and  gambolled  and  frolicked  to  his  heart's  content. 
Which  of  these,  putting  ^OBJ/lwr  out  of  the  question,  will  stand  by  his 
friend  with  the  most  constancy,  and  maintain  his  stKidy  wish  to  serve 
him?  That  is  a  question  which  the  EngUshman  (and  I  think  with  a 
little  of  bis  ordinary  cool  assumption)  is  disposed  to  decide  in  his  own 
fitvour;  but  it  is  clear  that  for  a  stranger  the  Irish  ways  are  the 
pleasantest,  for  here  he  is  at  once  made  happy  and  at  home  ;  or  at 
ease  rather :  for  home  is  a  strong  word,  and  implies  much  more  than 
any  stranger  can  expect,  or  even  desire  to  claim. 

Nothing  could  be  more  dcUghtful  to  witness  than  the  evident  affec- 
tion which  the  children  and  parents  bore  to  one  another,  and  the 
cheerfulness  and  happiness  of  their  family-parties.  The  father  of  one 
lad  went  with  a  party  of  his  friends  and  family  on  a  pleasure-party,  in 
a  handsoroe  coach-and-four.  The  little  fellow  sat  on  the  coach-box 
.  and  played  with  the  whip  very  wistfolly  for  some  time  :  the  sun  was 
shining,  the  horses  came  out  in  bright  harness,  with  glistening  coats  ; 
one  of  the  girls  brought  a  geranium  to  stick  in  papa's  button-hole,  who 
was  to  drive.  But  although  there  was  room  in  the  coach,  and  though 
papa  said  he  should  go  if  he'  liked,  and  though  the  lad  longed  to  go — 
as  who  wouldn't  ?— he  jumped  off  the  box,  and  said  he  would  not  go  : 
mamma  would  like  him  to  stop  at  home  and  keep  his  sister  company  ; 
and  so  down  he  went  like  a  hero.  Does  tbia  story  appear  trivial  to  any 
one  who  reads  it  f  If  so,  he  is  a  pompous  fellow,  whose  opinion  is  not 
worth  the  having;  or  he  has  no  children  of  his  own;  or  he  has  for- 
gotten the  day  when  he  #as  a  child  himself;  or  he  has  never  repented 
of  the  suily  selfirfiness  withwhidi  he  treated  brothers  and  sisters,  after 
the  habit  of  young  Engli^  gentlemen. 

"  That's  a  list  that  uncle  keeps  of  his  children,"  said  the  same  young 
fidlow,  seeing  his  uncle  reading  a  paper  ;  and  to  understand  this  jokei 
it  must  be  lemembered  that  the  children  of  the  gentleman  called  uncle 
came  into  the  breakfast -room  by  half-dozens.  "  That's  a  mtn  feHow," 
said  the  eUest  of  these  latter  to  me,  as  his  father  went  out  of  the  room, 
evidently  thinking  his  papa  was  the  greatest  wit  and  wonder  in  the 
whole  world.  And  a  great  merit,  as  it  appeared  to  me,  on  the  part  of 
these  worthy  parents  was,  that  they  consented  not  only  to  make,  but  to 
tate  jokes  from  their  young  ones:  norwas  the  parental  authority  in  the 
least  weakened  by  this  kind  familiar  ir 
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A  word  with  regard  to  the  ladies  so  far.  Those  I  have  seen  appear 
to  the  full  as  well  educated  and  refined,  and  far  more  frank  and  cordial, 
than  thegeneralit^  of  the  fair  creatures  on  the  other  side  of  the  Channel. 
I  have  not  heard  anything  about  poetry,  to  be  sure,  and  in  only  one 
house  have  seen  an  album ;  but  I  have  heard  some  capital  music,  of 
an  excellent  family  sort — that  sort  which  is  used,  namely,  to  set  young 
people  dancing,  which  they  have  done  merrily  for  some  nights.  In 
respect  of  drinking,  among  the  gentry  teetotalism  does  not,  thank  . 
heaven  !  as  yet  appear  to  prevail ;  but  although  the  claret  has  been  in- 
variably good,  there  has  been  no  improper  use  of  it*  Let  all  English 
be  recommended  to  be  very  carefijl  of  whisky,  which  experience  teaches 
to  be  a  very  deleterious  drink.  Natives  say  that  it  is  wholesome,  and 
may  be  sometimes  seen  to  use  it  with  impunity ;  but  the  whisky-fever 
is  naturally  more  fatal  to  strangers  than  inhabitants  of  the  country  ; 
and  whereas  an  Irishman  will  sometimes  imbibe  a  half-doien  tumblers 
of  the  poison,  two  glasses  will  be  often  found  to  cause  headaches,  heart- 
bums,  and  fevers  to  a  person  newly  arrived  in  the  country.  The  said 
whisky  is  always  to  be  had  for  the  asking,  but  is  not  produced  at  the 
bettermost  sort  of  tables. 

Before  setting  out  on  our  second  day's  journey,  we  had  time  to  ac- 
company the  well-pleased  owner  of  H town  over  some  of  his  fields 

and  out-premises.    Nor  can  there  be  a  pleasanter  sight  to  owner  or 

stranger.      Mr.  P fanns  four  hundred  acres  of  land  about  his 

house ;  and  employs  on  this  estate  no  less  than  a  hundred  and  ten 
persons.  He  says  there  is  full  work  for  every  one  of  them  ;  and  to  see 
the  elaborate  stale  of  cultivation  in  which  the  land  was,  it  is  easy  to 
understand  how  such  an  agricultural  regiment  were  employed.  The 
estate  is  like  a  well-ordered  garden  :  we  walked  into  a  huge  field  of 
potatoes,  and  the  landlord  made  us  remark  that  there  was  not  a  single 
weed  between  the  furrows  :  and  the  whole  formed  a  vast  flower-bed  of 
a  score  of  acres.  Every  bit  of  land  up  to  the  hedj[e-side  was  fertilised 
and  full  of  produce  :  the  space  left  for  the  plough  having  afterwards 
been  gone  over,  and  yielding  its  fullest  proportion  of  "fruit."  In  a 
turnip-field  were  a  score  or  more  of  women  and  children,  who  were 
marching  through  the  Hdges,  removing  the  young  plants  where  two  or 
diree  had  grown  together,  and  leaving  only  the  most  healthy.  Every 
individual  root  in  the  field  was  thus  the  object  of  culture  :  and  the 
owner  said  that  this  extreme  cultivation  answered  his  purpose,  and  that 
the  employment  of  all  these  hands,  (the  women  and  children  earn  bd. 
and  %d.  a  day  all  the  year  round,)  which  gained  him  some  reputation 

*  The  only  instances  of  Intoxication  that  I  have  heard  of  ss  yet,  have  been 
on  the  part  of  two  "  (TonncUlors,"  undeniably  drank  and  ncusy  yesterday  after 
the  bar  dinner  at  Wsteiford. 
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as  a  philanthropist,  brought  htm  profit  as  a  fanner  too  ;  for  his  crops 
were  the  best  that  land  could  produce.  He  has  further  the  advantage 
of  a  lai^  stock  for  manure,  and  does  eveiylhing  for  the  land  which  art 
can  do. 

Here  we  saw  several  experiments  in  manurug  :  an  acre  of  turnips 
prepared  with  bone-dust  \  another  with  "  Murra/^  Compo^tion," 
whereof  1  do  not  pretend  to  know  the  ingredients  ;  another  with  a  new 
manure  called  guano.  As  far  as  turnips  and  a  first  year's  crop  went, 
the  guano  carried  the  day.  The  plants  on  the  guano  acre  looked  to  be 
three  weeks  in  advance  of  their  neighbours,  and  were  extremely  plenti- 
ful and  healthy.  I  went  to  see  this  field  two  months  after  the  above 
passage  was  written  ;  the  guano  acre  still  kept  the  lead  ;  the  bone-dust 
ran  guano  very  hard  ;  and  composition  was  clearly  distanced. 

Behind  the  house  is  a  fine  village  of  com  and  hayricks,  and  a  street 
of  out-buildings,  where  all  the  work  of  the  farm  is  prepared.  Here 
were  numerous  people  coming  with  pails  for  buttermilk,  which  the 
good-natured  landlord  made  over  to  them.  A  score  of  men  or  more 
were  busied  about  the  place ;  some  at  a  grindstone,  others  at  a  forge 
— other  fellows  busied  ia  the  cart-houses  and  stables,  all  of  which 
were  as  neatly  kept  as  in  the  best  farm  in  England.  A  little  further 
on  wa.s  a  flower-garden,  a  kitchen-garden,  a  hot-house  just  building,  a 
kennel  of  fine  pointers  and  setters ; — indeed  a  noble  feature  of  country 
neatness,  thrift,  and  plenty. 

We  went  into  the  cottages  and  gardens  of  several  of  Mr.  P 's 

labourers,  which  were  all  so  neat  that  1  could  not  help  fancying  they 
were  pet  cottages  erected  under  the  landlord's  own  superintendence, 
and  ornamented  to  his  order.  But  he  declared  that  it  was  not  so ; 
that  the  only  benefit  his  labourers  got  from  him  wa^  constant  work, 
and  a  house  rent-free  ;  and  that  the  neatness  of  the  gardens  and 
dwellings  was  of  their  own  doing.  By  making  them  a  present  of  the 
house,  he  said,  he  made  them  a  present  of  the  pig  and  live  stock,  with 
which  almost  every  Irish  cotter  pays  his  rent,  so  that  each  workman 
could  have  a  bit  of  meat  for  his  support ; — would  that  all  labourers  in 
the  empire  had  as  much  I  With  regard  to  the  neatness  of  the  houses, 
the  best  way  to  ensure  this,  he  said,  was  for  the  master  constantly  to 
visit  them — to  awaken  as  much  emulation  as  he  could  amongst  the 
cottagers,  so  that  each  should  make  his  place  as  good  as  his  neigh- 
bour's— and  to  take  them  good-humou  redly  to  task  if  they  failed  in  the 
requisite  care. 

And  so  this  pleasant  day's  visit  ended.  A  more  practical  person 
would  have  seen,  no  doubt,  and  understood  much  more  than  a  mere 
citizen  could,  whose  pursuits  have  been  very  different  from  those  noble 
and  useful  ones  here  spoken  of  But  a  man  has  no  call  to  he  a  judge 
of  turnips  or  live  stock,  in  order  to  admire  such  an  establishment  as 
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this,  and  heartily  to  appreciate  tbe  excellence  of  it  There  are  some 
happy  oi^amsationa  in  the  world  which  possess  the  great  virtue  of 
pro^erity.  It  implies  cheerfulness,  simplicity,  shrewdness,  perse- 
verance, honesty,  good  health.  See  how,  before  the  good-humoured 
resolution  of  such  characters,  ill-luck  gives  way,  and  fortune  assuirtes 
their  own  smiling  complexion  1  Such  men  grow  rich  without  driving 
a  single  hard  bargain ;  their  condition  being  to  make  others  prosper 
along  with  themsdves.  Thus,  his  very  charity,  another  informant 
tells  me,  is  one  of  the  causes  of  ray  host's  good  fortune.  He  might 
have  three  pounds  a  year  from  each  of  forty  cottages,  but  instead 
prefers  a  hundred  healthy  workmen ;  or  he  might  have  a  fourth  of  the 
number  of  workmen,  and  a  farm  yielding  a  produce  proportionately 
(ess  \  but  instead  of  saving  the  money  of  their  wages,  prefers  a  farm 
the  produce  of  which,  as  1  have  heard  from  a  gentleman  whom  I  take 
to  be  good  authority,  is  unequalled  elsewhere. 

Besides  the  cottages,  we  visited  a  pretty  school,  where  cliildren 
of  an  exceeding  smallness  were  at  their  work, — the  children  of  the 
Catholic  peasantry.  The  few  Protestants  of  the  distria  do  not  attend 
the  national- school,  nor  learn  their  alphabet  or  thnr  multiplication- 
table  in  company  with  their  little  Roman  Catholic  brethren.  The 
clergyman,  who  lives  hard  by  the  gate  of  H town,  in  his  commu- 
nication with  his  parishioners  cannot  fail  to  see  how  much  misery  is 
relieved  and  how  much  good  is  done  by  his  neighbour ;  but  though 
the  two  gentlemen  are  on  good  terms,  the  clergyman  will  not  break 
bread  with  his  Catholic  fellow- Christian.  There  can  be  no  harm,  I 
hope,  in  mentioning  this  fact,  as  it  is  rather  a  pubUc  than  a  private 
matter ;  and,  unfortunately,  it  is  only  a  stranger  that  is  surprised  by 
such  a  circumstance,  which  is  quite  ^miliar  to  residents  of  the 
country...  There  are  Catholic  inns  and  Protestant  inns  in  the  towns ; 
Catholic  coaches  and  Protestant  coaches  on  the  roads ;  naf,  in  the 
North,  I  have  since  heard  of  a  High  Church  coach  and  a  Low  Church 
coach  adopted  by  travelling  Christians  of  either  fvirty. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

TROM  CARLOW  TO  WATERTORD. 

THE  next  monung  being  fixed  for  the  commencement  i)f  our  jooroey 
towards  Waterford,  a  carriage  made  its  appearance  in  due  lime 
before  the  hall-door :  an  amateur  stage-coach,  with  (bur  fine  horses, 
that  were  to  carry  us  to  Cork.  The  crew  of  the  "  drag,"  for  the  present, 
consisted  of  two  young  ladies,  and  two  who  will  not  be  old,  please 
heaven !  for  these  thirty  years  j  three  gentlemen  whose  collected 
weights  might  amount  to  fifty-four  stone  ;  and  one  of  smaller  propor- 
tions, being  as  yet  only  twelve  years  old :  to  these  were  added  a  couple 
of  grooms  and  a  lady's-maid.  Subsequently  we  took  in  a  dozen  or  so 
more  passengers,  who  did  not  seem  in  the  slightest  degree  to  incon- 
venience the  coach  or  the  horses ;  and  thus  was  formed  a  tolerably 
numerous  and  merry  party.  The  governor. took  the  reins,  with  his 
geranium  in  his  button-hole,  and  the  place  on  the  box  was  quarrelled 
for  without  ceasing,  and  taken  by  turns. 

Our  day's  journey  lay  through  a  country  more  picturesque,  though 
by  no  means  so  prosperous  and  well  cultivated  as  the  district  through 
which  we  had  passed  on  our  drive  from  Dublin.  This  trip  carried  us 
through  the  county  of  Carlow  and  the  town  of  that  name  :  a  wretched 
place  enough,  with  a  fine  court-house,  and  a  couple  of  fine  churches  : 
the  Protestant  church  a  noble  structure,  and  the  Catholic  cathedral 
said  to  be  built  after  some  continental  model.  The  Catholics  point  to 
the  structure  with  considerable  pride  :  it  was  the  first,  I  believe,  of  the 
many  haitdsome  cathedrals  for  their  worship  which  have  beeit  built  of 
late  years  in  this  country  by  the  noble  contributions  of  the  poor  man's 
penny,  and  by  the  untiring  energies  and  sacrifices  of  the  clergy.  Bishop 
Doyle,  the  founder  of  the  churob,  has  the  place  of  honour  within  it ; 
nor,  perhaps,  did  any  Christian  pastor  ever  merit  the  affection  of  his 
flock  more  than  that  great  and  high-minded  man.  He  was  the  best 
champion  the  Catholic  Church  and  cause  ever  had  in  Ireland ;  in 
learning,  and  admirable  kindness  and  virtue,  the  best  example  to  the 
clergy  of  his  religion  :  and  if  the  country  is  now  filled  with  schoob, 
where  the  humblest  peasant  in  it  can  have  the  benefit  of  a  liberal  and 
wholesome  education,  it  owes  this  great  boon  mainly  to  his  noble  exer- 
tions, and  to  the  spirit  which  they  awakened 
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As  for  the  architecture  of  the  cathedral,  I  do  not  fancy  a  pro- 
fessional man  would  find  much  to  praise  in  it ;  it  seems  to  me  over- 
loaded with  ornaments,  nor  were  its  innumerable  spires  and  pinnacles 
the  more  pleasing  to  the  eye  because  some  of  them  were  out  of  the 
perpendicular.  The  interior  is  quite  plain,  not  to  say  bare  and 
unfinished.  Many  of  the  chapels  in  the  country  that  I  have  since 
seen  are  in  a  similar  condition ;  for  when  the  walls  are  once  raised, 
the  enthusiasm  of  the  subscribers  to  the  building  seems  somewhat 
characteristically  to  grow  cool,  and  you  enter  at  a  porch  that  would 
suit  a  palace,  with  an  interior  scarcely  more  decorated  than  a  batn. 
A  wide  large  floor,  some  confession-boxes  against  the  blank  walls 
here  and  there,  with  some  humble  pictures  at  the  "  stations,"  and  the 
statue,  under  a  mean  canopy  of  red  woollen  stuff,  were  the  chief 
furniture  of  the  cathedral 

The  severe  homely  features  of  the  good  bishop  were  not  very 
favourable  subjects  for  Mr.  Hogan's  chisel ;  but  a  figure  of  prostrate, 
weeping  Ireland,  kneeling  by  the  prelate's  side,  and  for  whom  he  is 
imploring  protection,  has  much  beauty.  In  the  ehapels  of  Dublin 
and  Cork  some  of  this  artist's  works  may  be  seen,  and  bis  countrymen 
are  exceedingly  proud  of  him. 

Connected  with  the  Cathohc  cathedral  is  a  large  tumble-down- 
looking  divinity  college :  there  are  upwards  of  a  hundred  students 
here,  and  the  college  is  licensed  to  give  degrees  in  arts  as  well  as 
divinity  i  at  least  so  the  officer  of  the  church  said,  as  he  showed 
us  the  place  through  the  bars  of  the  sacristy-windows,  in  which 
apartment  may  be  seen  sundry  crosses,  a  pastoral  letter  of  Dr.  Doyle, 
and  a  number  of  ecclesiastical  vestments  formed  of  laces,  poplins, 
and  velvets,  handsomely  laced  with  gold.  There  is  a  convent  by 
the  side  of  the  cathedral,  and,  of  course,  a  parcel  of  beggars  all 
about,  and  indeed  all  over  the  town,  profuse  in  their  prayers  and 
invocations  of  the  Lord,  and  whining  flatteries  of  the  persons  whom 
they  address.  One  wretched  old  tottering  hag  began  whining  the 
Lord's  prayer  as  a  proof  of  her  sincerity,  and  blundered  in  the  very 
midst  of  it,  and  left  us  thoroughly  disgusted  after  the  very  first 


It  was  market-day  in  the  town,  which  is  tolerably  full  of  poor-looking 
shops,  the  streets  being  thronged  with  donkey-carts,  and  people  eager 
to  barter  their  small  wares.  Here  and  there  were  picture-stalls,  with 
huge  hideous-coloured  engravings  of  the  Saints ;  and  indeed  the  objects 
of  barter  upon  the  banks  of  the  clear  bright  river  Barrow  seemed 
scarcely  to  be  of  more  value  than  the  articles  which  change  hands,  as 
one  reads  of,  in  a  town  of  African  huts  and  traders  on  the  banks  of  the 
Quorra.  Perhaps  the  very  bustle  and  cheerfulness  of  the  people  served 
only,  to  a  Londoner's  eyes,  to  make  it  look  the  more  miserable.     It 
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seems  as  if  rhey  bad  no  right  to  be  eager  about  such  a  parcel  of 
wretched  rags  and  trifles  as  were  exposed  to  sale. 

There  are  some  old  towers  of  a  castle  here,  looking  finely  from 
the  rivet ;  and  near  the  town  is  a  grand  modem  residence  belonging 
to  Colonel  Bnien,  with  an  oak-park  on  one  side  of  the  road,  and  a 
deer-park  on  the  other.  These  retainers  of  the  Colonel's  lay  in  their 
rushy-green  inclosures,  in  great  cumbers  and  seemingly  in  fiourishing 
condition. 

The  road  from  Carlow  to  Leighlin  Bridge  is  exceedingly  beautiful : 
noble  purple  hills  rising  on  either  side,  and  the  broad  silver  Barrow 
flowing  through  rich  meadows  of  that  astonishing  verdure  which  is 
only  to  be  seen  in  this  country.  Here  and  there  was  a  country-house, 
or  a  tall  mill  by  a  stream-side :  but  the  latter  buildings  were  for  die 
most  part  empty,  the  gaunt  windows  gaping  without  glass,  and  their 
great  wheels  idle.  Leighlin  Bridge,  lying  up  and  down  a  hill  by  the 
river,  contains  a  considerable  number  of  pompous-looking  warehouses, 
that  looked  for  the  most  part  to  be  doing  no  more  business  than  the 
mills  on  the  Carlow  road,  but  stood  by  the  roadside  staring  at  the 
coach  as  it  were,  and  basking  in  the  sivn,  swa^ering,  idle,  insolvent, 
and  out-at-elbows.  There  are  one  or  two  very  pretty,  modest,  com- 
fortable-looking country-places  about  Leighlin  Bridge,  and  on  the  road 
(hence  to  a  miserable  village  called  the  Royal  Oak,  a  be^arly  sort  of 
bustling  place. 

Here  stands  a  dilapidated  hotel  and  posting-house  :  and  indeed  on 
every  road,  as  yet,  I  have  been  astonished  at  the  great  movement  and 
stir ; — the  old  coaches  being  invariably  crammed,  cars  jingling  about 
equally  full,  and  no  want  of  gentlemen's  carriages  to  exercise  the  horses 
of  the  "  Royal  Oak  "  and  similar  establishments.  In  the  time  of  the 
rebellion,  the  landlord  of  this  "  Royal  Oak,"  a  great  character  in  those 
parts,  was  a  tierce  United  Irishman.  One  day  it  happened  that  Sir 
John  Anderson  came  to  the  inn,  and  was  eager  for  horses  on.  The 
landlord,  who  knew  Sir  John  to  be  a  Tory,  vowed  and  swore  he  had 
no  horses ;  that  the  judges  had  the  last  going  to  Kilkenny  ;  that  the 
yeomanry  had  carried  off  the  best  of  them ;  that  he  could  not  give  a 
horse  for  love  or  money,  "  Poor  I-ord  Edward  1 "  said  Sir  John,  sink- 
ing down  in  a  chair,  and  clasping  his  hands,  "  my  poor  dear  mi^uided 
friend,  and  must  you  die  fjr  the  loss  of  a  few  hours  and  the  want  of  a 
pair  of  horses?" 

"  Lord  Whatt"  says  the  landlord. 

"  Lord  Edward  Fit^erald,"  replied  Sir  John.  "  The  Government 
has  seized  his  papers,  and  got  scent  of  his  hiding-place.  If  I  can't 
get  to  him  before  two  hours,  Sirr  will  have  him." 

"  My  dear  Sir  John,"  cried  the  landlord,  "it's  not  two  horses  but 
if  3  eight  111  give  you,  and  may  the  judges  go  hang  for  me  t    Here, 
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Larryl  Tim<!  JiTstandsecomi pain fot  Sir ^fohilAhilcrsDn.;  .and long 
life  to  you,  Sir  John,  and  the  Lofd  rewaid  you  for  'your  good  deed  thi> 
day ! "       . 

Sir  Joiin,  my  informant  told  me^  had  invented-  tbia  predicament  of 
Lord  Edward's  inorderto  get  tlie  horses;  and  by  way  of  corroborating 
the  whole  story>  painted  out  an  old  chaise  which  stood  at  the  inn-door 
with  its  window  .broken,  a  great  crevice  in  the  panel,  some  little 
wretches  crawling  underneath  the  wheels,  and  two  huge  blackguard* 
lolling  against  the  pole,  "  And  that,"  says  he,  "is  no  doubt  ;the  very 
pOBtchaise  Sir  John  Anderson  had."  It  certainly  looked.-  ancient 
enough.  ..■■■< 

Of. course,,  as.  we  stopped  for  a  moment  in  the. place,  troops  of 
slatternly,  rut&anlynVMlw^  fellowa.asssmhled.  round  the  cacriage,  dirty  - 
heads  peeped  out  of  all  the  duly  windows^  beggars  came  forwc^  wi^ 
a  joke  awl  a, prayer,  and  troops  .af^hildreD. raised. theiD  .^outs  and 
halloos.  1  confess,  with  regard,  to  the  beggars,  that  I. hare  never  yet 
had  .the  slightest  seniiment  of  compassion  for  .the.  very  oldest  or  dirtiett 
»f  them,  or  been  inclined  to  give  them  a  penny  i  t^ey  come  crawhi^ 
round  youwich  lying  prayera  and  loathsome,  condiments,. that  make 
the  stomach  turn  i  they  do.aot.$ven.dj}guiae  ihat.th^  are  lies;  for, 
refuse  them,  and  the  «irqtches.  turn  off  irith  a  laugh  and  a  joke,  a 
miserable  grinuiog  cynicism,  that,  qreates  discnut  andiiMlifference,3nd 
must  be,  one  would  think,  the  very  best  way  to  close  the  purse,  not  to 
open  it,  for  objects  so  uDworthy. 

How  do  all  these  people  live?  one  can't  hdp  wondering ;^-these 
multifarious  vagabonds,  without  work  or  workhouse^  or  means  of 
subsistence  f  The  Irish  Poor  Xaw  Report  says  that  there  are  twelve 
bundled  thousand  people  in  Irelajid — a  sixth  of  the  population — who 
have  no  means  of  livelihood  but  charily,  and  whom  the  State,  or  indi- 
vidual members  of  it,  must  maintain.  Howi.~a»the  Slate  support  such 
an  enormous  burden  ;  or  the  twelve  hundred  thousaad  be  supported  f 
What  a  strange  history  it  would  be,  cojuld  one  hut  ^et  it  true, — that  of 
the  manner  in  which  a  score  of  these  bf^gars  have  maintained  them- 
selves for  a  fortniglu  past  I  . 

Soon  after  quilting  the  "  Royal  Oak,"  our  road  branches  off  to  the 
hospilable  house  where  our  party,  gonsisling  of  a  dozen. persons,  was 
to  be  boused  and  fed  for  the  night.  Fancy  the  look  which  an  English 
genUeman  of  moderate  means  would  assume,  at  being  called  on  to 
receive  such  a  company  1  A  pretty  toad  of  a  couple  (rf  miles,  thickly 
grown  with  ash  and  oak  tre(;s,  under, which  the  hats  of  coach-passen- 
gers suffered  some  danger,  lea4s.  to  the  house  of  D A  young  son 

of  the  house,  on  a  white  pony,  was  on  the  look-oul,  and  great  cheering 
and  shouting  took  place  among  the  ^ung  pec^le  as  we  caihe  in  sight. 

^rotting  ^way  by  the  carriage-^de,  be  brought  us  through  a  gate 


FROM  CARLOW  TO   WATERFORD.  291 

widi  R  pretty  avenue  of  trees  leading  to  the  pleasure-grounds  of  the 
house-'A  handsome  building  commanding  noble  views  of  river,  moun- 
tains, and  plantations.  Our  entertainer  only  rents  the  place  j  so  I 
may  say,  without  any  imputation  against  him,  that  the  hou^e  was  by 
no  means  so  handsome  within  as  without, — not  that  the  want  of  finish 
in  the  interior  made  our  party  the  less  meny,  or  the  host's  entertain- 
ment less  hearty  and  cordial 

The  gentleman  who  buiit  and  owns  the  house,  like  many  other 
proprietors  in  Ireland,  found  his  mansion  too  mpensive  for  his  means, 
and  has  relinquished  it.  I  asked  what  his  income  might  be,  and  no 
mmder  that  ho  was  compelled  to  resign  Ms.  house ;  which  a.  man  with 
four  times  the  income,  in  England  would  scarcely  venture  to  inhabit. 
There  were  numerous  sittii^rf rooms  below ;  a  large  suite  of  rooms 
above,  in  which  our  la^ge  party,  with  their  servants,  disappeared  with- 
out any  seeming  inconvenience,  and  which  already  accommodated  a 
family  of  at  least  a  dozen  per^ns,  and  a  numerous  train  of  domestics. 
There  was  a  great  .courtryard  surrounded .  by  capital  offices,  with 
stabling  and  coach-houses  sufficient  for  a  half-dozen  of  country  gentle- 
men. An  English .  squire  of  ten  thousand  a  year  might  live  in  such  a 
place^the  original  owner,  1  am  told,  had  not  many  more  hundreds. 

Our  host  has  wisely 
turned  the  chief  part  of 
the  pleasure-ground  Eound 
the  house,  into  a  farm; 
nor  did  the  land  look  a 
bit  the  worse,  as  1  thought, 
for  having  rich,  crops  of 
potatoes  growing  in  place 
irf  grass,,  and  fine  plots  of 
waving  wheat  and  barley. 
The  care,  skill,  and  neat- 
ness everywhere  exhibited, 
and  the  inunense  luxuri- 
ance of  the  crops,  could 
not  fail  to  strike  even  a 
cockney  j  and  one  of  our 
party,  a  very  well-known, 
practical  farmer,  told  me 
that  therp  was  at  least  five 
hundred  pounds'  worth  of 

produce    upon    the    little       -^.^^       j:—*^'''^^        :2?fe=^^=^ 
estate  of  some  sixty  acres,  =^c^k-^~-     ,:*:^^ 

of  which  only  five-and-twenty  were  under  the  plough. 

As  at  H town,  on  the  previous  day,  Eevend  men  and  women 
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appeared  sauntering  in  the  grounds,  and  as  the  master  came  up,  asked 
for  work,  or  sixpence,  or  told  a  story  of  WE^t  There  are  lodge-gates 
at  both  ends  o(  the  demesne  ;  but  it  appears  the  good-natured  prac- 
tice of  the  country  admits  a  beggar  as  well  as  any  other  visitor.  To 
a  couple  our  landlord  gave  money,  to  another  a  little  job  of  work ; 
another  he  sent  roughly  out  of  the  premises  ;  and  I  could  judge  thus 
what  a  continual  tax  upon  the  Irish  gentleman  these  travelling  paupers 
must  be,  of  whom  bis  ground  is  never  free. 

There,  loitering  about  the  stables  and  out-houses,  were  several 
people  who  seemed  to  have  acquired  a  sort  of  right  to  be  there : 
women  and  children  who  had  a  claim  upon  the  butter-milk ;  men  who 
did  an  odd  job  now  and  then  ;  loose  hangers-on  of  the  family  ;  and  in 
the  lodging-houses  and  inns  I  have  entered,  the  same  sort  of  ragged 
vassals  are  to  be  found;  in  a  bouse  however  poor,  you  are  sure  to  see 
some  poorer  dependant  who  is  a  stranger,  taking  a  meal  of  potatoes  in 
the  kitchen ;  a  Tim  or  Mike  loitering  hard  by,  ready  to  run  on  a 
message,  or  carry  a  bag.  This  is  written,  for  instance,  at  a  lodging 
over  a  shop  at  Cork.  There  sits  in  the  shop  a  poor  old  fellow  quite 
past  work,  but  who  totters  up  and  down  stairs  to  the  lodgers,  and  does 
what  little  he  can  for  his  easily-won  bread.  There  is  another  fellow 
outside  who  is  sure  to  make  his  bow  to  anybody  issuing  from  the 
lodging,  and  ask  if  his  honour  wants  an  errand  done  ?  Neither  class 
of  such  dependants  exist  with  us.  What  housekeeper  in  London  is 
there  will  feed  an  old  man  of  seventy  that's  good  for  nothing,  or 
encourage  such  a  disreputable  hanger-on  as  yonder  shufHing,  smiling 
cad? 

Nor  did  Mr.  M 's  "irregulars"  disappear  with  the  day;   for 

when,  after  a  great  deal  of  merriment,  and  kind,  happy  dancing  and 
romping  of  young  people,  the  fineness  of  the  night  suggested  the  pro- 
priety of  smoking  a  certain  cigar  (it  is  never  more,  acceptable  than  at 
that  season),  the  young  squire  voted  that  we  should  adjourn  to  the 
stables  for  the  purpose,  where  accordingly  the  cigars  were  discussed. 
There  were  stiii  the  inevitable  half-doien  hangers-on :  one  came 
grinning  with  a  lantern,  all  nature  being  in  universal  blackness  except 
his  grinning  face ;  another  ran  obsequiously  to  the  stables  to  show  a 
fovourite  mare — I  think  it  was  a  mare — though  it  may  have  been  a 
mule,  and  your  humble  servant  not  much  the  wiser.  The  cloths  were 
taken  off;  the  fellows  with  the  candles  crowded  about ;  and  the  young 
squire  bade  me  admire  the  beauty  of  her  fore-leg,  which  I  did  with  the 
greatest  possible  gravity.  "  Did  you  ever  see  such  a  fore-leg  as  that  in 
your  life  ? "  says  the  young  squire,  and  further  discoursed  upon  the 
horse's  points,  the  amateur  grooms  joining  in  chorus. 

There  was  another  young  squire  of  our  party,  a  pleasant  gentleman- 
like young  fellow,  who  danced  as  prettily  as  any  Frenchman,  and  who 
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Had  ridden  over  from  a  neighbouring  house  :  as  I  went  to  bed,  the  two 

lads  were  arguing  whether  young  Squire  B should  go  home  or  stay 

at  D that  night     There  was  a  bed  for  him— there  was  a  bed  for 

everybody,  it  seemed,  and  a  kind  welcome  too.    How  different  was  all 

this  to  the  ways  of  a  severe  English  house  I 

Next  morning  the  whole  of  our  merry  party  assembled  round  a  long, 
jovial  breakfast-table,  stored  with  all- sorts  of  good  things  ;  and  the 
biggest  and  jovialest  man  of  all,  who  had  just  come  in  fresh  from  a 
walk  in  the  fields,  an4  vowed  that  he  was  as  hungry  as  a  hunter,  and 
was  cutting  some  slices  out  of  an  inviting  ham  on  the  side-table, 
suddenly  let  fail  his  knife  and  fork  with  dismay.  "  Sure,  John,  don't 
you  know  it's  Friday?"  cried  a  lady  ftrom  the  table  ;  and  back  John 
came  with  a  most  lugubrious  queer  look  on  his  jolly  face,  and  fell  to 
work  upon  bread-and-butter,  as  resigned  as  possible,  amidst  no  small 
laughter,  as  may  be  well  imagined.  On  this  I  was  bound,  as  a  Pro- 
testant, to  eat  a  lai^e  sUce  of  pork,  and  discharged  that  duty  nobly, 
and  with  much  self-sacrifice, 

The  famous  "  drag"  which  had  brought  us  so  far,  seemed  to  be  as 
hospitable  and  elastic  as  the  house  which  we  now  left,  for  the  coach 
accommodated,  inside  and  out,  a  considerable  party  from  the  house; 
and  we  took  our  road,  leisurely,  in  a  cloudless,  scorching  day,  towards 
Wateribrd.  The  first  place  we  passed  through  was  the  little  town  of 
Gowran,  near  which  is  a  grand,  well-ordered  park,  belonging  to  Lord 
Clifden,  and  where  his  mother  resides,  with  whose  beautiful  face,  in 
Lawrence's  pictures,  every  reader  must  be  familiar.  The  kind  English 
lady  has  done  the  greatest  good  in  the  neighbourhood,  it  is  said,  and 
the  little  town  bears  marks  of  her  beneficence,  in  its  neatness,  pretiiness, 
and  order.  Gose  by  the  church  there  are  the  ruins  of  a  fine  old  abbey 
here,  and  a  still  finer  one  a  few  miles  on,  at  Thomastown,  most 
picturesquely  situated  amidst  trees  and  meadow,  on  the  river  Ncre. 
The  place  within,  however,  is  dirty  and  ruinous — ihe  same  wretched 
suburbs,  the  same  squalid  congregation  of  beggarly  loungers,  that  are 
to  be  seen  elsewhere.  The  monastic  ruin  is  very  fine,  and  the  road 
hence  to  Thomastown  rich  with  varied  cultivation  and  beautiful 
verdure,  pretty  gentlemen's  mansions  shining  among  the  trees  on 
either  side  of  the  way.  There  was  one  place  along  this  rich  tract  that 
looked  very  strange  ^d  ghastly— a  huge  old  pair  of  gate  pillars, 
flanked  by  a  ruinous  lodge,  and  a  wide  road  winding  for  a  mile  up  a 
bill  There  had  been  a  park  once,  but  all  the  trees  were  gone ;  thistles 
were  growing  in  the  fellow  sickly  land,  and  rank  thin  grass  on  the 
road.  Far  away  you  saw  in  this  desolate  tract  a  ruin  of  a  house; 
many  a  but^of  claret  has  been  emptied  there,  no  doubt,  and  many  a 
merry  party  come  out  with  Jiound  and  horn.  But  what  strikes  the 
Englishman  with  wonder  is  not  so  much,  perhaps,  that  an  owner  of  the 
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place  should  have  been  ruined  arid  a  spendtbrifc^  as  that  thfrland  shoidd 
lie  there  useless  ever  since.  If  one  is  not  successful  with  us  another 
man  wilt  be,  or  another  will  try,  at  least  Here  lies  useless  a  grcM 
capital  of  hundreds  of  acres  of  land ;  barren,  where  the  commonest 
effort  might  make  it  productive,  and  looking  as  if  for  a  quarter  of  a 
century  past  no  suul  ever  looked  or  cared  for  it.  You  might  travel 
five  hundred  miles  through  England  and  not  see  such  a  spectacle. 

A  short  distance  from  Thomastown  is  another  abbey;  and  pre- 
sently, after  passing  through  the  village  of  Knocktopher,  we  came, 
to  a  posting-place  called  Ballyhale,  of  the  moral  aspect  of  which  the 
following  scrap  taken  in  the  place  will  give  a  notion : — 


A  dirty,  old,  contented,  decrepit  idler  was  lolling  in  the  sun  at  a 
shop^oor,  and  hundreds  of  the  population  of  the  dirty,  old,  decrepit, 
contented  place  were  employed  in  the  like  way.  A  dozen  of  boys 
*ere  playing  at  pitch -and- toss  ;  other  male  and  female  beggars  were 
sitting  on  a  wall  looking  into  a  stream  ;  scores  of  ragamuffins,  of 
course,  round  the  carriage ;  and  beggars  galore  at  the  door  of  the 
little  ale-house  or  hotel  A  gentleman's  carriage  changed  horses  as 
we  were  baiting  there.     It  was  a  rich  sight  to  see  the  cattle,  and  the 

way  of  starling  them:   "Halloo!     Yoop hoop  1"  a  dpzen  ragged 

osders  and  amateiirs  running  by  the  side  of  the  miserable  old  horses, 
the  postilion  shrieking,  yelling,  and  belabouring  them  with  his  whip. 
Down  goes  one  horse  among  the  new-laid  stones ;  the  postdion  has 
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faimi^  witbacut.of  the  w^ipand  a  ciitsepaild-lakcs  advantage  of  tha 
«tart  caused  by  the  stumble  to  get  the  biute  into  a  gallop,  and  to  go 
down  the  hilL  "  I  know  it  for  a  fact,"  a  getitleman  of;. one  part><  says^ 
"that  no  horses  «»vrgot  out  of  jBidlyhate  i^icheul^ti'accident'o^same 
kind." 

"  Will  your  honour  like  to  come  aiid  see  a.  big  pig  V  here  asked 
a  man  of  the  above  gentleman,  well  kno.wa  ai  agreBtfanner  and 
breeder.'  We  all  went  to  see  the  big  pig,  niat  very  fat  as  yet,  butj  upon 
my  word,  it  is  as  big  as  a  pony.  The  a««ntry  eound.i5;>itrappea«^ 
famous  for  the  breeding  of  sucb,  especially  a  djstcict  called  Ae  Welsh 
mountains,  through  which  we  had  to  pass  on  our  road  to  Wateiford. 

This  is  a  curious  country  to  see,  and  has  curious  inhabitants  :  for 
twenty  miles  there  is  no  gentleman's  house  ;  gentlemen  dare  not  live 
there.  The  place  was  originally  tenanted  by  a  clan  of  Welshes ; 
hence  its  name ;  and  they  maintain  themselves  in  their  occupancy 
-of  the  farms  in  Tlpperary  fashion,  by  simply  putting  a  ball  into  the 
hody  of  any  man  who  would  come  to  take  a  farm  over  any  one  of 
them.  Some  of  the  crops  in  the  fields  of  the  Welsh  country  seemed 
-very  good,  and  the  fields  well  tilled  ;  but  it  is  common  to  see,  by  the 
-side  of  one  field  that  is  well  cultivated,  another  that  is  absolutely 
barren ;  and  the  whole  tract  is  extremely  wretched.  Appropriate 
histories  and  reminiscences  accompany  the  traveller :  at  a  chapel  near 
Mullinavat  is  the  spot  where  sixteen  policemen  were  murdered  in  the 
tithe-campaign  ;  farther  on  you  come  to  a  limekiln,  where  the  guard  <rf 
a  mail-coach  was  seized  and  roasted  alive.  I  saw  here  the  first  hedge- 
-school  1  have  seen:  a  crowd  of  half-savage -looking  lads  and  girls 
'  looked  up  from  their  studies  in  the  ditch,  their  college  or  lecture-room 
being  in  a  mud  cabin  hard  by. 

And  likewise,  in  the  midst  of  this  wild  tract,  a  fellow  met  us  who 
was  trudging  the  road  with  a  fish-basket  over  his  shoulder,  and  who 
stopped  the  coach,  hailing  two  of  the  gentlemen  in  it  by  name,  both  of 
whom  seemed  to  be  much  amused  by  his  humour.  He  was  a  hand- 
some rogue,  a  poacher,  or  salmon-taker,  by  profession,  and  presently 
poured  out  such  a  flood  of  oaths,  and  made  such  a  monstrous  display 
of  grinning  wit  and  blackguardism,  as  I  have  never  heard  equalled  by 
the  best  Billingsgate  practitioner,  and  as  it  would  be  more  than  useless 
to  attempt  to  describe.  Blessings,  jokes,  and  curses  trolled  off  the 
rascal's  lips  with  a  volubility  which  caused  his  Irish  audience  to  shout 
with  laughter,  but  which  were  quite  beyond  a  cockney.  It  was  a 
humour  so  purely  national  as  to  be  understood  by  none  but  natives,  I 
should  think.  1  recollect  the  same  feeling  of  perplexity  while  sitting, 
the  only  Englishman,  in  a  company  of  jocular  Scotchmea  They 
bandied  about  puns,  jokes,  imitations,  and  applauded  with  shrieks  of 
laughter  what,  I   confess,  appeared    to  me  the   most   abominable 
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dulness ;  nor  was  the  salraon-talcei's  jocularity  any  better.  I  think  it 
rather  served  to  frighten  than  to  amuse  ;  and  I  am  not  sure  but  that  I 
looked  out  for  a  band  of  jocular  cut-throats  of  this  sort  to  come  up  at' 
a  given  guffaw,  and  playfully  rob  us  all  round.  H  owever,  he  went  away 
'  quite  peaceably,  calling  down  for  the  party  the  benediction  of  a  great 
number  of  sunts,  who  must  have  been  somewhat  ashamed  to  be 
addressed  by  such  a  rascal. 

Presently  we  caught  sight  of  the  valley  through  which  the  Suir 
flows,  and  descended  the  hill  towards  it,  and  went  over  the  thundering 
old  wooden  bridge  to  Wateiford. 


D,S,l,7=rir,  Google 


(  w  ) 


CHAPTER  IV. 

FROM  WATERFORD  TO  CORK. 

THE  view  of  tbe  town  from  the  bridge  and  the  heights  above  it  is 
very  imposing ;  as  is  the  river  both  ways.  Very  large  vessels 
sail  up  almost  to  the  doors  of  the  houses,  and  the  quays  are  flanked 
by  tall  red  warehouses,  that  look  at  a  little  distance  as  if  a  world  of 
business  might  be  doing  within  them.  But  as  you  get  into  the  place, 
not  a  soul  is  there  to  greet  you,  except  the  usual  society  of  beggars, 
and  a  sailor  or  two,  or  a  green-coated  policeman  sauntering  down  the 
broad  pavement  We  drove  up  to  the  "  Coach  Inn,"  a  huge,  hand- 
some, dirty  building,  of  which  the  discomforts  have  been  pathetically 
described  elsewhere.  The  landlord  is  a  gentleman  and  considerable 
horse-proprietor,  and  though  a  perfectly  well-bred,  active,  and  intelli- 
gent man,  far  too  much  of  a  gentleman  to  play  the  host  well :  at  least 
as  an  Englishman  understands  that  character. 

Opposite  the  town  is  a  tower  of  questionable  antiquity  and  unde- 
niable ugliness ;  for  though  the  inscription  says  it  was  built  in  the  year 
one  thousand  and  something,  the  same  document  adds  that  it  was 
rebuilt  in  1819— to  either' of  which  dates  the  traveller  is  thus  welcomed. 
The  quays  stretch  for  a  considerable  distance  along  the  river,  poor, 
patched-windowed,  mouldy-looking  shops  formingthe  basement- storey 
of  most  of  the  houses.  We  went  into  one,  a  jeweller's,  to  make  a 
purchase — it  might  have  been  of  a  gold  watch  for  anything  the  owner 
knew;  but  he  vnts  talking  with  a  friend  in  his  back-parlour,  gave  us 
a  look  as  we  entered,  allowed  us  to  stand  some  minutes  in  the  empty 
shop,  and  at  length  to  walk  out  without  being  served.  In  another 
shop  a  boy  was  lolling  behind  a  counter,  but  could  not  say  whether 
the  articles  we  wanted  were  to  be  had;  turned  out  a  heap  of  drawers, 
and  could  not  find  them;  and  finally  went  for  the  master,  who  could 
not  come.  True  commercial  independence,  and  an  easy  way  enough 
of  Ufa 

Inoneof  the  streets  leading  from  thequay  is  a  large,  dingy  Catholic 
chapel,  of  some  pretensions  within ;  but,  as  usual,  there  had  been  a 
failure  for  want  of  money,  and  tbe  front  of  the  chapel  was  unfinished, 
presenting  the  bntt-end  of  a  portico,  and  walls  on  which  the  stone 
coating  was  to  be  laid.    But  a  much  finer  ornament  to  the  church  than 
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any  of  the  questionable  ge^aws  which  adorned  the  ceiling  was  the 
piety,  stern,  simple,  and  unaffected,  of  the  people  within.  Their  whole 
soiil  seemed  to  be  in  iheir  prayers,  as  rich  and  poor  knelt  indifferently 
on  the  flags.  There  is  of  course  an  episcopal  cathedral,  well  and  neatly 
kept,  and  a  handsome  Bishop's  palace :  near  it  was  a  convent  of  nuns, 
and  a  little  chapel-bell  clinking  melodiously.  I  was  prepared  to  fancy 
something  romantic  of  the  place;  but  as  we  passed  the  convent  gate, 
a  shoeless  slattern  of  a  maid  opened  the  door — the  most  dirty  and 
UDpoetical  of  housemaids. 

Assizes  were  held  in  the  town,  and  we  ascended  to  the  court-house 
through  a  steep  street,  a  sort  of  rag-fairi  bnt  more  villanous  and  miset- 
aWe  than  any  rag.fair  in  St.  Giles's :  the  houses  and  stock  of  the  Seven 
Dials,  look  as  if  they  belonged 
to  capitalists  when  compared 
with  the  scarecrow  wretched* 
ness  of  the  goods  here  hung 
out  for  sale.  Who  wanted  to 
buy  such  things?  I  wondered. 
One  would  have  thought  that 
the  most  part  of  the  articles 
had  passed  the. possibility  of 
baner  for  ajooey,  even  out  of 
the  reach  of  the  half-farthings 
coined  of  late.  All  the  street 
was  lined  whh  wretched  huck- 
sters and.  their  merchandise 
of  gooseberries,  green  apples, 
children's  dirty  calces,  cheap 
crodceties,  brushes,  and  tin- 
ware; among  which  objects 
the  people  irere  swarming 
about  busily. 

Before  the  cotut  is  a  widft 
street,  where  a  similar  market 
was  held,  with  a  vast  number 
of  donkey-catts  urged  hither 
and  [hither,  and  great  shriek- 
ing, chattering,  and  bustle.  It 
is  five  hundred  years  ago 
since  a  poet  who  accompanied 
Richard  1 1,  in  his  voyage 
hither  spoke  of  ."  WatreforiU 
ou  moult  vHaint  et  orde  jr 
sent  la  gtnte."  .  They  don't 
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seat)  to  be  mudt  changed  now,  but  renajn  falthfill  to  their  ancient 
faabils. 

AbonI  the  court-house  swanns  of  beggars  of  course  were  collected, 
varied  by  personages  ofa  better  sort ;  grey-coated  farmers,  and  women 
with  their  picturesque  blue  cloaks,  who  had  trudged  in  from  the  country 
probably.  The  court-house  is  as  b^garly  and  ruinous  as  the  rest  of 
the  neighbourhood ;  smart-looking  policemen  kept  order  about  it,  and 
looked  very  hatd  at  me  as  I  ventured  to  take  a  sketch. 

The  figures  as  I  saw  Ihem  were  accurately  (p.  298)  so  dispossd  The  , 
man  in  the  dock,  the  policeman  seated  easily  above  'himi  thewoman 
looking  down  tom  a  gallery.  The  man  was  accused  of  stealisg-a  sack 
of  wool,  and,  having  no  counsel,  made  for  himself  as  adroit  a  defence 
as  any  one  of  the  counsellors  (they  ah;  without  fobes  or  wigs  here,  "by 
the  way,)  could  have  made  for  him.  He  had  been  seeo  examining  a 
certain  sack  of  wool  in  a  coffee-shop  at  Dungarvan,  and  next  day  was 
caught  sight  of  in  Waterford  Market,  standing  under  an  archway  from 
the  rain,  with  the  sack  by  his  side. 

"  Wasn't  there  twenty  other  people  under  the  arch  ?  *  said  he  to  a 
witness,  a  noble-looking  beautiful  girl— the  girl  was  obliged  to  own 
there  wcrei  "Did- yon  see  me  touch  the  wool,  or  stand  nearer  to  it 
than  a  dozen  of  the  dacent  people  there  ? "  and  the  girl  confessed  she 
had  not.  "And  this  it  is,  my  lord,"  says  he  to  the  bench,."  they  attack 
me  because  I  am  poor  and  ragged,  but  theynei'er'tfaaikof'charging 
the  crime  on  a  rich  farmer." 

But  alas  for  the  defence !  another  witness  saw  the  prisonerwidt  his 
legs  round  the  sack,  and  being  about  to  charge  him  with  the  thefi,  the 
prisoner  fled  into  the  aims  of  a  policeman,  to  whom  his  first  words  were, 
"  1  know  nothing  about  the  sack."  So,  as  the  sack  bad  been  stolen, 
as  he  had  been  seen  handlmg  it  four  minutes  before'  it  was  stolen,  and 
holding  it  for  sale  the  day  after,  it  was  concluded  that  Patrick  Malony 
had  stolen  the  sac'k,  and  he  was  accommodated  with  e^hleen  months 
accordingly. 

In  ani>ther  case  we  had  a  woman  and  her  child  on.the  table ;  and 
others  followed,  in  the  judgment  of  which  it  was  impossible  not  to 
admire  the  extreme  leniency,  acuteness,  and  sensibility  of  the  judge 
presiding,  Chief  Justice  Pennefathcr  ; — the  man  against  whom  all  the 
Liberals  in  Ireland,  and  every  one  else  who  has  read  his  charge  too, 
must  be  angry,  for  the  ferocity  of  his  charge  against  a  Belfast  news- 
paper editor.  It  seems  as  if  no  parties  here  will  be  di^aRsionale  when 
they  get  to  a  party  question,  and  that  natural  kindness  has  no  ct^m 
when  Whig  and  Tory  come  into  collision. 

The  witness  is  here  placed  on  a  table  instead  of  a  witness-box ; 
nor  was  there  much  farther  peculiarity  to  remark,  except  in'  the  dirt 
of  the  qourt,  the  absence. of  the  barristerial  wig  laadgown,  and  the 
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great  coolness  with  vhich  a  fellovr,  who  seemed  a  sort  of  clerk,  usher, 
and  Irish  interpreter  to  the  court,  recommended  a  prisoner,  who  was 
making  rather  a  long  derence,  to  be  quiet. 
I  asked  him  why  the  man  might  not  have 
his  say.  "  Sura,"  says  he,  "he's  said  all 
he  has  to  say,  and  there's  no  use  in  any 
more."  But  there  was  no  use  in  attempt- 
ing to  convince  Mr.  Usher  that  the  prisoner 
was  best  judge  on  this  point :  in  fact  the 
poor  devil  shut  his  mouth  at  the  admoni- 
tion, and  was  found  guilty  with  perfect 

A  considerable  poci-house  has  been 

erected  at  Watetford,  but  the  beggars  of 

the  place  as  yet  prefer  their  liberty,  and 

less   certain   means   of  gaining  support. 

We   asked  one   who   was   calling  down 

all  the  blessings  of  all  the  saints  and 

angels  upon  us,  and  telling  a  most  piteous 

tale  of  poverty,  why  she  did  not  go  to  the 

.poor-house.      The  woman's  look  at  once 

changed  from  a  sentimental  whine  to  a  grin.    "  Dey  owe  two  hundred 

pounds  at  dat  house,"  said  she,  "  and  faith,  an  honest  woman  can't  go 

dcre."    With  which  wonderful  reason  ought  not  the  most  squeamish 

to  be  content  ? 


After  describing,  as  accuratdy  as  words  may,  the  features  of  a. 
landscape,  and  stating  that  such  a  mountain  was  to  the  left,  and  such 
a  river  or  town  to  the  right,  and  putting  down  the  situations  and 
names  of  the  villages,  and  the  bearings  of  the  roads,  it  has  no  doubt 
struck  the  reader  of  books  of  travels  that  the  writer  has  not  given  him 
the  slightest  idea  of  the  country,  and  that  he  would  have  been  just  as 
wise  without  perusing  the  letter-press  landscape  through  which  he  has 
toiled.  It  will  be  as  well  then,  under  such  circumstances,  to  spare  the 
public  any  lengthened  description  of  the  road  from  Watetford  to 
Dungarvan ;  which  was  the  road  we  took,  followed  by  benedictions 
delivered  gratis  from  the  be^arhood  of  the  former  city.  Not  very 
far  from  it  you  see  the  dark  plantations  of  the  magnificeot  domain  of 
Curraghmore,  and  pass  through  a  country,  blu^  l^iUy,  and  bare, 
except  where  genilemen's  seats  appear  with  their  ornaments  of  wood. 
Presently,  after  leaving  Waterford,  we  came  to  a  certain  town  called 
Kilmacthomas,  of  which  all  the  information  I  have  to  ^ve  is,  that  it  is 
situated  upon  a  hill  and  river,  and  that  you  may  change  horses  there. 
The  road  was  covered  with  carts  of  seaweed,  which  the  people  were 
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bringing  for  manure  from  the  shore  some  four  miles  distant ;  and 
beyond  Kilmacthomas  we  beheld  the  Cummeragh  Mountains,  "  often    ■ 
named  in  maps  the  Nennavoulagb,"  either  of  which  names  the  reader 
may  select  at  pleasure.  ■ 

Thence  we  came  to  "  Cusbcam,"  at  which  village  be  it  known  tbat 
the  turnpilce-mai)  kept  the  drag  a  very  long  time  waiting.  "  I  think 
the  fellow  must  be  writing  a  book,"  said  the  coachman,  with  a  most 
levere  look  of  drollery  at  a  cockney  tourist,  who  tried,  under  the 
circumstances,  to  blush,  and  not  to  laugh.  I  wish  I  could  relate  or 
remember  half  the  mad  jokes  tbat  flew  about  among  the  jolly  Irish 
crew  on  the  top  of  the  coach,  and  which  would  have  made  a  journey 
through  the  desert  jovial.  When  tbe  'pike-man  had  finished  his  com- 
position (tbat  of  a  turnpike-ticket,  which  he  had  to  fill,)  we  drove  on 
to  Dungarvan  ;  the  two  parts  of  which  town,  separated  by  the  river 
Colligan,  have  been  joined  by  a  causeway  three  hundred  yards  long, 
and  a  bridge  erected  at  an  enormous  outlay  by  the  Duke  of  Devon- 
shire. In  former  times,  before  his  Grace  spent  his  eighty  thousand 
pounds  upon  the  causeway,  this  wide  estuary  was  called  "Dungarvan 
Prospect,"  because  the  ladies  of  the  country,  walking  over  the  river  at 
low  water,  look  off  their  shoes  and  stockings  (such  as  had  them),  and 
tucking  up  their  clothes,  exhibited-— what  I  have  never  seen,  and 
cannot  therefore  be  expected  to  describe.  A  la^ge  and  handsome 
Catholic  chapel,  a  square  with  some  pretensions  to  regularity  of 
building,  a  very  neat  and  comfortable  inn,  and  beggars  and  idlers 
still  more  numerous  than  at  Waterford,  were  what  we  had  leisure  to 
remark  in  half-an-bour's  stroll  Ibrougb  the  town. 

-  Near  the  prettily  situated  village  of  Cappoquin  is  the  Trappist 
House  of  Motmt  Meilleraie,  of  which  we  could  only  see  the  pinnacles. 
The  brethren  were  presented  some  years  since  with  a  barren  mountain, 
which  they  have  cultivated  most  successfully.  They  have  among 
themselves  workmen  to  supply  all  their  frugal  wants  :  ghostly  tailors 
and  shoemakers,  spiritual  gardeners  and  bakers,  working  in  silence, 
and  serving  heaven  after  their  way.  If  this  reverend  community,  for 
fsar.of  the  opportunity  of  sinful  talk,  choose  to  bold  their  tongues,  the 
next  thing  will  be  to  cut  them  out  altogether,  and  so  render  the  danger 
impossible  :  if,  being  men  of  education  and  intelligence,  they  incline 
to  tum  butchers  and  cobblers,  and  smother  their  intellects  by  base 
and  hard  menial  labour,  who  knows  but  one  day  a  sect  may  be  more 
pious  still,  and  rejecting  even  butchery  and  bakery  as  savouring  too 
much  of  worldly  convenience  and  pride,  take  to  a  wild  beast  life  at 
once  1  Let  us  concede  that  suffering,  and  mental  and  bodily  debase- 
ment, are  tbe  things  most  ^preeable  to  heaven,  and  there  is  no  knowing 
where  such  piety  may  stop.  1  was  very  glad  we  had  not  time  to  see 
the  grovelling  place ;  and  as  for  seeing  shoes  made  or  fields  tilled  by 
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reverend  amat«nrs,iwe  caa  find  twUblerd  and  ^lougfaliays  to  do  the 
work  better. 

By  the  way,  the  Quakers  have  set  up  in  Ireland  a  sort  of  monkery 
of  their  own.  Not  far  from  Carlow  we  met  a  oonple  of  cars  drawn  by 
vbite  horses,' and  holding  white  Quakers  and  Quakeresses,  in  white 
hats,  clothes,  shoes,  with  wild  maniacal-looking  faces,  bumpit^  along 
the  road.'  Let  us  hope  that  we  may  soon  get  a  conununity  of  Fakeeiv 
and  howling  DoTdshes  into  the  country.  It  would  be  a  refreshing 
thing  to  see  such  ghastly  men  in  one's  travels,  standing  at  the  comers. 
of  roads  and  praising  the  Lord  by  standing  on  one  leg,  or  cutting  and 
hacking  themselves  with  knives  like  the  prophets  of  BaaL  Is  it  not 
as  pious  for  a  man  to  deprive  himself  of  his  leg  as  of  his  tongue,  and 
to  disfigure  lu3  body. with  the  gashes  of  a  knife,  as  with  the  hideouft 
white  raiment  of  the  illuminated  Quakers  ? 

While  these' refleotioils  mere  going  on,  the  beautiful  Blackwater 
river  suddenly  opmed  before  us,  and  driving  along  it  for  three  miles 
through  some  of  the  most  bcautifiil,  rich  country  ever  seen,  we  came 
to  Lisntore.  Nothing  can  be  cutainly  more  magnificent  than  this 
drive.  Parks  and  rocks  covered  with  the  grandest  foliage ;  tich, 
handsome  seats  of  gentlemen  in  the  midst  of  fair  lawns  and  beantiful 
bright  plantations  and  shrubberies  ;  and  at  the  end,  the  graceful  spire 
of  Lismore  church,  the  prettiest  I  have  seen  in,  or  I  think,  out  of 
Ireland.  Nor  in  any  country  that  I  .have  visited  have  1  seen  a  view 
more  noble — it  is  too  rich  and  peaceful  to  be  what  is  called  romantic, 
but  lofty,  large,  and  guurout,  if  the  term  may  be  used ;  the  river  and 
banks  as  fine  as  the  Rhine ;  the  castle  not  as  laige,  but  .as  noble  and 
picturesque  as  Warwick.  As  you  pass  the  bridge,  the  banks  stretch 
away  on  either  side  in  amazing  verdure,  and  the  caslle-wallcs  remiitd 
one  somewhat  of  the  dear  old  terrace  of  St  Germains  with  its  groves, 
and  long  grave  avenues  of  trees. 

The  Wmon-fishery  of  the  Blackwater  is  let,  as  I  hear,  for  a 
thousand  a  year.  In  the  evening,  however,  we  saw  some  gentlemen 
who  are  likely  to  curtail  the  profits  of  the  farmer  of  the  fishery — a 
company  of  ra^ed  boys,  to  wit — whose  occupation,  it  appears,  is  to 
poach.  These  young  fellows  were  all  loUing  over  the  bridge,  as  the 
moon  rose  rather  mistily,  and  pretended  to  be  deeply  enamoured  of 
the  view  of  the  river.  They  answered  the  quastions  of  one  of  our 
parly  with  the  utmost  innocence  and  openness,  and  one  would  bava 
supposed  the  lads  were  so  many  Arcadians,  but  for  the  arrival  of  an 
old  woman,  who  suddenly  coming  up  among  them  poured  out,  upon 
one  and  all,  a  volley  of  curses,  both  de^  and  loud,  saying  that  pw- 
dition  would  be  their  portion,  and  calling  them  "ebchamers"  at  least 
a  hundred  times.  Much  to  my  wonder,  the  young  men  did  not  reply 
to  the  voluble  old  lady  for  some  time,  who  thtn  ;told  us  the  canse  of 
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bei  sa^fiti-  ■  Sfe*  had  »  soo^— "  Look  at  Itiin  tkere,  the  wllain,"  The 
lad  was  standing,  locking  very  unhappy.  "His  father,  that's  now 
dead,  paid  a  fistful  of  money  to  bind  him  'prentice  at  Dungarvan  ;  but 
these  shcltfrnera  fi>ll<»ved  him  there;  made  him  break  his  indentures, 
and  go  poaching  and  thievingandshchaming  with  them."  The  poor 
old  woman  sh«ok  her  hands  in  the  air,  and  shouted  at  the  top  of  her 
deep  voice ;  there  was  something-  very  touching  in  her  grotesque 
sorrow  ;  nor  did  the  lads  make  light  of  it  at  all,  contenting  themselves 
with  a  surly  growl,  or  an  oath,  if  directly  appealed  to  by  the  po<^ 


So,  cursing  and  raging,  the  woman  went  away.  The  son,  a  lad  of 
fourteen,  evidently  the:  fag  of  the  big  bullies  round  about  him,  stood 
dismally  away  fromtbenigihis  head  sunk  down.  I  went  up  and  asked 
him,"  Waa  that  his  mother?"  He  said,  "Yes."  "Was  she  good  and 
kind  to  him.  when  he  was  at  home  t "  He  said,  "  Oh,  yes."  "  Why 
not  come  back  .to  kerf:!  asked  him;  bnt  he  said  "he  couldn't.' 
Whereupon  I.took  his  nnn,  and  tried  to  lead  him  away  by  main  force  : 
but  he  said,  ."Tha«k  yon,  sir,  but  I  cz.a'x.  go  back,"  and  released  his 
arm.  We  steod  on  the  bridge  .some  minutes  Ibnger,  looking  at  the 
view  ;  but  the  boy,  though  he  kept  away  from  his  comrades,  would  not 
come.  1  wonder  what  they  have  done  together,  that  the  poor  boy  it 
past  going- home  ?  The  place  seemed  to  be  so  quiet  and  beautiful,  and 
iar  away  from  London,  that  1  thought  crime  couldn't  have  reacbed  it ; 
and  yet  here  it.  lurks  somewhere  among  six  boys  of  sixteen,  each  with 
a  stain  in  his  heart,  and.some  black  history  to  tell.  The  poor  widow's 
yonder  was  the  only  family  about  which  I  had  a  chance  of  knowing 
anyttung  in  this  remote  place  ;  nay,  in  all  Ireland  :  and  God  help  us, 
hers  was  a  sad  lot  l-~-A  husband  gone  dead,^an  only  child  gone  to 
luin.  It  is  4yful  to  think  that  there  are.  eigbt  millions  of  stories  to  be 
told  in  this  island.  Seven  million  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  thoU' 
sand  nine  hundred  and  ninety-eight  more  lives  that  1,  and  all  brother 
cockneys,  know  nothing  about.  Well,  please  God,  they  are  not  all  like 
this. 

That  day,  I  beard  im^Mtr  history.  A  little  old  disreputable  man 
in  tatters,  with  3  huge  steeple  of  a  hat,  came  shambling  down  the 
street,  one  among  the  five  hundred  blackguards  there.  A  fellow  stand- 
log  under  the  "  Sun  "  portico  (a  sort  of  swaggering,  chattering,  cringeing 
touter,  and  master  of  ceremonies  to  the  gutter,)  told  us  something  with 
regard  to  the  old  disreputable  man.  His  son  bad  been  hanged  the  day 
before  at  Qonmel,  for  one  of  the  Tipperaiy  murders.  That  blackguard 
in  our  eyes  instantly  looked  quite  different  bora  all  other  blackguards : 
I  saw  him  gesticulating  at  the  comer  of  a  street,  and  watched  him  with 
wonderful  interest 

The  church  with  tbe  handsome  ^iie,  that  looks  so  graceful  among 
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the  trees,  is  a  cathedral  church,  and  one  of  the  neatest-kept  and 
prettiest  edifices  I  have  seen  in  Ireland.  In  the  old  graveyard  Pro- 
testants and  CaihoUcs  lie  together — that  is,  not  together ;  for  each 
has  a  side  of  the  ground  where  they  sleep,  and,  so  occupied,  do  not 
quarrel.  The  sun  was  shining  down  upon  the  brilliant  grassland  1 
don't  think  the  shadows  of  the  Protestant  graves  were  any  longer  or 
shorter  than  those  of  the  Catholics  f  Is  it  the  right  or  the  left  side  of 
the  graveyard  which  is  nearest  heaven  I  wonder  ?  Look,  the  sun  shines 
upon  both  alike,  "  and  the  blue  sky  bends  over  all." 

Raleigh's  house  is  approached  by  a  grave  old  avenue  and  well-kept 
wall,  such  as  is  rare  in  this  country ;  and  the  court  of  the  castle  wilhin 
has  the  sohd,  comfortable,  quiet  look,  equally  rare.  It  is  hke  one  of 
our  colleges  at  Oxford ;  there  is  a  side  of  the  quadrangle  with  pretty 
ivy-covered  gables  ;  another  part  of  the  square  is  more  modem  ;  and 
by  the  main  body  of  Che  castle  is  a  small  chapel  exceedingly  picturesque. 
The  interior  is  neat  and  in  excellent  order  ;  but  it  was  unluckily  done 
up  some  thirty  years  ago  (as  I  imagine  from  the  style),  before  our 
architects  had  learned  Gothic,  and  all  the  ornamental  work  is  conse- 
quently quite  ugly  and  out  of  keeping.  The  church  has  probably  been 
arranged  by  the  same  hand.  In  the  castle  are  some  plainly-furnished 
chambers,  one  or  two  good  pictures,  and  a  couple  of  oriel  windows,  the 
views  from  which  up  and  down  the  river  are  exceedingly  lovely.  You 
hear  praises  of  the  Duke  of  Devonshire  as  a  landlord  wherever  you  go 
among  his  vast  estates  :  it  is  a  pity  that,  with  such  a  noble  residence 
as  this,  and  with  such  a  wonderful  coimtry  round  about  it,  his  Grace 
should  not  inhabit  it  more. 

Of  the  road  from  Lismore  to  Fermoy  it  does  not  behove  me  to  say 
much,  for  a  pelting  rain  came  on  very  soon  after  we  quitted  the  former 
place,  and  accompanied  us  almost  without  ceasing  to  Fermoy.  Here 
we  had  a  glimpse  of  a  bridge  across  the  Blackwater,  which  we  had 
skirled  in  our  journey  from  Lismore,  Now  enveloped  in  mist  and 
cloud,  now  spanned  by  a  rainbow,  at  another  time,  basking  in  sunshine. 
Nature  attired  the  charming  prospect  for  us  in  a  score  of  different  ways  ; 
and  it  appeared  before  us  like  a  coquettish  beauty  who  was  trying  what 
dress  in  her  wardrobe  might  most  become  her.  At  Fermoy  we  saw 
a  vast  barrack,  and  an  overgrown  inn,  where,  however,  good  fare  was 
provided  ;  and  thence  hastening  came  by  Rathcormack,  and  Water- 
grass  Hill,  famous  for  the  residence  of  Father  Prout,  whom  my  friend 
the  Rev.  Francis  Sylvester  has  made  immortal ;  from  which  descend- 
ing we  arrived  at  the  beautiful  wooded  village  of  Glanmire,  with  its 
mills,  and  steeples,  and  streams,  and  neat  school-houses,  and  pleasant 
country  residences.  This  brings  us  down  upon  the  superb  stream 
which  leads  from  the  sea  to  Cork. 

The  view  for  three  miles  on  both  si^es  is  magnificently  beautiful. 
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Fine  gardens,  and  parks,  and  villas  cover  the  shore  on  each  bank ;  the 
river  is  full  of  brisk  craft  moving  to  the  city  or  out  to  sea ;  and  the  city 
finely  ends  the  view,  rising  upon  two  hills  on  either  side  of  the  stream. 
I  do  not  know  a  town  to  which  there  is  an  entrance  more  beautiful, 
commodious,  and  stately. 

Passing  by  numberless  handsome  lodges,  and,  nearer  the  city,  many 
terraces  in  neat  order,  the  road  conducts  us  near  a  large  tract  of  some 
hundred  acres,  which  have  been  reclaimed  from  the  sea,  and  are  des- 
tined to  fonn  a  park  and  pleasure-ground  for  the  citizens  of  Cork.  In 
the  river,  and  up  to  the  bridge,  some  hundreds  of  ships  were  lying  ; 
and  a  fleet  of  steamboats  opposite  the  handsome  house  of  the  St. 
George's  Steam-Packet  Company.  A  church  stands  prettily  on  the 
hill  above  it,  surrounded  by  a  number  of  new  habitations;  very  neat  and 
white.  On  the  road  is  a  handsome  Roman  CathoUc  chapel,  or  a  chapel 
which  will  be  handsome  so  soon  as  the  necessary  funds  are  raised  to 
complete  it.  But,  as  at  Waterford,  the  chapel  has  been  commenced, 
and  the  money  has  failed,  and  the  fine  portico  which  is  to  decorate  it 
one  day,  as  yet  only  exists  on  the  architect's  paper.  Saint  Patrick's 
Bridge,  over  which  we  pass,  is  a  pretty  building ;  and  Patrick  Street, 
the  main  street  of  the  town,  has  an  air  of  business  and  cheerfulness, 
and  looks  densely  thronged. 

As  the  carriage  drove  up  to  those  neat,  comfortable,  and  extensive 
lodgings  which  Mrs.  MacO'Boy  has  to  let,  a  magnificent  mob  was 
formed  round  the  vehicle,  and  we  had  an  opportunity  of  at  once 
making  acquaintance  with  some  of  the  dirtiest  rascally  faces  that  all 
Ireland  presents.  Besides  these  professional  rogues  and  be^ars,  who 
make  a  point  to  attend  on  all  vehicles,  everybody  else  seemed  to  stop 
too,  to  see  that  wonder,  a  coach  and  four  horses.  People  issued  from 
their  shops,  heads  appeared  at  windows.  I  have  seen  the  Queen 
pass  in  state  in  London,  and  not  bring  together  a  crowd  near  so  great 
as  that  which  assembled  in  the  busiest  street  of  the  second  city  of  the 
kingdom,  just  to  look  at  a  green  coach  and  four  bay-horses.  Have 
they  nothing  else  to  do? — or  is  it  that  they  willAa  notlungbut  stare, 
swagger,  and  be  idle  in  the  streets  ? 
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CHAPTER  V. 

CORK— THE  AGRICULTURAL  SHOW — FATHER   UATHKW. 

MAN  has  no  need  to  be  dn  agriciiltiirist  in  order  id  take  a  waim 
interest  in  the  success  of  the  Irish  Agricultural  Society,  and  to 
■ee  nhat  vast  jood  may  result  from  it  to  the  country.  The  National 
Education  scheme — a  noble  and  liberal  one,  at  least  as  far  as  a  stranger 
can  see,  which  might  hare  united  the  Irish  pwfUt,  and  brought  peace 
into  this  most  distracted  of  all  countries — failed  unhappily  of  one  of  its 
greatest  ends.  The  Protestant  clergy  have  always  treated  the  plan 
With  bitter  hostility;  and  I  do  believe,  in  withdrawing  fromit,  have 
struck  the  greatest  blow  to  themselves  as  a  body,  and  to  their  own 
influence  in  the  country,  which  has  been-dealt  to  (hem  for  many  a 
year.  Rich,  charitable,  pious,  well-educated,  to  be  fonnd  in  every 
parish  in  Ireland,  had  they  chosen  to  fraternise  with  the  people  .and 
the  plan,  they  might  have  directed  the  educational  movement ;  they 
might  have  attained  the  influence  which  is  now  given  over  entirdy  to 
the  priest ;  and  when  the  present  generation,  educated  in  the  national- 
schools,  were  grown  up  to  manhood,  they  inight  have  had  an  interest 
in  almost  every  flian  in  Ireland.  Are  they  as  pious,  and  more  polished, 
and  better  educated  than  their  neighbours  the  priests?  There  is  no 
doubt  of  it ;  and  by  constant  communion  with  the  people,  they  would 
have  gained  all  the  benefits  of  the  comparison,  and  advanced  the 
interests  of  their  religion  far  more  than  now  they  can  hope  to  do. 
Look  at  the  national-school :  throughout  the  country  it  is  commonly 
b}'  the  chapel  side — it  is  a.  Catholic  school,  directed  and  fostered  by 
the  priest ;  and  as  no  people  are  more  ea^er  for  learning,  more  apt  to 
receive  it,  or  more  grateful  for  kindness  than  the  Irish,  he  gets  all  the 
gratitude  of  the  scholars  who  flock  to  the  school,  and  all  the  future 
influence  over  them,  which  naturally  and  justly  comes  to  him.  The 
Protestant  wants  to  better  the  condition  of  these  people :  he  says  that 
the  woes  of  tho  country  are  owing  to  its  prevalent  religion ;  and  in 
order  to  carry  his  plans  of  amelioration  into  effect,  he  obstinately 
refuses  to  hold  communion  with  those  whom  he  is  desirous  to  convert 
to  what  he  believes  are  sounder  principles  and  purer  doctrines.  The 
clei|[ynian  will  reply,  that  points  of  principle  prevented  him  ;  with  thb 
fatal  doctrinal  objection,  it  is  not,  of  course,  the  province  of  a  layman 
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to  meddle ;  but  this  is  dear,  that  Jbe  parson  migbt  have  had  an  influ- 
ence over  the  country,  and  be  would  not ;  that  be  niigljt  have  rendered 
the  Catholic  papulation  friendly  to  him,  and  he  would  not;  but,  instead, 
has  added,  one  cause  of  estrangement  and  hostility  more,  to  the  many 
which  already  ei(isted  against  him.  This  is  one  of  the  attempts  at 
union  in  Ireland.and  one  can't  but  think  with  the  deepest  regret  and 
sorrow  of  its  failure. 

Mr.  O'Connell  and  bis  friends  set  going  another  scheme  for  advanc- 
ing the  prospwiiy  of  the  country,— tke.noiable  project  of  home  manufac- 
tures, and  of  a  coalition  against  foreign  importation.  This  was  a  union 
certainly,  but  a  union  of  a  difTerenC  sort  t9  that  no.blft  %n4  pe^eful  one 
which  the  National  Education  Board  proposed^  U  was  to  punish 
England,  while  it.pretended  to  secure  lli«  independence  of  Ireland,  by 
shutting  out  our.manufacturos  from  the  Irish  marJceLjiwhic^. were  one 
day  i>r  other,  it  was  presumed,  to  be  filled  by  native  produce.  iL#ise 
bodje*  of  ti^d^smen  and  private  persons  in  Publin  and,  other  towns  in 
Ireland  associated  together,  vowing  to  purchase  no  articles  of  ordinary 
-consumiMion,  or  usage  but  what  were  manufactured  in, the  country. 
This  bigoted,  old-world  scheme  of  restriction — not  much  more  liberal 
than  Swing's  crusade  against  the  thresh  log-machines,  or  the  coalitions 
in  England  against  maohinery — failed,  as  it  deserved  to. do.  For  the 
benefit  of  a  few  tradesmen,  who  might  iind  their  account  in  selliog  at 
dear  rates  their  clumsy  and^  imperfect  manufactures,  it  was  found  im- 
possible to  tax  a  people  lljat  are  already  poor  enough  ;  nor  did  the 
party  take  into  account  the  cleverness  of  the  merchants  across  sea,  who 
were  by  no  means  dispc^ed  to  let  go  their  Irish  customers.  Thetamous 
Irish  frieie  uniform  whicb  was  to  disdnguish  these  patriots,  and  which 
Mr.  O'Connell  lauded  so  loudly  and  »o  simply,  came  over  made  at  half- 
price  from  Leeds  and  Glasgow,  and  was  retailed  as  real  Irish  by  many 
worthies  who  had  been  first  to  join  (he  union.  You  may  still  see  shops 
here  and  there  with  their  pompous  announcement  of  "  Irish  Manufac- 
tures ;"  but  the  scheme  is  long  gone  to  ruin :  it  could  not  stand  against 
the  vast  force  of  English  and  Scotch  capital  and  machinery,  any  more 
than  the  Ulster  spinning-wheel  against  the  huge  factories  and  steam- 
engines  which  one  may  see  about  Belfast. 

The  scheme  of  the  Agricuhural  Society  is  a  much  more  feasible 
one  ;  and  if,  please  God,  it  can  be  carried  out,  likely  to  give  not  only 
prosperity  to  the  country,  but  union  likewise  in  a  great  degree.  As 
yet  Protestants  and  Catholics  concerned  in  it  have  worked  well 
together ;  and  it  is  a  blessing  to  see  them  meet  upon  any  ground 
without  heartburning  and  quarrelling.  Last  year,  Mr.  Furcell,  who 
is  well  known  in  Ireland  as  the  principal  mail-coach  contractor  for  the 
country, — who  himself  employs  more  workmen  in  Dublin  than  perhaps 
any  other  person  there,  and  has  also  more  land  under  cultivation  than 
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most  of  the  great  landed  proprietors  in  the  country, — wrote  a  letter  to 
the  newspapers,  giving  his  notions  of  the  fallacy  of  the  exclusive- 
dealing  system,  and  pointing  out  at  the  same  time  how  he  considered 
the  country  might  be  benefited — by  agricultural  improvement,  namely. 
He  spoke  of  the  neglected  slate  of  the  country,  and  its  amazing  natural 
fertility;  and,  for  the  benefit  of  all,  called  upon  the  landlords  and  land- 
holders to  use  their  interest  and  develop  its  vast  agricultural  resources. 
Manufactures  are  at  best  but  of  slow  growth,  and  demand  not  only 
time,  but  capital ;  meanwhile,  until  the  habits  of  the  people  should 
grow  to  be  such  as  to  render  manufactures  feasible,  there  was  a  great 
neglected  treasure,  lying  under  their  feet,  which  might  be  the  source  of 
prosperity  to  alL  He  pointed  out  the  superior  methods  of  husbandry 
employed  in  Scotland  and  England,  and  the  great  results  obtained 
upon  soils  naturally  much  poorer ;  and,  taking  the  Highland  Society 
for  an  example,  the  establishment  of  which  had  done  so  much  for  the 
prosperity  of  Scotland,  he  proposed  the  formation  in  Ireland  of  a 
similar  association. 

The  letter  made  an  extraordinary  sensation  throughout  the  country. 
Noblemen  and  gentry  of  all  sides  look  it  up ;  and  numbers  of  these 
wrote  to  Mr.  Purcell,  and  gave  him  their  cordial  adhesion  to  the  plan. 
A  meeting  was  held,  and  the  Society  farmed  :  subscriptions  were  set 
on  foot,  headed  by  the  Lord  Lieutenant  (Fortescue)  and  the  Duke 
of  Leinsler,  each  with  a  donation  of  300/.;  and  the  trustees  had  soon 
5,000/.  at  their  disposal :  with,  besides,  an  annual  levenue  of  1,000/. 
The  suhscribed  capital  is  funded ;  and  pHDlitical  subjects  Strictly 
excluded.  The  Society  has  a  show  yearly  in  one  of  the  principal 
towns  of  Ireland :  it  corresponds  with  the  various  local  agricultural 
associations  throughout  the  country;  encourages  the  formation  of  new 
.  ones ;  and  distributes  prizes  and  rewards.  It  has  further  in  contem- 
plation, to  establish  a  lai^e  Agricultural  school  for  farmers'  sons ;  and 
has  formed  in  Dublin  an  Agricultural  Bazaar  and  Museum. 


It  was  the  first  meeting  of  the  Society  which  we  were  come  to  see 
at  Cork.  Will  it  be  able  to  carry  its  excellent  intentions  into  effect  ? 
Will  the  present  enthusiasm  of  its  founders  and  members  continue  ? 
Will  one  political  party  or  another  get  the  upper  band  in  it?  One 
cant  help  thinking  of  these  points  with  some  anxiety— of  the  latter 
espedalty:  as  yet,  happily,  the  clergy  of  either  side  have  kept  aloof, 
and  the  union  seems  pretty  cordial  and  sincere. 

There  are  in  Cork,  as  no  doubt  in  every  town  of  Ireland  sijfficiently 
considerable  to  support  a  plurality  of  hotels,  some  especially  devoted 
to  the  Conservative  and  Liberal  parties.  Two  dinners  were  to  be  given 
iiprapos  of  the  Agricultural  meeting ;  and  in  order  to  conciliate  all 
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parties,  it  was  detennincd  that  the  Tory  landlord  should  find  the  cheap 
ten-shilling  dinner  for  one  thousand,  the  Whig  landlord  the  genteel 
£uinea  dinner  for  a  few  select  hundreds. 

I  wish  Mr.  Cuff,  of  the  "  Freemasons'  Tavern,"  could  have  been 
at  Cork  to  take  a  lesson  from  the  latter  gentleman :  for  he  would 
have  seen  that  there  are  means  of  having  not  merely  enough  to  eat, 
but  enough  of  the  very  best,-for  the  sum  of  a  guinea;  that  persons 
can  have  not  only  wine,  but  good  wine,  and  if  inclined  [as  some  topers 
are  on  great  occasions)  to  pass  to  another  bottle,~a  second,  a  third, 
or  a  fifteenth  bottle,  for  what  I  know  is  very  much  at  their  service.  It 
was  a  fine  sight  to  see  Mr,  MacDowall  presiding  over  an  ice-well  and 
extracting  the  bottles  of  champagne.  With  what  calmness  he  did  it ! 
How  the  corks  popped,  and  the  liquor  fizzed,  and  the  agriculturists 
drank  the  bumpers  offl  And  how  good  the  wine  was  too— the  greatest 
merit  of  all !  Mr.  MacDowall  did  credit  to  his  liberal  politics  by  his 
liberal  dinner. 

"  Sir,"  says  a  waiter  whom  I  asked  for  currant-jelly  for  the  haunch 
— (there  were  a  dozen  such  smoking  on  various  parts  of  the  table — 
think  of  that,  Mr.  Cuff t)—" Sir,"  says  the  waiter,  "there's  no  jelly, 
but  I've  brought  you  sotne  very  fini  lobsttr'Sauce."  I  think  this  was 
the  most  remarkable  speech  of  the  evening ;  not  excepting  that  of  my 
Lord  Bernard,  who,  to  three  hundred  gentlemen  more  or  less  con- 
nected with  farming,  had  actually  the  audacity  to  quote  the  words  of 
the  great  agricultural  poet  of  Rome — 

"  O  fiiiurtaltt  nimmm  ma  si,"  &v. 

How  long  are  our  statesmen  in  England  to  continue  to  back  their 
«pinions  by  the  Latin  grammar  f  Are  the  Irish  t^culturalists  so 
*wy  happy,  if  they  did  but  know  it — at  least  those  out  of  doors  ?  Well, 
those  within  were  jolly  enoug!^.  Champagne  and  claret,  turbot  and 
haunch,  are  gifts  of  the  juttistima  Ullus,  with  which  few  husbandmen 
will  be  disposed  to  quarrel : — no  more  let  us  quarrel  either  with 
eloquence  after  dinner. 

If  the  Liberal  landlord  had  shown  his  principles  in  his  dinner,  the 
Conservative  certainly  showed  his  ;  by  conserving  as  much  profit  as 
possible  for  himsel£  We  sat  down  one  thousand  to  some  two  hundred 
and  fifty  cold  joints  (tf  meat  Every  man  was  treated  with  a  pint  of 
wine,  and  very  bad  too,  so  that  there  was  the  less  cause  to  grumble 
because  more  was  not  served.  Those  agriculturalists  who  had  a  mind 
to  drink  whisky-and- water  had  to  pay  extra  for  their  punch.  Nay, 
after  shouting  in  vain  for  half-an-hour  to  a  waiter  for  some  cold  water, 
the  unhappy  writer  could  only  get  it  by  promising  a  shilling.  The 
sum  was  paid  on  delivery  of  the  article ;  but  as  everybody  round  was 
thirsty  too,  1  got  but  a  glassful  from  the  decanter,  which  only  served 
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to  make  nie  long  for  mCre.  llie  Waiter  (the'  rascal  Ij  promised  more, 
but  never  came  near  us  afterwords :  be  had  got  his  shilling,  and  so  he 
left  us  in  a  hot  room,  surrounded  by  a  thousand  hot  fellow-cieaturesr 
one  of  them  making  a  dry  speech.  The  agricniluraKsls  were  not  on 
this  occasion  nitniutn  fartunati. 

T6  have  heard  a  nobleman,  however,  who  discoursed  to  the 
meeting,  you  would  hive  fancied  that  we  were  ihe  luckiest  mortals 
under  the  broiling  July  sun.  He  said  he  could  conceive  nothing  more 
delightful  than  to  see,  "  on  proper  occasions,"— (mind,  on  proper  scca- 
tieitt  f) — "  the  landlord  mixing  with  his  tenantry ;  and  to  look  around 
him  at  a  scene  like  this,  and  sec  tht  condtsceniion  with  Which  the 
gentry  mingled  wKh  the  farmers  1°  Prodigious  condescension  tmly  F 
This  neat  speech  seemed  to  me  an  oratoric  slap  on  the  face  to  about 
nine  hundred  and  seventy  persons  present ;  and  being  one  of  the 
latter,  1  began  to  hiss  by  way  of  acknowledgment  of  the  compliment, 
and  hoped  that  a  strong  party  would  have  destroyed  the  han^ony  of 
the  evening,  and  done  likewise.  But  not  one  hereditary  bondsman 
would  join  in  the  CorKpliment-j-and  chey- were  quite  right  too.  The 
old  lord  who  talked  about  condescension  is  one  of  the  greatest  and 
kindest  landlords  in  Ireland.  If  he  thinks  he  condescends  by  doiTig 
his  dtlty  and  mixing  with  men  as  good  as  himself,  the  fault  lies  with 
the  latter.  Why  are  they  so  ready  to  go  down  on  their  knees  to  niy 
lord  ?  A  man  can't  help  "  condescending"  to  another  who  will  persist 
in  kissing  his  shoestrings.  They  respect  rank  in  England — the  people 
seem  almost  to  adore  it  here. 

As  an  instance  of  the  intense  veneration  for  lords  which  distin- 
guished this  county'Of  Cork,  I  may  mention  what  occurred  afterwards. 
The  members  of  the  Cork  Society  gave  a  dinner  to  their  guestsof  the 
Irish  Agricultural  Association.  The  founder  ^of  the  latter,  as  Lord 
DownshireistBted.vi'as  Mr,  Purcell :  and  as  it  was  agreed  on  all  hands. 
that  the  Society  so  founded  was  likely  to  prove  of  the  greatest  t>enefit 
to  the  country,  one  might  have-supposed  that  any  compliment  paid  to 
it  might  have  been  paid  to  it  through  its  founder.  Not  so.  The 
Society  asked  the  lordsto  dine,  and  Mr,  Purcell  to  meet  the  lords. 

After  the  grand  dinner  came  a  grand  ball,  which  was  indeed  one 
of  the  gayest  and  prettiest  sigttts  ever  seen ;  nor  was  it  the  less  agree- 
able because  the  ladies  of  the  city  mixed  with  the  ladies  from  the 
country,  and  vied  with-them  in  grice  and  beauty.  The  charming 
gaiety  and  frankness  of:  the  Irish  ladies  have  been  noted  and  admired 
by  everj'  foreigner  who 'has  had  the  good  fortune  to  mingle  in  their 
society ;  and  1  hope  it  is  not  detracting  from  the  merit  of  the  upper 
classes  to  say  that  the  lower  are  not  a  whit  less  pleasing.  1  never 
saw  inany  country,  such  a  general  grace  of  manner  and  iatfykoeii.  In 
the  midst  of  their  gaiety,  too, Jt  must  be  remembered  that  th^  are 
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the  cbatte8t.i>fn'0iiien,'3nd  that- ito  country  in  Europe  can  boast  of 
such,  a  general  puri  ty, 

III  legard  of  the  Muttster  ladies,  1  had  the  pleasure  to  be  jn-esent 
at  two  or  three  evening-parties  at  Cork,  and  must  say  that  they  seem 
to  excel  the  English  ladies  not  only  in  wit  and  vivacity,  but  in  the  still 
more  in^ortant.  article  of  the  toilette.  They  are  as  well  dressed  as 
Frenchwomen,  and  incomparably  handsomer  ;  and  if  ever  this  book 
reaches  a  thirtieth  edition,  and  I  can  find  out  better  words  to  express 
admiration,  they  shall  be  inserted  here.  Among  the  ladies'  accom- 
plishments, I  may  mention  tbat  I  have  heard  in  two  or  three  private 
families  such  fine  music  as  is  rarely  to  be  met  with  out  of  a  capital 
In  one  house  we  bad  a  supper  and  songs  afterwards,  in  the  old  honest 
fashion.  Time  was  in  Ireland  when  the  custom  was  a  common  one ; 
but  the  world  grows  languid  as  it  grows  genteel ;  and  I  fancy  it 
requires  more  than  ordinary  spirit  and  courage  imw  for  a  good  old 
gentleman,  at  .the  head  of  his  kind  family  table,  to  strike  up  a  good 
old  family  song.  . 

The  delightful  old.  gentleman  who  sung  the  song  here  mentioned 
could  not  help  talking  of  the  Temperance  movement  with  a  sort  of 
regret,  and  said  that  all  the  tun  had  gone  out  of  Ireland  since  Father 
Mathew  .banished  the  whisliy  fr«n  it  Indeed,  any  stranger  going 
amongst  the  people  can  perceive  that  they  are  now  anything  but  gayi 
I  have  seen  a  great  number  of  crowds  and  meetings  of  people  in  all 
parts  of  Ireland,  and  found  them  all  gloomy.  There  is  nothing  like 
the  merry-making  one  reads  of  in  the  Irish  novels.  '  Lever  and  Maxwell 
must  be  taken  as  chroniclers  of  the  old  times — the  pleasant  but  wrong 
old  times— for  which  one  can't  help  having  an-  antiquarian  fondness. 

On  the  day  we  arrived  at  Cork,  and  as  the  passengers  descended 
from  "  the  drag,"  a  stout,  handsome,  honest-looking  man,  of  some  two- 
and-forty  years,  was  passing  by,  and  received  a  number  of  bows  frwn 
the  crowd  around.     It  was 

with  whose  face  a  thousand  little  print-shop  windows  bad  already 
rendered  me  bmiliar.  He  shook  hands  with  themaster  of  the  carriage 
very  cordially,  and  just  as  cordially  with  the  master's  coachman,  a 
disciple  of  temperance,  as  at  least  half  Ireland  is  at  present.  The  day 
lifter  the  fampus  dinner  at  Mac  Dowall's,  some  of  us  came  down  rather 
late,  perhaps  in  consequence  of  the  events  of  the  night  before — (I  think 
it  was  Lord  Bernard's  quotation  from  Virgil,  or  else  the  absence  of 
the  currant-jelly  for  the  venison,  that  occasioned  a  slight  headache 
among  some  of  us,  and  an  extreme  longing  for  sod  a- water,) — and  there 
was  the  Apostle  of  Temperance  seated  at  the  table  drinking  tea.   Some 
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ot  us  felt  a  little  ashamed  of  ourselves,  and  did  not  like  to  ask  somehoir 
for  the  soda-water  in  such  an  awful  presence  as  that.  Besides,  it  would 
have  been  a  confession  to  a  Catholic  priest,  and,  as  a  Protestant,  I  am 
above  it 

The  worid  likes  to  know  how  a  great  man  appears  even  to  a  valet- 
de-chambre,  and  1  suppose  it  is  one's  vanity  that  is  flattered  in  such 
rare  company  to  find  the  great  man  quite  as  unassuming  as  the  very 
smallest  personage  present ;  and  so  Like  to  other  mortals,  that  we  would 
not  know  him  to  be  a  great  man  at  all,  did  we  not  know  his  name,  and 
what  he  had  done.  There  is  nothing  remarkable  in  Mr.  Mathew's 
manner,  except  that  it  is  exceedingly  simple,  hearty,  and  manly,  and 
that  he  does  not  wear  the  downcast,  demure  look  which,  I  know  not 
why,  certainly  cbaracteriies  the  chief  part  of  the  gentlemen  of  his 
profession.  Whence  comes  that  general  scowl  which  darkens  the 
faces  of  the  Irish  priesthood  P  I  have  met  a  score  of  these  reverend 
gentlemen  in  the  country,  and  not  one  of  them  seemed  to  look  or  speak 
frankly,  except  Mr.  Mathew,  and  a  couple  more.  He  is  almost  the 
only  man,  too,  that  1  have  met  in  Ireland,  who,  in  speaking  of  public 
matters,  did  not  talk  as  a  partisan.  With  the  State  of  the  country,  of 
landlord,  tenant,  and  peasantry,  he  seemed  to  be  most  curiously  and 
ftitimately  acquainted  ;  speaking  of  their  wants,  differences,  and  the 
means  of  bettering  them,  with  the  minutest  practical  knowledge;  And 
it  waa  impossible  in  hearing  him  to  know,  but  from  previous  acquaint- 
ance with  his  character,  whether  he  was  Whig  or  Tory,  Catholic,  or 
Protestant.  Why  does  not  Government  make  a  Privy  Councillor  of 
him? — that  is,  if  he  would  honour  the  Right  Honourable  body  by  taking 
a  seat  amongst  them.  His  knowledge  of  the  people  is  prodigious,  and 
their  confidence  in  him  as  great ;  and  what  a  touching  attachment  that 
is  which  these  poor  fellows  show  to  any  one  who  has  their  cause  at 
heart — even  to  any  one  who  says  he  has  I 

Avoiding  all  political  questions,  no  man  seems  more  eager  than 
he  for  the  practical  improvement  of  this  country.  Leases  and  rents, 
farming  improvements,  reading-societies,  music- societies — he  was  full 
of  these,  and  of  his  schemes  of  temperance  above  alL  He  never 
misses  a  chance  of  making  a  convert,  and  has  his  hand  ready  and  a 
pledge  in  his  pocket  for  sick  or  poor.  One  of  his  disciples  in  a  livery- 
coat  came  into  the  room  with  a  tray — Mr.  Mathew  recognized  him, 
and  shook  him  by  the  hand  directly;  so  he  did  with  the  strangers  who 
were  presented  to  him ;  and  not  with  a  courtly  popularity-hunting  air, 
but,  as  it  seemed,  from  sheer  hearty  kindness,  and  a  desire  to  do 
every  one  good. 

When  breakfast  was  done — (he  took  but  one  cup  of  tea,  and  says 
that,  from  having  been  a  great  consumer  of  tea  and  refreshing  liquids 
before,  a  small  cup  of  tea,  and  one  glass  of  water  at  dinner,  now  serve 
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him  for  his  day's  beverage) — he  took  Ihe  ladies  of  our  party  to  see  his 

burying-ground — a  new  a.nd  handsome  cemetery,  lying  a  little  way  out 
of  the  town,  and  where,  thank  God  \  Protestants  and  Catholics  may  lie 
together,  without  clergymen  quarrelling  over  their  coffins. 

It  is  a  handsome  piece  of  ground,  and  was  formerly  a  botanic 
garden  ;  but  the  funds  failed  for  that  undertaking,  as  they  have  for  a 
thousand  other  public  enterprises  in  this  poor  disunited  country ;  and 
so  it  has  been  converted  into  a  kortus  siccus  for  us  mortals.  There  is 
already  a  pretty  large  collection.  In  the  midst  is  a  place  for  Mathew 
himself —honour  to  him  living  or  dead  !  Meanwhile,  numerous  stately 
moniuoents  have  been  built,  flowers  planted  here  and  there  over  dear 
remains,  and  the  garden  in  which  they  lie  is  rich,  green,  and  beautiful. 
Here  is  a  fine  statue,  by  Hogan,  of  a  weeping  genius  that  broods  over 
the  tomb  of  an  honest  merchant  and  clothier  of  the  city.  He  took  a 
liking  to  the  artist,  his  fellow- townsman,  and  ordered  his  own  monu- 
ment, and  had  the  gratification  to  see  it  arrive  from  Rome  a  few  weeks 
before  his  death,  A  prettier  thing  even  than  the  statue  is  the  tomb  of 
a  little  boy,  which  has  been  shut  in  by  a  large  and  curious  grille  of 
ironwork.  The  father  worked  it,  a  blacksmith,  whose  darling  the  child 
was,  and  he  spent  three  years  in  hammering  out  this  mausoleum.  It 
is  the  beautiful  story  of  the  pot  of  ointment  told  again  at  the  poor  black- 
smith's anvil ;  and  who  can  but  like  him  for  placing  this  fine  gilded  cage 
over  the  body  of  his  poor  httle  one  ?  Presently  you  come  to  a  French- 
woman's tomb,  with  a  French  epitaph  by  a  French  husband,  and  a  pot 
of  artificial  flowers  in  a  niche — a  wig  and  a  pot  of  rouge,  as  it  were, 
just  to  make  the  dead  look  passably  well.  It  is  hii  manner  of  showing 
his  sympathy  for  an  immortal  soul  that  has  passed  away.  The  poor 
may  be  buried  here  for  nothing;  and  here,  too,  once  more  Thank 
God  1  each  may  rest  without  priests  or  parsons  scowling  hell-fire  at 
his  neighbour  unconscious  under  the  grass. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

CORK— THE  URSULINE  COKVENT. 

THEREisalsrge-UrsulineconTent  at  Blackroct, near  Carii^anda  , 
lady  who  had  been  educated  there  was  kind  enough  to  invite  me 
to  join  a  party  to  vimt  the  (Jace.  Was  not  this  a  great  privilege  for  a 
heretic  ?  I  have  peeped  into  convent  chapels  abroad,  ami  occasirmally 
caught  glimpses  ofawhite  veil  or  Uack  gown  ;  but  to  see  the  pious 
ladies  in  their  own  retreat  was  quite  a  novelty — much  more  exciting 
than  the  exhibition  of  Long  Horns  and  Short  Horns  by  which  we  had 
to  pass  on  our  road  to  BUckrock. 

The  three  miles'  ride'  is  very  pretty.  As  far  as  nature  goes,  she  has 
done  her  best  for  the  netghbourhocMl ;  and  the  noble  hills  on  the 
opposite  coast  of  the  river,  studded  with  innamerable  pretty  villas  and 
garnished  with  fine  trees  and  meadows,  the  river  itself  dark  blue  under 
a  brilliant  cloudless  heaven,  and  lively  with  its  multiplicity  of  gay 
craft,  accompany  the  traveller  along  the  road  ;  except  here  and  there 
where  the  view  is  shut  out  by  fine  avenues  of  trees,  a  beggariy  row  of 
cottages,  or  a  villa  walL  Rows  of  dirty  cabins,  and  smart  bankers' 
country-houses,  meet  one  at  every  turn  ;  nor  do  the  latter  want  for  fine 
names,  you  may  be  sure.  The  Irish  grandiloquence  displays  itself 
finely  in  the  invention  of  such ;  and,,  to  the  great  inconvenience,  1 
should  think,  of  the  postman,  the  names  of  the  houses  appear  to 
change  with  the  tenants  :  for  I  saw  many  old  houses  with  new  placards 
in  front,  setting  forth  the  last  title  of  the  house. 

I  had  the  box  of  the  carriage  (a  smart  vehicle  that  would  have  done 
creditto  theRingl,and  found  the  gentleman  bymy  side  very  communi- 
cative. He  named  the  owners  of  the  pretty  mansions  and  lawns  visible 
on  the  other  side  of  the  river  :  they  appear  almost  all  to  be  merchants, 
who  have  made  their  fortunes  in  the  city.  In  the  like  manner,  though 
the  air  of  the  town  is  extremely  fresh  and  pure  to  a  pair  of  London 
lungs,  the  Cork  shopkeeper  is  not  satisfied  with  it,  but  contrives  for 
himself  a  place  [with  an  euphonious  name,  no  doubt)  in  the  suburbs  of 
the  city.  These  stretch  to  a  great  extent  along  the  beautiful,  liberal- 
looking  banks  of  the  stream. 

1  asked  the  man  about  the  Temperance,  and  whether  he  was  a 
temperance  man  ?    He  replitd  by  pulling  a.  medal  out  of  his  waist- 
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coat  poclcet,  saying  Aat  be  ^Uways  carried  k  about  nitb  liim  for  feat 
of  temptation.  He  said  that  he  took  the  pledge  two  years  ago,  before 
which  time,  as  be  confessed,  he  had  been  a  sad  sinner  in  the  way  of 
drink.  "  I  used  10  take,"  said  he,  "  from  eg^hieen  to  twenty  glasses  of 
whisky  a  day  ;  1  was  always  at  the  drink ;  I'd  be  often,  up  all  night  at 
the  fiublic  :  I  was  turned  away  by  my  present  master  on  account  (rf 
I  it ; " — and  all  of  a  sudden  he  resolved  to  break  it  off.  I  asked  him 
whether  he  had  not  at  first  e:qierienced  ill-health  from  the  suddenness 
of  the  change  in  his  habits ;  but  he  said— and  let  all  persons  medi- 
tating a  conversion  from  liquor  remember  the  fact— that  the  ahsti- 
nenctf  Aever  affected  him'  in  the  least,  hut  that  he  went  on  growing 
better  and  better  in  health  every  d^,  stronger  and  more  able  of  mind 
and  body. 

The  man  was  a  Catholic,  and'  in  speaking  of  the  numerous  places 
of  worship  along  the  road  3s  we  passed,  I'm  sorry  to  confess,  dealt 
some  rude  cuts  with  his  whip  regarding  the  Protestants.  Coachman 
as  he  was,  the  felbVs  remarks  seemed  to  be  correct :  for  it  appears 
that  the  religious  world  of  Cork  is  of  so  excessively  enlightened  a  kind, 
that  ona  <Aur<:h  will  not  content  one  pious  person  ;  but  that,  on  the 
contrary,  they  will  he  at  church  of  a  morning,  at  Independent  church 
of  ATI  afternoon,  at  a  Darhyite  congregation  of  an  evening,  and  so  on, 
gathering  excitement  or  information  from  all  sources  which  they  could 
come  at  Is  not  this  the  case  ?  are  not  some  of  the  ultra-serious  as 
eager  after  a  new  preacher,  &s  the  ultra-worldly  for  a  new  dancer?  don't 
they  talk  and  gossip  about  him  as  much  ?  Though  theology  from 
the  coach-box  is  rather  questionaMe,  (after  all,  the  man  was  just  as 
much  authorised  to  propound  his  notions  as  iBanjn  aiAlIow  from  an 
amateur  pulp  it,)  yet  he  certamly  had  the  right  here  as  for  as  his  charge 
against  certain  Protestants  went. 

The  reasoning  from  it  was  quite  obvious,  and  I  am  tUBKwas  in  the 
man's  mind,  though  he  did  not  utter  it,  as  we  drove  by  tUa  time  into 
the  convent  gate.  "  Here,"  says  coachman,  "  is  our  church.  /  don't 
drire  my  master  and  mistress  from  church  to  chapelj  from  chapel  to 
conventicle,  hunting  after  new  preachers  every  Sabbatb*..  1  briog  them 
every  Sunday  and  set  them  down  at  the  same  pl«ee,jwht»B  they  know 
that  everything  they  hear  muTt  be  right.  Their  fathers  have  done 
the  same  thing  before  them  ;  and  the  young  ladies  and  gentlemen 
will  come  here  too  j  and  all  the  new-fangled  doctors  and  teachers 
may  go  roariag  through  the  land,  and  still  here  we  come  regularly, 
not  caring  a  whit  for  the  vagaries  of  others,  knowing  that  we  ourselves 
are  in  the  real  old  right  original  way." 

I  am  sure  this  is  what  the  fellow  meant  by^is  sneer  at  the  Pro- 
testants, and  their  gadding  from  one  doctrine  10  another ;  but  there 
was  no  call  and  no  time  to  have  a-  battle  with  bim,  as  by  ibis  time 
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we  had  entered  a  large  lawn  covered  with  haycocks,  and  prettily,  as 
1  think,  ornamented  with  a  border  of  blossoming  potatoes,  ajid  drove 
up  to  the  front  door  of  the  convent.  It  is  a  huge  old  square  house, 
with  many  windows,  having  probably  been  some  flaunting  squire's 
residence  ;  but  the  nuns  have  taken  ofi'  somewhat  from  its  rakish  look, 
by  flinging  out  a  couple  of  wings  with  chapels,  or  buildings  like 
chapels  at  either  end. 

A  large,  lofty,  clean,  trim  hall  was  open  to  a  flight  of  steps,  and 
we  found  a  young  lady  in  the  hall,  playing,  instead  of  a  pious  sonata 
— which  I  vainly  thought  was  the  practice  in  such  godly  seminaries 
of  learning — that  abominable  rattling  piece  of  music  called  la  VieUtU, 
which  it  has  been  my  lot  to  hear  executed  by  other  young  ladies  ; 
and  which  (with  its  like}  has  always  appeared  to  me  to  be  constructed 
upon  this  simple  fashion — to  take  a  tune,  and  then,  as  it  were,  to  fling 
it  down  and  upstairs.  As  soon  as  the  young  lady  playing  "  the  Violet  * 
saw  us,  she  quitted  the  hall  and  retired  to  an  inner  apartment,  where 
she  resumed  that  delectable  piece  at  her  leisure.  Indeed  there  were 
pianos  all  over  the  educational  part  of  the  house. 

We  were  shown  into  a  gay  par- 
J  lour  (where  hangs  a  pretty  drawing 

representing  the  melancholy  old  con- 
vent which  the  Sisters  previously 
inhabited  in  Cork),  and  presently 
Sister  No.  Two-Eight  made  her  ap- 
pearance—a pretty  and  gracefiil  lady, 
attired  thus, 

"  'Tis  the  prettiest  nun  of  the  whole 
house,"  whispered  the  lady  who  had 
been  educated  at  the  convent :   and 
)     I  must  own  that  slim,  gentle,  and 
^-   pretty  as  this  young  lady  was,  and 
calculated  with  her  kind  smiling  face 
and  little  figure  to  frighten  no  one 
"**  in   the  world,  a  great  six-foot  Pro- 
testant could  not  help  looking  at  her 
with  a  little  tremble.  I  had  never  been 
^~-  in  a  nun's  company  before  ;  I'm  afraid 

of  such — I  don't  care  to  own — in  their  black  mysterious  robes  and 
awful  veils.  As  priests  in  gorgeous  vestments,  and  littht  rosy  incense- 
boys  in  red,  bob  their  heads  and  knees  up  and  down  before  altars, 
or  clatter  silver  pots  full  of  smoking  odours,  I  fee!  I  don't  know  what 
sort  of  thrill  and  secret  creeping  terror.  Here  1  was,  in  a  room  with 
a  real  live  nun,  pretty  and  pale — I  wonder  has  she  any  of  her  sister- 
hood immured  in  eubliettet  down  below ;  is  her  poor  little  weak,  delicate 
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body  scarred  all  over  with  scoui^ngs,  iron-collars,  hair-shirts?  What 
has  she  had  for  dinner  to-day  P— as  we  passed  the  refeaory  there  was 
a  faint  sort  of  vapid  nun-like  vegetable  smell,  speaking  of  fasts  and 
wooden  platters ;  and  I  could  picture  to  myself  silent  sisters  eating 
their  meal — a  grim  old  yellow  one  in  the  reading-desk,  croaking  ojt  an 
extract  from  a  sermon  for  their  edification. 

But  is  it  policy,  or  hypocrisy,  or  reality  ?  These  nuns  affect  extreme 
happiness  and  content  with  their  condition:  a  smiling  beatitude,  which 
they  insist  belongs  peculiarly  to  them,  and  about  which  the  only  doubt- 
ful point  is  the  manner  in  which  it  is  produced  before  stra.ngers.  Young 
ladies  educated  in  convents  have  often  mentioned  this  fact — bow  the 
nuns  persist  in  declaring  and  proving  to  them  their  own  extreme  enjoy- 
ment of  life. 

Were  all  the  smiles  of  that  kind-looking  Sister  Two-Eight  perfectly 
-sincere  ?  Whenever  she  spoke  her  face  was  lighted  up  with  one.  She 
seemed  perfectly  radiant  with  happiness,  tripping  lightly  before  us,  and 
distributing  kind  compliments  to  each,  which  made  me  in  a  very  few 
minutes  forget  the  introductory  fright  which  her  poor  Utile  presence 
had  occasioned. 

She  took  us  through  the  hall  (where  was  the  vegetable  savour 
before  mentioned),  and  showed  us  the  contrivance  by  which  the  name 
of  Tvo-Eight  was  ascertained.  Each  nun  has  a  number,  or  a  com- 
bination of  numbers,  prefixed  to  her  name  ;  and  a  bell  is  pulled  a 
corresponding  number  of  times,  by  which  each  sister  knows  when  she  is 
wanted.  Poor  souls  I  are  they  always  on  the  look-out  for  that  bell,  that 
the  ringing  of  it  should  be  supposed  infalliblyto  awaken  their  attention? 

From  the  hall  the  sister  conducted  us  through  ranges  of  apart- 
ments, and  I  had  almost  said  avenues  of  pianofortes,  whence  here  and 
there  a  startled  pensioner  would  rise,  hinnuho  similis,  at  our  approach, 
seeking  upavidatri  mairem  in  the  person  of  a  demure  old  stout  mother 
hard  by.  We  were  taken  through  a  hall  decorated  with  a  series  of 
pictures  of  Pope  Pius  VI., — wonderful  adventures,  truly,  In  the  life  of 
the  gentle  old  man.  In  one  you  see  him  gracefully  receiving  a  Prince 
and  Princess  of  Russia  (tremendous  incident !).  The  Prince  has  a 
pigtail,  the  Princess  powder  and  a  train,  the  Pope  a — but  never  mind, 
we  shall  never  get  through  the  house  at  this  rate. 

Passii^  through  Pope  Pius's  gallery,  we  came  into  a  long,  clean, 
lofty  passage,  with  many  little  doors  on  each  side ;  and  here  I  confess 
my  heart  began  to  thump  again.  These  were  the  doors  of  the. cells 
of  the  Sisters.  Bon  Dieu  !  and  is  it  possible  that  I  shall  see  a  nun's 
cell?  Do  I  not  recollect  the  nun's  cell  in  "  The  Monk,"  or  in  "  The 
Romance  of  the  Forest  ? "  or,  if  not  there,  at  any  rate,  in  a  thousand 
noble  romances,  read  in  early  days  of  half-holiday  perhaps— 
at  twopence  a  volume. 
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Come  in,  in  the  name  of  the  saints  I    Here  b  the  ceU.    I  took  off 

my  hat  and  examined  the  little  raom  with  much  cnrions  wonder,  and 
rererence.  There  was  an  iron  bed;  with  comfbrtable  cnitatos  «f^gree& 
serge.  There  was  a  little  clothes-chesl  of  yellow  wood,  neatly  deaned, 
and  a  wocxlen  chair  beside  it,  and.  a  desk  on  the  chest;  and  about  six 
pictures  on  the  wall — little  religioiis  pictures  ;  a  saint  with  gilt' paper 
round  him  ;  the  Virgin  showing  on  her  breast  a  bleeding  heart,  with  a 
swoid  run  through  it  ;  and  other  sad  little  subjects,  calculated  to  make 
the  inmate  of'  th4  cell  Aiuk  of  the  sufferings  of  the  saints  andiBaityra 
of  the' Church.  Theft  there  was  a  little  crucifix,  and*  «rtK-candle  tin 
the  ledge;  .and.htre^was.tlicplace  where' the  peocjblaclc-veiled  things 
were  to. pass  their  lives  for  ever  \ 

After  having  seen  a  couple  of  these  little  cells,  we  left  the  corridors 
in  which  they  were,  and  ^ere  tonducted,  nitk  a  sort  of.  ptide  on.  the 
nun's  part,  1  thougUt,  into  the  grand,  roam  of  the  conyentT-a. parlour 
with  pictures  of  saints,  and.  a  gay  .paper,  anda  series  of.  sniaU  fineries, 
such  only,  as  women  very  idle  know  how  to  make.  ,  There  were  some 
portraits  in  the  room,  one  an  atrocious  AxSo  of  an  u^y  old  woman, 
surrounded  by  children  still  more  hideous.  Somebody  had  told  the 
poor  ituD  that  this  was  a  Sne  thing,  and  .she  behoved  itr-heaven  bless 
her !— iquile  implicidy :  nor  is  die  pkture  o£  the  ugly  old  Canadian 
woman  the  first  reputation,  that  has  been  made  this  way.  .    . 

Then  &om  the  fine  parlour  we  went  to  the  musetmi.  I  don't  know 
how  we  should  be  curious  of  such  trifles  ;.  but  the  chronicling  of  small- 
beer  is  the  main  business  of  life — people  only  .differing,  as  Tom  Moore 
wisely  says  in  one  of  his  best  poems,  about  their  .own  peculiar  tap.  The 
poor  nun's  little  collection  of  gimcracks  was.  di^Iayied  in  great  state  : 
there  were  spars  in  one  drawer ;  and,  1  ithink,  a  Chinese  shoe  and 
some  Indian  wares  in  anotlier ;  and  some  medals  of  the  Popes,,  and  a 
couple  of  score  of  coins ;  and  a  clean  glass  case,  fuU.af.antjqu^  works 
of  Freuch  theology  of  the  distant  period  cf  Louis  XV.,  to.  judge  1iy  the 
bindings--and  this  formed  th«main  part  of  the  museurn.  .  "The  chief 
objects  were  gathered  together  by  a  single  nun,"  said  the  sisto:  with  a 
look  of  wonder,  as  she  went  prattling  on,  and  leading  us  hither  and 
thither,  like  a  child  showing  J«r  toys. 

What  strange  mixture  of  pity  and  pleasure  is  it  which  comes  ova- 
yonsomelimes  when  a  child  takes  you  by  the  hand,  and  leads  you  up 
solemnly  to  some  httle  treasure  of  its  own — a  feather  or  a  string  of 
glass  beads  ?  I  declaie  I  have  of^en  looked  at  such  with  more  ddlght 
than  at  diamonds ;  and  felt  the  same  sort  of  soft  wonder  examining 
the  nun's  little  treasure- chamber.  There  was  someihing  touching  in 
the  very  poverty  of  it  :^had  it  been  finer,  it  would  not  have  been  half 
so  good. 

And  now  we  had  seen  all  the  wonders  of  the  bouse  but  the  chapel, 
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and  thither  ve  were  conducted ;  all  thb  ladles'  of  our'  party  kneallog 
down  as  (hey  entered  die  building,  and  saying  ±  short  pilfer. 

Tliis,  as  I  am  on  sentimental  confessions,  I  must  own  affected  me 
too.  It  was  a  very  pretty  and  tender  sight  I  should  have  liked  to 
kneel  down  too,  but  was  a^iamed;  our  northern  usages  not  encouraging 
— among  men  at  least — that  sort  of  abandonment  of  dignity.  Do  anjr 
irf  us  dare  to  sing  psalmi  at  chun;b  ?  and  don't  we  look  with  rather  a 
sneer  at  a  mart  who  does  ? 

The  chapti  had:  DOtmng  runatk^ble  in  it  exc^t  a  very  good  organ, 
as  I  was  told ;  for  we  were  allowed  only  to  ^ee  the  exterior  of  that 
instrument,  our  [MOus-guide  with  touch  pleasure lemoviitg  an  dtl-doth 
which  covered  the  mahogany.  At  one  aide  of  the  aliar  is  a  long  high 
griiU,  through  which  you  see  a  hall,  where  the.  ituna  Uave  itheir  stalls, 
and  sit  in  chapd  time ;  and  beyObd  this  hall  is  another. small  chapel, 
with  a  couple  of  ahars,  and  one  beautiful  print  in.  one  of  them — a 
German  Holy  Family — apiimj  mystical,  tender  piece,  just  iiiafitting 
the  place. 

In  the  gritU  is  a  little  wicket  and  a  ledge  before  iL  It  is  to. this 
wicket  that  women  are  brought  to  kneel;  and  a  bishop  is  ili  the  chi^tel 
on  the  other  side,  and  takes  their  hands  in  his,  and  receives  their  vows. 
I  had  never  seen  the  like  before,  and  own  that  I  felt  a  sort  of  shudder 
U  looking  at  the  place.  There,  rest  the  girl's  knees  as  she  offen  her- 
self up,  and  forswears  the  sacred  aSections.  which  God  gave  herj  there 
she  kneds  and  denies  for  ever  the  beautiful  duties  of  her  being  : — ^no 
tender  mattrnal  yearnings,  ito  gentle  attacihmeats.are  to  be  had  for  her 
orfrom  her, — tliere  she  kneels  and  commits  suicide  upon  her  heart.  O 
honest  Martin  Lulher  1  thJUik  God,  you  came  to  pull  that  infernal, 
wicked,  unnatunal  altar  down—that  cursed  Paganism ! .  Let  people 
solitary,  worn-out  by  sorrow  or  oppressed  with,  extreme  remorse, 
reture  to  sack  i^aces ;  fly  and  beat  your  breasts  in  caverns  and  wilder* 
nessea,  O  women,  if  you  will,  but  be  M^aleiis  6rst  It  is  sbamefid 
that  any  young  girl,  with  any  vocation  however  ECemingly  strong, . 
should  be  allowed,  to  bury  hersdf  in  this-.iroall  tomb  of  a  few  acres. 
Look  at  yonder  nun,'-^pretty,  smiling,  graceful,  and  young,—what  has 
God's  world  done  to  h»r,  that  she  should  run  from  it,  or  she  dene  to 
the  world,  that  she  should  avoid  it?  What  call  has  she  to  give  up 
all  her  duties  and  affections?  and  would  she  not  be  best  serving  God 
with  a  husband  at  her  side,  and  a  child  on  her  knee? 

The  sights  in  the  house  having  been  seen,  the  nun  led  us  through 
the  grounds  and  gardens.  There  was  the  bay  in  front,  a  fine  yellow 
corn-field  at  the  back  of  the  house,  and  a  large  melancholy-looking 
kilchen-garden ;  in  all  of  which  places  the  nuns,  for  certain  hours  in 
the  day,  are  allowed  to  take  recreation.  "The  nuns  here  are  allowed 
to  amuse  themselves  more  than  ours  at  New  Hall,"  said  a  little  gid 
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who  is  educated  at  that  English  convent :  "  do  you  know  that  here  the 
nuns  may  make  hay?"  What  %.  privilege  is  this  !  We  saw  none  of 
the  black  sisterhood  availing  themselves  of  it,  however :  the  hay  was 
neatly  piled  into  cocks  and  ready  for  housing;  so  the  poor  soula 
must  wait  until  next  year  before  they  can  enjoy  this  blessed  sport 

Turning  into  a  narrow  gate  with  the  nun  at  our  head,  we  found  our- 
selves in  a  little  green,  quiet  inclosure — it  was  the  burial-ground  of  the 
convent  The  poor  things  know  tlie  places  where  they  are  to  lie :  she 
who  was  with  us  talked  smilingly  of  being  stretched  there  one  day,  and 
pointed  out  the  resting-place  of  a  favourite  old  sister  who  had  died 
three  months  back,  and  been  buried  in  the  very  midst  of  the  little 
ground.  And  here  they  come  to  live  and  die.  The  gates  are  open, 
but  they  never  go  out  All  their  world  Ues  in  a  dozen  acres  of  ground ; 
and  they  sacrifice  their  lives  in  early  youth,  many  of  them  passing 
from  the  grave  upstairs  in  the  house  to  the  one  scarcely  narrower  in 
the  churchyard  here ;  and  are  seemingly  not  unhappy. 

1  came  out  of  the  place  quite  sick ;  and  looking  before  me, — there, 
thank  God  !  was  the  blue  spire  of  Monkstown  church  soaring  up  into 
the  free  sky — a  river  in  front  roUing  away  to  the  sea — libertj',  sunshine, 
all  sorts  of  glad  life  and  motion  round  about :  and  I  couldn't  but  thank 
heaven  for  it,  and  the  Being  whose  service  is  freedom,  and  who  has 
given  us  affections  that  we  may  use  them — not  smother  and  kill  them ; 
and  a  noble  world  to  live  in,  that  we  may  admire  it  and  Him  who 
made  it — not  shrink  from  it,  as  though  we  dared  not  live  there,  but 
must  turn  our  backs  upon  it  and  its  bountiful  Provider. 

And  in  conclusion,  if  that  most  cold-blooded  and  precise  of  all 
personages,  the  respectable  and  respected  English  reader,  may  feel 
disposed  to  sneer  at  the  above  sentimental  homily,  or  to  fancy  that  it 
has  been  written  for  effect— let  him  go  and  see  a  convent  for  himself, 
I  declare  I  think  for  my  part  that  we  have  as,  much  right  to  permit 
Sutteeism  in  India  as  to  allow  women  in  the  United  Kingdom  to 
take  these  wicked  vows,  or  Catholic  Bishops  to  receive  them ;  and 
that  Government  has  as  good  a  right  to  interpose  in  such  cases,  as  the 
police  have  to  prevent  a  man  from  hanging  himself,  or  the  doctor'to 
refuse  a  glass  of  prussic-acid  to  any  one  who  may  have  a  wish  to  go 
out  of  the  world. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


AMIDST  the  bustle  and  gaieties  of  the  Agricultural  meeting,  the 
working-day  aspect  of  the  city  was  not  to  be  judged  of:  but  I 
passed  a  fortnight  in  the  place  afterwards,  during  which  time  it  settled 
down  to  its  calm  and  usual  condition.  The  flashy  French  and  plated- 
goods'  shops,  which  made  a  show  for  the  occasion  of  the  meeting,  dis- 
appeared ;  you  were  no  longer  crowded  and  jostled  by  smart  male  and 
female  dandies  in  walking  down  Patrick  Street  or  the  Mall ;  the  poor 
little  theatre  had  scarcely  a  soul  on  its  bare  benches  :  I  went  once,  but 
the  dreadful  brass-band  of  a  dragoon  regiment  blew  me  out  of  doors. 
This  music  could  hie  heard  much  more  pleasantly  at  some  distance  off 
in  the  street. 

One  sees  in  this  countiy  many  a  grand  and  tall  iron  gate  leading 
into  a  very  shabby  field  covered  with  thistles ;  and  the  simile  to  the 
gate  will  in  some  degree  apply  to  this  famous  city  of  Cork, — which  is 
certainly  not  a  city  of  palaces,  but  of  which  the  outlets  are  magnificent. 
That  towards  Killamey  leads  by  the  Lee,  the  old  Avenue  of  Mardyke, 
and  the  rich  green  pastures  stretching  down  to  the  river ;  and  as  you 
pass  by  the  portico  of  the  county  gaol,  as  fine  and  as  glancing  as  a 
palace,  you  see  the  wooded  heights  on  the  other  side  of  the  fair  stream, 
crowded  with  a  thousand  pretty  villas  and  terraces,  presenting  every 
image  of  comfort  and  prosperity.  The  entrance  from  Cove  has  been 
mentioned  before ;  nor  is  it  easy  to  find  anywhere  a  nobler,  grander, 
and  more  cheerful  scene. 

Along  the  quays  up  to  Saint  Patrick's  Bridge  there  is  a  certain 
bustle.  Some  forty  ships  may  be  lying  at  anchor  along  the  walls  of 
the  quay,  and  its  pavements  are  covered  with  goods  of  various  mer- 
chandise :  here  a  cargo  of  hides  ;  yonder  a  company  of  soldiers,  their 
kits,  and  their  DoUies,  who  are  taking  leave  of  the  red-coats  at  the 
steamer's  side.  Then  you  shall  see  a  fine,  squeaking,  shrieking  drove 
of  pigs  embarking  hy  the  same  conveyance,  and  insinuated  into  the 
steamer  by  all  sorts  of  coaxing,  threatening,  and  wheedling.  Seamen 
are  singing  and  yeehoing  on  board ;  grimy  colliers  smoking  at  the 
liquor-shops  along  the  quay;  and  as  for  the  bridge — there  is  a  crowd 
of  idlers  on  iAat,  you  may  be  siue,  sprawling  over  the  balustrade  for 
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ever  and  ever,  with  long  ragged  coats,  steeple-hats,  and  stumpy 
doodeens. 

Then  along  the  Coal  Quay  you  may  see  a  clump  of  jingle-drivers, 
who  have  all  a  word  for  your  honour ;  and  in  Patrick  Street,  at  three 
o'clock,  when  "The  Rakes  of  Mallow"  gets  under  weigh  (a  cracked 
old  coach  with  the  paint  rubbed  off,  some  smart  horses,  and  an  exceed- 
ingly dingy  harness)— at  three  o'clock,  you  will  be  sure  to  see  at  least 
forty  persons  waiting  to  witness  the  departure  of  the  said  coach  ;  so 
that  the  neighbourhood  of  the  inn  has  an  air  of  some  bustle. 

At  the  other  extremity  of  the  town,  if  it  be  assize  time,  you  will  see 
some  five  hundred  persons  squatting  by  the  court-house,  or  buizing  and 
talking  withiiL  The  rest  of  the  respectable  quarter  of  the  city  is  pretty 
free  from  anything  like  bustle :  there  is  no  more  life  in  Patrick  Street 
than  in  Russell  Square  of  a  sunshiny  day;  and  as  for  the  Mall,  it  is 
as  lonely  as  the  chief  street  of  a  German  Resideni. 

I  have  mentioned  die  respectable  quarter  of  the  city — for  there  are 
quarters  in  it  swarming  with  life,  but  of  such  a  frightful  kind  as  no  pen 
need  care  to  describe;  alleys  where  the  odours  and  rags  and  darkness 
are  so  hideous,  that  one  runs  frightened  away  from  th^n.  In  some  of 
them,  they  say,  not  the  policeman,  only  the  priest,  can  penetrate,  I 
asked  a  Roman  Catholic  clergyman  of  the  city  to  take  me  into  some 
of  these  haunts,  but  he  refused  very  justiy;  and  indeed  a  man  may  be 
quite  satisfied  with  what  he  can  see  in  the  mere  outskirts  of  the  districts, 
without  caring  to  penetrate  further.  Not  far  from  the  quays  is  an  open 
space  where  the  poor  hold  a  market  or  bazaar.  Here  is  liveliness  and 
business  enough :  ragged  women  chattering  and  crying  their  beggarly 
wares ;  ragged  boys  gloating  over  dirty  apple-  and  pie-stal!s ;  fish  frying, 
and  raw  and  slinking;  clothes-booths,  where  you  might  buyawardrobe 
for  scarecrows ;  old  nails,  hoops,  botUes,  and  marine-wares ;  old  battered 
furniture,  that  has  been  sold  against  starvation.  In  the  streets  round 
about  this  place,  on  a  sunshiny  day,  all  the  black  gaping  windows  and 
mouldy  steps  are  covered  with  squatting  laiy  figures — women,  with 
bare  breasts,  nursing  babies,  and  leering  a  joke  as  you  pass  by — ragged 
children  paddling  everywhere.  It  is  but  two  minutes'  walk  out  of 
Patrick  Street,  where  you  come  upon  a  fine  flashy  shop  of  plated-goods, 
or  a  grand  French  emporium  of  dolls,  walking-sticks,  carpet-bags,  and 
perfumery.  The  markets  hard  by  have  a  rough,  old-fashioned,  cheerful 
look ;  it's  a  comfort  after  the  misery  to  hear  a  red  butcher's  wife  crying 
after  you  to  buy  an  honest  piece  of  meat. 

The  poor-house,  newly  established,  cannot  hold  a  fifth  part  of  the 
poverty  of  this  great  town :  the  richer  inhabitants  are  untiring  in  their 
charities,  and  the  Catholic  clergyman  before  mentioned  took  me  to  see 
fl  delivery  of  rice,  at  which  he  presides  every  day  until  the  potatoes 
shall  come  in.    This  market,  over  which  he  presides  so  kindly,  is  held 
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in  an  old  banknipt  warehouse,  and  tbe  rice  is  sold  considerably  under 
the  prime  cost  to  hundreds  of  struggling  applicants  who  come  when 
lucky  enough  to  have  wherewithal  to  pay. 

That  the  city  contains  much  wealth  is  evidenced  by  the  number  of 
handsome  villas  round  about  it,  where  the  rich  merchants  dwell;  but 
the  warehouses  of  the  wealthy  provision-merchants  make  no  show  to 
the  stranger  walking  the  streets  ;  and  of  the  retail-shops,  if  some  are 
spacious  and  handsome,  most  look  as  if  too  big  for  the  business  carried 
on  within.  The  want  of  ready-money  was  quite  curious.  In  three  of 
the  principal  shops  I  purchased  articles,  and  tendered  a  pound  in 
exchange — not  one  of  them  had  silver  enough ;  and  as  for  a  tive-pound 
note,  which  I  presented  at  one  of  the  topping  booksellers',  his  boy  went 
round  to  various  places  in  vain,  and  finally  set  forth  to  the  Bank,  where 
change  was  got.  In  another  small  shop  1  offered  half-a-crown  to  pay 
for  a  sixpenny  article — it  was  all  the  same.  "  Tim,"  says  the  good 
woman,  "  run  out  in  a  hurry  and  fetch  the  gentleman  change."  Two 
of  the  shopmen,  seeing  an  Englishman,  were  very  particular  to  tell  me 
in  what  years  they  themselves  had  been  in  London.  It  seemed  a  merit 
in  these  gentlemen's  eyes  to  have  once  dwelt  in  that  city ;  "and  I  see  in 
the  papers  continually  ladies  advertising  as  governesses,  and  specifying 
particularly  that  they  are  "  Enghsh  ladies." 

I  received  six  5/.  post-of(ice  orders ;  I  called  four  times  on  as  many 
different  days  at  the  Post  Office  before  the  capital  could  be  forthcoming, 
getting  on  the  third  applicauon  20/.  (after  making  a  great  clamour,  and 
vowing  that  such  things  were  unhcaid-of  in  England),  and  on  the 
fourth  call  the  remaining  10/.  I  saw  poor  people,  who  may  have  come 
from  the  country  with  their  orders,  refused  payment  of  an  order  of 
some  401. ;  and  a  gentleman  who  tendered  a  pound-note  in  payment 
of  a  foreign  letter,  was  told  to  "  leave  his  letter  and  pay  some  other 
time."  Such  things  could  not  take  place  in  the  hundred-and-second 
city  in  England  j  and  as  1  do  not  pretend  to  doctrinise  at  all,  I  leave 
the  reader  to  draw  his  own  deductions  with  regard  to  the  commercial 
condition  and  prosperity  of  the  second  city  in  Ireland. 

Half-a-dozen  of  the  public  buildings  I  saw  were  spacious  and 
shabby  beyond  all  cockney  belief.  Adjoinii^  the  "Imperial  Hotel"  is 
a  great,  large,  handsome,  desolate  reading-room,  which  was  founded 
by  a  body  of  Cork  merchants  and  tradesmen,  and  Is  the  very  picture 
of  decay.  Not  Palmyra— not  the  Russell  Institution  in  Great  Coram 
Street^ — presents  a  more  melancholy  appearance  of  faded  greatness. 
Opposite  this  is  another  institution,  called  the  Cork  Library,  where 
there  are  plenty  of  books  and  plenty  of  kindness  to  the  stranger ;  but 
the  shabbiness  and  fade*  splendour  of  the  place  are  quite  painfuL 
There  are  three  handsome  Catholic  churches  commenced  of  late  years  j 
not  one  of  them  is  complete ;  two  want  their  porticoes  ;  the  other  is 

C1i,)(.)'^Il' 


324  THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 

not  more  than  tliirty  feet  from  the  ground,  and  accordii^  to  the  archi- 
tectural plan  was  to  rise  as  high  as  a  cathedral.  There  is  an  Institu- 
tion, with  a  fair  library  of  scientific  works,  a  museum,  and  a  drawing- 
school  with  a  supply  of  casts.  The  place  is  in  yet  more  dismal 
condition  than  the  Library :  the  plasters  are  spoiled  incurably  for 
want  of  a  sixpenny  feather-brush  ;  the  dust  lies  on  the  walls,  and 
nobody  seems  to  heed  it.  Two  shillings  a  year  would  have  repaired 
much  of  the  evil  which  has  happened  to  this  institution  ;  and  it  is 
folly  to  talk  of  inward  dissensions  and  political  difTerences  as  causing 
the  luin  of  such  institutions  :  kings  or  law  don't  cause  or  cure  dust 
and  cobwebs,  but  indolence  leaves  them  to  accumulate,  and  impru- 
dence will  not  calculate  its  Income,  and  vanity  exaggerates  its  own 
powers,  and  the  fault  is  laid  upon  that  tyrant  of  a  sister  kingdom. 
The  whole  country  is  filled  with  such  failures  ;  swaggering  beginnings 
that  could  not  be  carried  through  ;  grand  enterprises  begun  dashingly, 
and  ending  in  shabby  compromises  or  downright  ruin. 

I  have  said  something  in  praise  of  the  manners  of  the  Cork  ladies : 
in  regard  of  the  gentlemen,  a  stranger  too  must  remark  the  extra- 
grdinaiy  degree  of  literary  taste  and  talent  amongst  them,  and  the  wit 
and  vivacity  of  their  conversation.  The  love  for  literature  seems  to  an 
Englishman  doubly  curious.  What,  generally  speaking,  do  a  company 
of  grave  gentlemen  and  ladies  in  Baker  Street  know  about  it  ?  Who 
ever  reads  books  in  the  City,  or  how  often  does  one  hear  them  talked 
about  at  a  Qub  ?  The  Cork  citizens  are  the  most  book-loving  men  1 
ever  met  The  town  has  sent  to  England  a  number  of  literary  men, 
of  reputation  too,  and  is  not  a  little  proud  of  their  fame.  Everybody 
seemed  to  know  what  Maginn  was  doing,  and  that  Father  Prout  had 
a  third  volume  ready,  and  what  was  Mr.  Croker's  last  article  in  the 
Qftarterfy.  The  young  clerks  and  shopmen  seemed  as  much  au  fail 
as  their  employers,  and  many  is  the  conversation  I  heard  about  the 
merits  of  this  writer  or  that — Dickens,  Ainsworlh,  Lover,  Lever. 

I  think,  in  walkiog  the  streets,  and  looking  at  the  rag^d  urchins 
crowding  there,  every  Englishman  must  remark  that  the  superiority 
of  intelligence  is  here,  and  not  with  us.  I  never  saw  such  a  collection 
of  bright-eyed,  wild,  clever,  eager  faces.  Mr.  Maclise  has  carried  away 
a  number  of  them  in  his  memory;  and  the  lovers  of  his  admirable 
pictures  will  find  rtiore  than  one  Monster  countenance  under  a  helmet 
in  company  of  Macbeth,  or  in  a  slashed  doublet  alongside  of  Prince 
Hamlet,  or  in  the  very  midst  of  Spain  in  company  with  Senor  Gil  Bias. 
Gil  Bias  himself  came  from  Cork,  and  not  from  Oviedo. 

1  listened  to  two  boys  almost  in  rags  :  they  were  lolling  over  the 
quay  balustrade,  and  talking  about  one  of  tne  PtoUmys .'  and  talking 
very  well  too.  One  of  them  had  been  reading  in  "  Rollin,"  and  was 
detadii^  his  information  with  a  great  deal  of  eloquence  and  fire. 
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Another  day,  walking  in  the  Mardyke,  1  followed  three  boys,  not  half 
so  well  dressed  as  London  errand-boys  :  one  was  telling  the  other 
about  Captain  Ross's  voyages,  and  spoke  with  as  much  brightness 
and  intelligence  as  the  best-read  gentleman's  son  in  England  could 
do.  He  was  as  much  of  a  gentleman  too,  the  ragged  young  student ; 
his  manner  as  good,  though  perhaps  more  eager  and  emphatic;  his 
language  was  extremely  rich,  too,  and  eloquent  Does  the  reader 
remember  his  school-days,  when  half-a-dozen  lads  in  the  bedrooms 
took  it  by  turns  to  tell  stories  ?  how  poor  the  language  generally  was, 
and  how  eKCeedingly  poor  the  imagination !  Both  of  those  ragged 
Irish  lads  had  the  making  of  gentlemen,  scholars,  orators,  in  them. 
Apropos  of  love  of  reading,  let  me  mention  here  a  Dublin  story. 
Dr.  Lever,  the  celebrated  author  of  "  Harry  Lorrequer,"  went  into 
Dycer's  stables  to  buy  a  horse.  The  groom  who  brought  the  animal 
out,  directly  he  heard  who  the  gentleman  was,  came  out  and  touched 
bis  cap,  and  pointed  to  a  little  book  in  his  pocket  in  a  pink  cover.  "  / 
caiit  do  without  it,  sir,"  says  the  man.  It  was  "  Harry  Lorrequer."  I 
wonder  does  any  one  of  Mr.  Rymell's  grooms  take  in  "  Pickwick,"  or 
would  theyliave  any  curiosity  to  see  Mr.  Dickens,  should  he  pass  that 

The  Corkagians  are  eager  for  a  Monster  University  ;  asking  for, 
and  having  a  very  good  right  to,  the  same  privilege  which  has  been 
granted  to  the  chief  city  of  the  North  of  Ireland.  It  would  not  fail  of 
being  a  great  benefit  to  the  city  and  to  the  country  too,  which  would 
have  no  need  to  go  so  far  as  Dublin  for  a  school  of  letters  and  medi- 
cine ;  nor.  Whig  and  Catholic  for  the  most  part,  to  attend  a  Tory  and 
Protestant  University.  The  establishing  of  an  open  college  in  Munster 
would  bring  much  popularity  to  any  Ministry  that  should  accord  such 
a  boon.  People  would  cry  out,  "  Popery  and  Infidelity,"  doubtless,  as 
they  did  when  the  London  University  was  established  ;  as  the  same 
party  in  Spain  would  cry  out,  "Atheism  and  Heresy."  But  the  time, 
thank  God  !  is  gone  by  in  England  when  it  was  necessary  to  legislate 
.  for  them;  and  Sir  Robert  Peel,  in  giving  his  adherence  to  the  National 
Education  Scheme,  has  sanctioned  the  principle  of  which  this  so  much 
longed-for  college  would  only  be  a  consequence. 

The  medical  charities  and  hospitals  are  said  to  be  very  well 
arranged,  and  the  medical  men  of  far  more  than  ordinary  skill.  Other 
public  institutions  are  no  less  excellent.  I  was  taken  over  the  Lunatic 
Asylum,  where  everything  was  conducted  with  admirable  comfort, 
cleanliness,  and  kindness  ;  and  as  for  the  county  gaol,  it  is  so  neat, 
spacious,  and  comfortable,  that  we  can  only  pray  to  see  every  cottager 
in  the  country  as  cleanly,  well  lodged,  and  well  fed  as  the  convicts  are. 
They  get  a  pound  of  bread  and  a  pint  of  milk  twice  a  day  :  there  must 
be  millions  of  people  in  this  wretched  country,  to  whom  such  food 


3j6  the  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK, 

would  be  a.  luxury  that  their  utmost  labours  can  never  by  possibility 
procure  for  them  ;  and  in  going  over  this  admirable  institution,  where 
everybody  is  cleanly,  healthy,  and  well-dad,  I  could  not  but  think  of 
the  rags  and  filth  of  the  horrid  starvation  market  before  mentioned  ;  so 
that  the  prison  seemed  almost  a  sort  of  premium  for  vice.  But  the 
people  like  their  freedom,  such  as  it  is,  and  prefer  to  starve  and  be 
ragged  as  they  list.  They  will  not  go  to  the  poor-houses,  except  at  the 
greatest  extremity,  and  leave  them  on  the  slightest  chance  of  existence 
elsewhere. 

Walking  away  from  this  palace  of  aprison,  you  pass  amidst  ail  sorts 
.  of  delightful  verdure,  cheerful  gardens,  and  broad  green  luscious  pas- 
tures, down  to  the  beautiful  River  Lee.  On  one  side,  the  river  shines 
away  towards  the  city  with  its  towers  and  purple  steeples  ;  on  the  other 
it  is  broken  by  little  waterfalls  and  bound  in  by  blue  hills,  an  old  castle 
towering  in  the  distance,  and  innumerable  parks  and  villas  lying  along 
the  pleasant  wooded  banks.  How  beautiful  the  scene  is,  how  rich  and 
how  happy  !  Yonder,  in  the  old  Mardyke  Avenue,  you  hear  the  voices 
of  a  score  of  children,  and  along  the  bright  green  meadows,  where  the 
cows  arc  feeding,  the  gentle  shadows  of  the  clouds  go  playing  over  the 
grass.  Who  can  look  at  such  a  charming  scene  but  with  a  thankful 
swelling  heart  ? 

In  the  midst  of  your  pleasure,  three  be^ars  have  hobbled  up,  and 
are  bowUng  supplications  to  the  Lord.  One  is  old  and  blind,  and  so 
diseased  and  hideous,  that  straightway  all  the  pleasure  of  the  sight 
round  about  vanishes  from  you — ihat  livid  ghastly  face  interposing 
between  you  and  il.  And  so  it  is  throughout  the  south  and  west  of 
Ireland  i  the  traveller  is  haunted  by  the  face  of  the  popular  starvation. 
It  is  not  the  exception,  it  is  the  condition  of  the  people.  In  this  fairest 
and  richest  of  countries,  men  are  suffering  and  starving  by  millions. 
There  are  thousands  of  them  at  this  minute  stretched  in  the  sunshine 
at  their  cabin  doors  with  no  work,  scarcely  any  food,  no  hope  seem- 
ingly. Strong  countrymen  are  lying  in  bed  "_^r  the  hunger" — because 
a  man  lying  on  his  back  does  not  need  so  much  food  as  a  person  a-foot.  ■ 
Many  of  them  have  torn  upthe  unripe  potatoes  from  their  little  gardens, 
to  exist  now,  and  must  look  to  winter,  when  they  shall  have  to  suffer 
starvation  and  cold  too.  The  epicurean,  and  traveller  forpleasure,  had 
better  travel  anywhere  than  here  :  where  there  are  rriiseries  that  one 
does  not  dare  to  think  of;  where  one  is  always  feeling  how  helpless 
pity  is,  and  how  hopeless  relief,  and  is  perpetually  made  ashamed  of 
being  happy. 

1  have  just  been  strolling  up  a  pretty  little  height  called  Grattan's 
HIU,  that  overlooks  the  town  and  the  river,  and  where  the  artist  that 
comes  Cork-wards  may  find  many  subjects  for  his  penciL     There  is  a 
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lund  of  pleasure-ground  at  the  top  of  this  eminence — a  broad  vralfc  that 
draggles  up  to  a  ruined  wall,  with  a  mined  niche  in  it,  and  a  battered 
stone  bench.  On  the  side  that  shelves  down  to  the  water  are  some 
beeches,  and  opposite  them  a  row  of  houses  from  which  you  see  one  of 
the  prettiest  prospects  possible — the  shining  river  with  the  craft  along 
the  quays,  and  the  busy  city  in  the  distance,  the  active  little  steamers 
puffing  away  towards  Cove,  the  farther  bank  crowned  with  rich  woods, 
and  pleasant-looking  country-houses  :  perhaps  they  are  tumbling, 
rickety  and  ruinous,  as  those  houses  close  by  us,  but  you  can't  see  th« 
ruin  from  here. 

What  a  strange  air  of  forlorn  gaiety  there  is  about  the  place  1 — the 
sky  itself  seems  as  if  it  did  not  know  whether  to  laugh  or  cry,  SO  flill  is 
it  of  clouds  and  sunshine.  Little  fat,  ra^ed,  smiling  children  are 
clambering  about  the  rocks,  and  sitting  on  mossy  door-steps,  tending 
other  children  yet  smaller,  fatter,  and  more  diny.  "  Stop  till  I  get 
you  a  posy"  (pronounced  pawawawsee),  cries  one  urchin  to  another. 
"  Tell  me  who  it  is  ye  love,  Jooly ! "  exclaims  another,  cuddling  a  red- 
uced infant  with  a  very  dirty  nose.  More  of  the  same  race  are 
perched  about  the  summer-house,  and  two  wenches  with  large  purple 
feet  are  flapping  some  carpetsin  the  air.  It  is  a  wonder  the  carpets 
will  bear  this  kind  of  treatment  at  all,  and  do  not  be  off  at  once  to 
mingle  with  the  elements :  I  never  saw  things  that  hung  to  life  by 
such  a  frail  thread. 

This  dismal  pleasant  place  is  a  suburb  of  the  second  city  in 
Ireland,  and  one  of  the  most  beautiful  spots  about  the  town.  What 
a  prim,  bustling,  active,  green-railinged,  tea-gardened,  gravel-walked 
place  would  it  have  been  in  the  five-hundredth  town  in  England  ! — 
but  you  see  the  people  can  be  quite  as  happy  in  the  rags  and  without  . 
the  paint,  and  I  hear  a  great  deal  more  heartiness  and  affection  from 
these  children  than  from  their  fat  little  brethren  across  the  Channel. 

If  a  man  wanted  to  study  ruins,  here  is  a  house  close  at  hand,  not 
forty  years  old  no  doubt,  but  yet  as  completely  gone  to  wreck  as 
Netley  Abbey.  It  is  quite  curious  to  study  that  house ;  and  a  pretty 
ruinous  fabric  of  improvidence,  extravagance,  happiness,  and  disaster 
may  the  imagination  build  out  of  it  1  In  the  first  place,  the  owners 
did  not  wait  to  finish  it  before  they  went  to  inhabit  it !  This  is 
written  in  just  such  another  place  ;^a  handsome  drawing-room  with 
a  good  carpet,  a  lofty  marble  mantelpiece,  and  no  paper  to  the  walls. 
The  doot  is  prettily  painted  white  and  blue,  and  though  not  six  weeks 
old,  a  great  piece  of  the  wood-work  is  off  already  (Peggy  uses  it  to 
prevent  the  door  from  banging  to)  ;  and  there  are  some  fine  chinks  in 
everyoneof  the  panels,  by  which  my  neighbour  may  see  all  my  doings. 

A  couple  of  score  of  years,  and  this  house  will  be  just  like  yonder 
place  on  Grattan's  Hill. 
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Like  a  young  prodigal,  the  house  begins  to  use  its  constitution  loo 
early;  and  when  ii  should  yet  (in  the  shape  of  carpenters  and  painters) 
have  all  its  masters  and  guardians  to  watch  and  educate  it,  my  house 
OD  Grattan's  Hill  must  be  a  man  at  once,  and  enjoy  all  the  privileges 
of  strong  health  !  I  would  lay  a  guinea  they  were  making  punch  in 
that  bouse  before  they  could  keep  the  rain  out  of  it  1  that  they  had  a 
dinner-party  and  ball  before  the  floors  were  Arm  or  the  wainscots 
painted,  and  a  fine  tester-bed  in  the  best  room,  where  my  lady  might 
(;atch  cold  in  state,  in  the  midst  of  yawning  chimneys,  creaking 
window-sashes,  and  smoking  plaster. 

Now  look  at  the  door  of  the  coach-house,  with  its  first  coat  of 
paint  seen  yet,  and  a  variety  of  patches  to  keep  the  feeble  barrier 
together.  The  loft  was  arched  once,  but  a  great  corner  has  tumbled 
at  one  end,  leaving  a  gash  that  unites  the  windows  with  the  coach- 
house door.  Several  of  the  arch-stones  are  removed,  and  the  whide 
edifice  is  about  as  rambling  and  disorderly  as — as  the  arrangement 
of  this  book,  say.  Very  tall  tufts  of  mouldy  moss  are  on  the  drawing- 
room  windows,  with  long  white  heads  of  grass.  As  I  am  sketching 
this — honk  /^a  great  lean  sow  comes  trampling  through  the  slush 
within  the  court-yard,  breaks  down  the  flimsy  apparatus  of  rattling 
boards  and  stones  which  had  passed  for  the  gale,  and  walks  with  her 
seven  squeaking  little  ones  to  disport  on  the  grass  on  the  hill. 

The  drawing-room  of  the  tenement  mentioned  just  now,  with  its 
pictures,  and  pulleyless  windows  and  lockless  doors,  was  tenanted  by 
a  friend  who  lodged  there  with  a  sick  wife  and  a  couple  of  Uttle 
children ;  one  of  whom  was  an  infant  in  arms.  It  is  not,  however, 
the  lodger — who  is  an  Englishman — but  the  kind  landlady  and  her 
family,  who  may  well  be  described  here — for  their  like  are  hardly  to 
be  found  on  the  other  side  of  the  Channel  Mrs.  Fagan  is  a  young 
widow  who  has  seen  better  days,  and  that  portrait  over  the  grand 
mantelpiece  is  the  picture  of  her  husband  that  is  gone,  a  handsome 
young  man,  and  well  to  do  at  one  time  as  a  merchant.  But  the  widow 
(she  is  as  pretty,  as  lady-like,  as  kind,  and  as  neat  as  ever  widow 
could  be)  has  little  left  to  live  upon  but  the  rent  of  her  lodgings  and 
her  furniture  ;  of  which  we  have  seen  the  best  in  the  drawing-room. 

She  has  three  fine  children  of  her  own  :  there  is  Minny,  and  Katey, 
and  Patsey,  and  they  occupy  indifferently  the  dining-room  on  the 
ground-floor  or  the  kitchen  opposite  ;  where  in  the  midst  of  a  great 
smoke  sits  an  old  nurse,  by  a  copper  of  potatoes  which  is  always 
bubbling  and  full.  Patsey  swallows  quantities  of  them,  that's  clear  : 
his  cheeks  are  as  red  and  shining  as  apples,  and  when  he  roars,  you 
are  sure  that  his  lungs  are  in  the  finest  condition.  Next  door  to  the 
kitchen  is  the  pantry,  and  there  is  a  bucketful  of  the  before-mentioned 
ftuit,  and  a  grand  service  of  china  for  dinner  and  dessert    The  kind 
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young  widow  shows  them  with  no  little  pride,  and  says  with  reason 
that  diere  are  few  lodging-houses  in  Cork  that  can  match  such  china 
as  that.  They  are  relics  of  the  happy  old  times  when  Fagan  Icept 
his  gig  and  horse,  doubtless,  and  liad  his  friends  to  dine — the  happy 
prosperous  days  which  she  has  exchanged  for  poverty  and  the  sad 
black  gown. 

Patsey,  Minny,  and  Katey  have  made  friends  with  the  little  English 
people  upstairs  ;  the  elder  of  whom,  in  the  course  of  a  month,  has  as 
fine  a  Munster  brogue  as  ever  trolled  over  the  lips  of  any  horn 
Corkagian.  The  old  nurse  carries  out  the  whole  united  party  to  walk, 
with  the  exception  of  the  English  baby,  that  jumps  about  in  the  arms 
of  a  country  woman  of  her  own.  That  is,  unless  one  of  the  four  Miss 
F^ans  takes  her ;  for  four  of  them  there  are,  four  other  Miss  Fagans, 
from  eighteen  downwards  to  fourteen  ; — handsome,  fresh,  lively, 
dancing,  bouncing  girls.  You  may  always  see  two  or  three  of  them 
smiling  at  the  parlour- window,  and  they  laugh  and  turn  away  their 
heads  when  any  young  fellow  looks  and  admires  them. 

Now,  it  stands  to  reason  that  a  young  widow  of  tive-and-twenty 
can't  be  the  mother  of  four  young  ladies  of  eighteen  downwards  ;  and 
if  anybody  wants  to  know  how  they  come  to  be  living  with  the  poor 
widow  their  cousin,  the  answer  is,  they  are  on  a  visit.  Vtggy  the  maid 
says  their  papa  is  a  gentleman  of  property,  and  can  "  spend  his  eight 
hundred  a  year." 

Why  don't  they  remain  with  the  old  gentleman  then,  instead  of 
quartering  on  the  poor  young  widow,  who  has  her  own  little  mouths  to 
feed?  The  reason  is,  the  old  gentleman  has  gone  and  marritd  his 
cook;  and  the  daughters  have  quitted  him  in  a  body,  refusing  to  sit 
down  to  dinner  with  a  person  who  ought  by  rights  to  be  in  the  kitchen. 
The  whole  family  (the  Fagans  are  of  good  family)  take  the  quarrel  up, 
and  here  are  the  young  people  under  shelter  of  the  widow. 

Four  merrier  tender-hearted  girls  are  not  to  be  found  in  all  Ireland ; 
and  the  only  subject  of  contention  amongst  them  is, which  shall  have  the 
English  baby :  they  are  nursing  it,  and  singing  to  it,  and  dandling  it  by 
turns  all  day  long.  When  they  are  not  singing  to  the  baby,  they  are 
singing  to  an  old  piano  :  such  an  old  wiry,  jingling,  wheezy  piano  !  It 
has  plenty  of  work,  playing  jigs  and  song  accompaniments  between 
meals,  and  acting  as  a  sideboard  at  dinner.  I  am  not  sure  that  it  is  at 
rest  at  night  either ;  but  have  a  shrewd  suspicion  that  it  is  turned  into 
a  four-post  bed.     And  for  the  following  reason  : — 

Every  afternoon,  at  four  o'clock,  you  see  a  tall  old  gentleman 
walking  leisurely  to  the  house.  He  is  dressed  in  a  long  great-coat 
with  huge  pockets,  and  in  the  huge  pockets  are  sure  to  be  some  big 
apples  for  all  the  children — the  English  child  amongst  the  rest,  and 
she  generally  has  the  biggest  one.    At  seven  o'clock,  you  are  sure  to 
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hear  a  deep  voice  shouting  "  PAGGy  ! "  in  an  awful  tone — it  is  the  old 
gentleman  calling  for  his  "  materials  ;"  which  P<^y  brings  without 
aay  farther  ado  ;  and  a  glass  of  punch  is  made,  no  doubt,  for  every- 
body. Then  the  party  separates  :  the  children  and  the  old  nurse  have 
long  since  trampled  upstairs ;  Peggy  has  the  kitchen  for  her  sleeping- 
apartment,  and  the  four  young  ladies  make  it  out  somehow  in  the  back 
drawing-room.  As  for  the  old  gentleman,  he  reposes  in  the  parlour ; 
and  it  must  be  somewhere  about  the  piano,  for  there  is  no  furniture  in 
the  room  except  that,  a  table,  a  few  old  chairs,  a  workbox,  and  a  couple 
of  albums. 

The  English  girl's  father  met  her  in  the  street  one  day,  talking 
confidentially  with  a  tall  old  gentleman  in  a  greal-coat.  "  Who's  your 
friend?"  says  the  Englishman  afterwards  to  the  little  girL  "Don't 
you  know  him,  papa?"  said  the  child  in  the  purest  brogue.  "  Don't  you 
know  him  ?— That's  Uncle  James  ! "  And  so  it  was  :  in  this  kind, 
poor,  generous,  bare-backed  house,  the  English  child  found  a  set  of 
new  relations  ;  Uttle  rosy  brothers  and  sisters  to  play  with,  kind  women 
to  take  the  place  of  the  almost  dying  mother,  a  good  old  Uncle  James 
to  bring  her  home  apples  and  care  for  her — one  and  aU  ready  to  share 
their  little  pittance  with  her,  and  to  give  her  a  place  in  their  simple 
friendly  hearts.  God  Almighty  bless  the  widow  and  her  mite,  and  all 
the  kind  souls  under  her  roof  J 

How  much  goodness  and  generosity — how  much  purity,  fine  feeling 
— nay,  happiness — may  dwell  amongst  the  poor  whom  we  have  been 
just  looking  at !  Here,  thank  God,  is  an  instance  of  this  happy  and 
cheerful  poveity :  and  it  b  good  to  look,  when  one  can,  at  the  heart 
that  beats  under  the  threadbare  coat,  as  well  as  the  tattered  old 
garment  itseJf.  Well,  please  heaven,  some  of  those  people  whom  we 
have  been  looking  at,  are  as  good,  and  not  much  less  happy :  but 
though  they  are  accustomed  to  their  want,  the  stranger  does  not  recon- 
cile himself  to  it  quickly ;  and  I  hope  no  Irish  reader  will  be  offended 
at  my  speaking  of  this  poverty,  not  with  scorn  or  ili-feeling,  but  with 
hearty  sympathy  and  good-wilL 


One  word  more  regarding  the  Widow  Fagan's  house.  When  P^^ 
brought  in  coals  for  the  drawing-room  fire,  she  carried  them— in  what 
do  you  think  F  "  In  a  coal-scuttle,  to  be  sure,"  says  the  EngUsh  reader, 
down  on  you  as  sharp  as  a  needle. 

No,  you  clever  Englishman,  it  wasn't  a  coal-scuttle. 

"  Well,  then,  it  was  in  a  fire-shovel,"  says  that  brightest  of  wits, 
guessing  again. 

No,  it  wastit  a  fire-shovel,  you  heaven-born  genius ;  and  you 
might  guess  from  this  until  Mrs.  Snooks  called  you  up  to  coffee,  and 
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you  would  never  find  out.  It  was  in  something  which  I  have  already 
described  in  Mrs.  Pagan's  pantry. 

"  Oh,  I  have  you  now,  it  was  the  bucket  where  the  potatoes  were — 
the  thlattemly  wetch  !"  says  Snooks. 

Wrong  again  1  Peggy  brought  up  the  coals — in  a  CHINA  PLATE  ! 

Snooks  turned  quite  white  with  surprise,  and  almost  chokes  him- 
self with  his  port.  "  Well,"  says  he,  "  of  all  the  ■wum  countwith  that  I 
ever  wead  of,  hang  me  if  Ireland  ithn't  th^  ^ummefhl.  Coaltb  in  a 
plate  !  Mawyann,  do  you  hear  that  ?  In  Ireland  they  alwayth  thend 
up  their  coalih  in  a  plate  ! " 


n,o.i,7=rir,Goot;sle 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


THAT  light  four-inside,  four-horse  coach,  the  "  Skibbereen  Perse- 
verance," brought  me  fifty-two  miles  to-day,  for  the  sum  of  three* 
and-sixpence,  through  a  country  which  is,  as  usual,  somewhat  difficult 
to  describe.  We  issued  out  of  Cork  by  the  western  road,  in  which, 
as  the  Guide-book  says,  there  is  something  very  imposing.  "  The 
magnificence  of  the  county  court-house,  the  extent,  solidity,  and 
characteristic  sternness  of  the  county  gaol,"  were  visible  ta  us  for 
a  few  minutes ;  when,  turning  away  southward  from  the  pleasant 
banks  of  the  stream,  the  road  took  us  towards  Bandon,  through  a 
country  that  is  bare  and  ragged-looking,  but  yet  green  and  pretty ; 
and  it  always  seems  to  me,  like  the  people,  to  look  cheerful  in  spite  of 
its  wretchedness,  or,  more  correctly,  to  look  tearful  and  cheerful  at  the 

The  coach,  like  almost  every  other  public  vehicle  I  have  seen  in 
Ireland,  was  full  to  the  brim  and  over  it  What  can  send  these  rest- 
less people  travelling  and  hurrying  about  from  place  to  place  as  they 
do?  I  have  heard  one  or  two  gentlemen  hint  that  they  had  "business" 
at  this  place  or  that ;  and  found  afterwards  that  one  was  going  a  couple 
of  score  of  miles  to  look  at  a  mare,  another  to  examine  a  setter-dog, 
and  so  on.  1  did  not  make  it  my  business  to  ask  on  what  errand  the 
gentlemen  on  the  coach  were  bound ;  though  two  of  them,  seeing  an 
Englishman,  very  good-naturedly  began  chalking  out  a  route  for  him 
to  lake,  and  showing  a  sort  of  interest  in  his  affairs  which  is  not  with 
Its  generally  exhibited.  The  coach,  too,  seemed  to  have  the  elastic 
hospitality  of  some  Irish  houses ;  it  accommodated  an  almost  impos- 
sible number.  For  the  greater  part  of  the  journey  the  little  guard  sat 
on  the  roof  among  the  carpet-bags,  holding  in  one  hand  a  huge 
tambour-frame,  in  the  other  a  bandbox  marked  "  Foggarty,  Hatter." 
(What  is  there  more  ridiculous  in  the  name  of  Foggarty  than  in  that 
of  Smith?  and  yet,  had  Smith  been  the  name,  1  never  should  have 
laughed  at  or  remarked  it.)  Presently  by  his  side  clambered  a  green- 
coated  policeman  with  his  carbine,  and  we  had  a  talk  about  the  vitrid- 
'  throwers  at  Cork,  and  the  sentence  just  passed  upon  them.  The  populace 
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has  decidedly  taken  part  with  the  vitriol-throwers ;  parties  of  dragoons 
were  obliged  to  surround  the  avenues  of  the  court ;  and  the  judge  who 
sentenced  them  was  abused  as  he  entered  his  carriage,  and  called  an 
<^  villa.[n,  and  many  other  opprobrious  names. 

This  cast"  the  reader  very  likely  remembers,  A  saw-mill  was 
established  at  Cork,  by  which  some  four  hundred  sawyers  were  thrown 
out  of  employ.  In  order  to  deter  the  proprietors  of  this  and  all  other 
mills  from  using  such  instruments  further,  the  sawyers  determined  to 
execute  a  terrible  vengeance,  and  cast  iots  among  themselves  which  of 
their  body  should  fling  vitriol  into  the  faces  of  the  mill-owners.  The 
men  who  were  chosen  by  the  lot  were  to  execute  this  horrible  office  on 
pain  of  death,  and  did  so, — frightfully  burning  and  blinding  one  of  the 
gentlemen  owning  the  mill.  Great  rewards  were  offered  for  the  appre- 
hension of  the  criminals,  and  at  last  one  of  their  own  body  came  forward 
as  an  approver,  and  .the  four  principal  actors  in  this  dreadful  outrage 
were  sentenced  to  be  transported  for  life.  Crowds  of  the  ragged 
admirers  of  these  men  were  standing  round  "  the  magnificent  county 
court-house  "  as  we  passed  the  building.  Ours  is  a  strange  life  indeed. 
What  a  history  of  poverty  and  barbarity,  and  crime  and  even  kindness, 
was  that  by  which  we  passed  before  the  magnificent  county  court- 
house, at  eight  miles  an  hour  \  What  a  chapter  might  a  philosopher 
write  on  them !  Look  yonder  at  those  two  hundred  ragged  fellow- 
subjects  of  yours  ;  they  are  kind,  good,  pious,  brutal,  starving.  If  the 
priest  tells  them,  there  is  scarce  any  penance  they  will  not  perform ; 
there  is  scarcely  any  pitch  of  misery  which  they  have  not  been  known 
to  endure,  nor  any  degree  of  generosity  of  which  they  are  not  capable ; 
but  if  a  man  comes  among  these  people,  and  can  afford  to  take  land 
over  their  heads,  or  if  he  invents  a  machine  which  can  work  more 
economically  than  their  labour,  they  will  shoot  the  man  down  without 
mercy,  murder  him,  or  put  him  to  horrible  tortures,  and  glory  almost 
in  what  they  do.  There  stand  the  men  ;  they  are  only  separated  from 
us  by  a  few  paces  ;  they  are  as  fond  of  their  mothers  and  children  as 
we  are ;  their  gratitude  for  small  kindnesses  shown  to  them  is  extraor- 
dinary ;  they  are  Christians  as  we  are  ;  but  interfere  with  their  interests, 
and  they  will  murder  you  without  pity. 

It  is  not  revenge  so  much  which  these  poor  fellows  take,  as  a 
brutal  justice  of  their  own.  Now,  will  it  seem  a  paradox  to  say,  in 
regard  to  them  and  their  murderous  system,  that  the  way  to  put  an 
end  to  the  latter  is  to  kill  them  no  more  !  Let  the  priest  be  able  to 
go  amongst  them  and  say,  The  law  holds  a  man's  life  so  sacred  that 
it  will  on  no  account  take  it  away.  No  man,  nor  body  of  men,  has  a 
right  to  meddle  with  human  hfe  ;  not  the  Commons  of  England  any 
more  than  the  Commons  of  Tipperary.  This  may  cost  two  or  three 
lives,  probably,  until  such  time  as  the  system  may  come  to  be  known 
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and  undcTStood ;  but  which  will  be  the  greatest  economy  of  blood  in 

the  end? 

By  tliis  time  the  vitriol-men  were  long  passed  away,  and  we  began 
next  to  talk  about  the  Cork  and  London  steamboats ;  which  are  made 
to  pay,  on  account  of  the  number  of  paupers  whom  the  boats  bring 
over  from  London  at  the  chai^  of  that  city.  The  passengers  found 
here,  as  in  everything  else  almost  which  I  have  seen  as  yet,  another 
instance  of  the  injury  which  England  uiflicts  on  them.  "As  long  as 
these  men  are  strong  and  can  work,"  says  one,  "  you  keep  them ;  when 
they  are  in  bad  health,  you  fiing  them  upon  us."  Nor  could  I  convince 
him  that  the  agricultural  gentlemen  were  perfectly  free  to  stay  at  home 
if  they  liked  :  that  we  did  for  them  what  was  done  for  English  paupers 
— sent  them,  namely,  as  far  as  possible  on  the  way  to  their  parishes ; 
nay,  that  some  of  them  (as  1  have  seen  with  my  own  eyes)  actually 
saved  a  bit  of  money  during  the  harvest,  and  took  this  cheap  way  of 
conveying  it  and  themselves  to  their  homes  again.  But  nothing  would 
convince  the  gentleman  that  there  was  not  some  wicked  scheming  on 
the  part  of  the  English  in  the  business  ;  and,  indeed,  1  find  upon  almost 
every  other  subject  a  peevish  and  puerile  suspiciousness  which  is  worthy 
of  France  itself. 

By  this  time  we  came  to  a  pretty  village  called  Innishannon,  upon 
the  noble  banks  of  the  Bandon  river ;  leading  for  three  miles  by  a 
great  number  of  pleasant  gentlemen's  seats  to  Bandon  town.  A  good 
number  of  lai^  mills  were  on  the  banks  of  the  stream  ;  and  the  chief 
part  of  them,  as  in  Cartow,  useless.  One  mill  we  saw  was  loo  small 
for  the  owner's  great  speculations  ;  and  so  he  built  another  and  larger 
one;  the  big  mill  cost  him  io,ooo/.,  for  which  his  brothers  went 
security;  and,  a  lawsuit  being  given  against  the  mill-owner,  the  two 
mills  stopped,  the  two  brothers  went  off,  and  yon  fine  old  house,  in  the 
style  of  Anne,  with  terraces  and  tall  chimneys — one  of  the  oldest 
country-houses  I  have  seen  in  Ireland— -is  now  inhabited  by  the  natural 
son  of  the  mill-owner,  who  has  more  such  interesting  progeny.  Then 
we  carne  to  a  tall,  comfortable  house,  in  a  plantation ;  opposite  to  which 
was  a  stone  castle,  in  its  shrubberies  on  the  other  side  of  the  road. 
The  tall  house  in  the  plantation  shot  the  opposite  side  of  the  road  in  a 
duel,  and  nearly  Idlled  him  ;  on  which  the  opposite  side  of  the  road 
built  this  castle,  m  order  to  plague  the  tall  house.  They  are  good 
friends  now  ;  hut  the  opposite  side  of  the  road  mined  himself  in  build- 
ing his  house.  I  asked,  "Is  the  house  finished?" — "  A  good  deal  of  if 
is,"  was  the  answer. — And  then  we  came  to  a  brewery,  about  which 
was  a  sunilar  story  of  extravagance  and  niin ;  but,  whether  before  or 
afier  entering  Bandon,  does  not  matter. 

We  did  not,  it  appears,  paiiS  through  the  best  part  of  Bandon  :  I 
looked  along  one  side  of  the  houses  in  the  long  street  through  which 
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we  went,  to  see  if  there  was  a  window  without  a  broken' pane  of  glass, 

and  can  declare  on  my  conscience  that  every  single  window  had  three 
broken  panes.  There  we  changed  horses,  in  a  market-place,  surrounded, 
as  usual,  by  beggars ;  then  we  passed  through  a  suburb  still  more  . 
wretched  and  ruinous  than  the  first  street,  and  which,in  very  large 
letters,  is  called  DOYLE  street  :  and  the  next  stage  was  at  a  place 
called  Dunmanway. 


Here  it  was  market-day,  too,  and,  as  usual,  no  lack  of  attendants ; 
swarms  of  peasants  in  their  blue  cloaks,  squatting  by  their  stalls  here 
and  there.  There  is  a  little  miserable  old  market-house,  where  a  few 
women  were  selling  buttermilk;  another,  bullocks'  hearts,  liver,  and 
such  like  scraps  of  meat ;  another  had  dried  mackerel  on  a  board ; 
and  plenty  of  people  huckstering  of  course.  Round  the  coach  came 
crowds  of  raggery,  and  blacl^uards  fawning  for  money.  I  wonder 
who  gives  them  any  1  I  have  never  seen  any  one  give  yet ;  and  were 
they  not  even  so  numerous  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  gratify  them 
all,  there  is  something  in  their  cant  and  supplications  to  the  Lord  so 
disgusting  to  me,  that  I  could  not  give  a  halfpenny. 

In  regard  of  pretty  faces,  male  or  female,  this  road  is  very  un- 
favourable. I  have  not  seen  one  for  fifty  miles ;  though,  as  it  was 
market-day  all  along  the  road,  we  have  had  the  opportunity  to  examine 
vast  numbers  of  countenances.  The  women  are,  for  the  most  part, 
stunted,  short,  with  6at  Tartar  faces ;  and  the  men  no  handsomer. 
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Every  woman  has  bare  legs,  of  course ;  and  as  tlie  weather  is  fine,  they 
are  sitting  outside  their  cabins,  with  the  pig,  and  the  geese,  and  the 
cJiildren  sporting  around. 

Before  many  doors  we  saw  a  little  flock  of  these  usefiil  animals, 
and  the  family  pig  almost  everywhere :  you  might  sec  him  browsing 
and  poking  along  the  hedges,  his  fore  aiui  hind  leg  attached  with  a 
wisp  of  hay  to  check  his  propensity  to  roaming.  Here  and  there 
were  a  small  brood  of  turkeys  ;  now  and  then  a  couple  of  sheep  or  a 
single  one  grazing  upon  a  scanty  field,  of  which  the  chief  crop  seemed 
to  be  thistles  and  stone ;  and,  by  the  side  of  the  cottage,  the  potato- 
field  always. 

The  character  of  the  landscape  for  the  most  part  is  bare  and  sad ; 
except  here  and  there  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  towns,  where  people 
have  taken  a  fancy  to  plant,  and  where  nature  has  helped  them,  as  it 
•  almost  always  will  in  this  country.  If  we  saw  a  field  with  a  good 
hedge  to  it,  we  were  sure  to  see  a  good  crop  inside.  Many  a  field  was 
there  that  had  neither  crop  nor  hedge.  Wc  passed  by  and  over  many- 
pretty  streams,  running  bright  through  brilliant  emerald  meadows  ; 
and  I  saw  a  thousand  charming  pictures,  which  want  as  yet  an  Irish 
Berghem.  A  bright  road  winding  up  a  hill  ;  on  it  a  country  cart,  with 
its  load,  stretching  a  huge  shadow ;  the  before-mentioned  emerald 
pastures  and  silver  rivers  in  the  foreground ;  a  noble  sweep  of  hills 
rising  up  from  them,  and  contrasting  their  magnificent  purple  with  the 
green ;  in  the  extreme  distance  the  clear  cold  outline  of  some  far-off 
mountains,  and  the  white  clouds  tumbled  about  in  the  blue  sky  over- 
head. It  has  no  doubt  struck  all  persons  who  love  to  look  at  nature, 
how  different  the  skies  are  in  different  countries.  1  fancy  Irish  or 
French  clouds  are  as  characteristic  as  Irish  or  French  landscapes.  It 
would  be  well  to  have  a  daguerreotype  and  get  a  series  of  each.  Some 
way  beyond  Dunmanway  the  road  takes  us  through  a  noble  savage 
country  of  rocks  and  heath.  Nor  must  the  painter  foiget  long  black 
tracts  of  bog  here  and  there,  and  the  water  glistening  brightly  at  the 
places  where  the  turf  has  been  cut  away.  Add  to  this,  and  chiefly  by 
the  banks  of  rivers,  a  ruined  old  castle  or  two  ;  some  were  built  by  the 
Danes,  it  is  said.  The  O'Connors,  the  O'Mahonys,  the  O'Driscolls 
were  lords  of  many  others,  and  their  ruined  towers  may  be  seen  here 
and  along  the  sea. 

Near  Dunmanway  that  great  coach,  "The  Skibbereen  Industry," 
dashed  by  us  at  seven  miles  an  hour ;  a  wondrous  vehicle  :  there  were 
gaps  between  every  one  of  the  panels ;  you  could  see  daylight  through- 
and-through  it.  Like  our  machine,  it  was  full,  with  three  comple- 
mentary sailors  on  the  roof,  as  little  harness  as  possible  to  the  horses, 
and  as  long  stages  as  horses  can  well  endtue :  ours  were  each  eighteen- 
mile  stages.    About  eight  miles  firom  Skibbereen  a  one-horse  car  met 
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us,  and  carried  away  an  offshoot  of  passengers  to  Bantry.  Five  pas- 
sengers and  their  luggage,  and  a  very  wild,  steep  road  :  alt  this  had 
one  poor  little  pony  to  overcome  I  About  the  towns  there  were  some 
show  of  gentlemen's  cars,  smart  and  well  appointed,  and  on  the  road 
, great  numbers  of  country  carts:  an  army  of  them  met  us  coming 
from  Skibbereen,  and  laden  with  grey  sand  for  manure. 

Before  you  enter  the  city  of  Skibbereen,  the  tall  new  poor-house 
presents  itself  to  the  eye  of  the  traveller ;  of  the  common  model, 
being  a  bastard- Gothic  edifice,  with  a  profusion  of  cottage-om^e  (is 
cottage  masculine  or  feminine  in  French  ?) — of  cottage-om^e  roofs, 
and  pinnacles,  and  insolent-looking  stacks  of  chimneys.  It  is  built  for 
900  people,  but  as  yet  not  more  than  400  have  been  induced  to  live 
in  it ;  the  beggars  preferring  the  freedom  of  their  precarious  trade  to 
the  disma!  certainty  within  its  walls.  Next  we  come  to  the  chapel,  a 
very  lai^e  respectable-looking  building  of  dark-grey  stone ;  and 
presently,  behold,  by  the  crowd  of  blackguards  in  waiting,  "  The 
Skibbereen  Perseverance"  has  found  its  goal,  and  you  are  inducted  to 
the  "  hotel "  ofiposite. 

Some  gentlemen  were  at  the  coach,  besides  those  of  lower  degree. 
Here  was  a  fat  feilow  with  large  whiskers,  a  geranium,  and  a  cigar ; 
yonder  a  tall  handsome  old  man  that  I  would  swear  was  a  dragoon 
on  half-pay.  He  had  a  little  cap,  a  Taglioni  coat,  a  pair  of  beautiful 
spaniels,  and  a  pair  of  knee-breeches  which  showed  a  very  handsome 
old  leg ;  and  his  object  seemed  to  be  to  invite  everybody  to  dinner 
as  they  got  off  the  coach.  No  doubt  he  has  seen  the  "  Skibbereen 
Perseverance"  come  in  ever  since  it  was  a  "Perseverance."  It  is 
wonderful  to  think  what  will  interest  men  in  prisons  or  country  towns  ! 

There  is  a  dirty  coffee-room,  with  a  strong  smell  of  whisky  ;  indeed 
three  young  "  materialists "  are  employed  at  the  moment :  and  I 
hereby  beg  to  offer  an  apology  to  three  other  gentlemen — the  captain, 
another,  and  the  gentleman  of  the  geranium,  who  had  caught  hold 
of  a  sketching-stool  which  is  my  property,  and  were  stretching  it,  and 
sitting  upon  it,  and  wondering,  and  talking  of  it,  when  the  owner 
came  in,  and  they  bounced  off  to  their  seats  like  so  many  school-boys. 
Dirty  as  the  place  was,  this  was  no  reason  why  it  should  not  produce 
an  exuberant  dinner  of  trout  and  Kerry  mutton ;  after  which  Dan 
the  waiter,  holding  up  a  dingy  decanter,  asks  how  much  whisky 
I'd  have. 

That  calculation  need  not  be  made  here  ;  and  if  a  man  sleeps 
well,  has  he  any  need  to  quarrel  with  the  appointments  of  his  bed- 
room, and  spy  out  the  deficiencies  of  the  land  ?  As  it  was  Sunday, 
it  was  impossible  for  me  to  say  what  sort  of  shops  "  the  active  and 
flourishing  town "  of  Skibbereen  contains.  There  were  some  of  the 
architectural  sort,  viz.  with  gilt  letters  and  cracked  mouldings,  and 
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others  into  which  I  thought  I  saw  the  cows  walking ;  but  it  was  only 
into  their  little  cribs  and  paddocks  at  the  back  of  the  shops.  There 
is  a  trim  Wesleyan  chapel,  without  any  broken  windows  ;  a  neat 
church  standing  modestly  on  one  side.  The  Lower  Street  crawls  along 
the  river  to  a  considerable  extent,  having  by-streets  and  boulevards 
of  cabins  here  and  there. 

The  people  came  flocking  into  the  place  by  hundreds,  and  you 
saw  their  blue  cloaks  dotting  the  road  and  the  bare  open  plains  be- 
yond. The  men  came  with  shoes  and  stockings  to-day,  the  women 
all  bare-legged,  and  many  of  them  might  be  seen  washing  their  feet 
in  the  stream  before  they  went  up  to  the  chapel.  The  street  seemed 
to  be  lined  on  either  side  with  blue  cloaks,  squatting  along  the  door- 
ways as  is  ll  fir  wont  Among  these,  numberless  cows  were  walking 
to  and  fro,  and  pails  of  milk  passing,  and  here  and  there  a  hound  or 
two  went  stalking  about.  Dan  the  waiter  says  they  are  hunted  by 
the  handsome  old  captain  who  was  yesterday  inviting  everybody  to 

Anybody  at  eight  o'clock  of  a  Sunday  morning  in  summer  may 
behold  the  above  scene  from  a  bridge  just  outside  the  town.  He  may 
add  to  it  the  river,  with  ona  or  two  barges  lying  idle  upon  it ;  a  flag 
flying  at  what  looks  like  a  custom-house ;  bare  country  all  around ; 
and  the  chapel  before  him,  with  a  swarm  of  the  dark  figures  round 

I  went  into  it,  not  without  awe  (for,  as  I  confessed  before,  I  always 
feel  a  sort  of  tremor  on  going  into  a  Cathohc  place  of  worship  :  the 
candles,  and  altars,  and  mysteries,  the  priest  and  his  robes,  and  nasal 
chaunting,  and  wonderful  genuflexions,  will  frighten  me  as  long  as  I 
live).  The  chapel-yard  was  filled  with  men  and  women  ;  a  couple  of 
shabby  old  beadles  were  at  the  gate,  with  copper  shovels  to  collect 
money ;  and  inside  the  chapel  four  or  five  hundred  people  were  on 
their  knees,  and  scores  more  of  the  blue-mantles  came  in,  dropping 
Iheir  curtsies  as  they  entered,  and  then  taking  their  places  on  the 
flags. 

And  now  the  pangs  of  hunger  beginning  to  make  themselves  felt, 
it  became  necessary  for  your  humble  servant  (after  making  several 
useless  applications  to  a  bell,  which  properly  declined  to  work  on 
Sundays)  to  make  a  personal  descent  to  the  inn-kitchen,  where  was 
not  a  bad  study  for  a  painter.  It  was  a  huge  room,  with  a  peat  fire 
burning,  and  a  staircase  walking  up  one  side  of  it,  on  which  slair  was 
a  damsel  in  a  partial  though  by  no  means  picturesque  dishabille. 
The  cook  had  just  come  in  with  a  great  frothing  pail  of  milk,  and  sat 
with  her  arms  folded  ;  the  ostler's  boy  sat  dangling  his  legs  from  the 
table ;  the  ostler  was  dandling  a  noble  little  boy  of  a  year  old,  at  whoni 
Mrs.  Cook  likewise  griimed  delighted.    Here,  too,  gat  Mr.  Dan  the 
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waiter ;    and  no  wonder  the  breakfast  was  delayed,  for  all  three  of 
these  worthy  domestics  seented  delighted  with  the  infanL 

He  was  handed  over  to  the  gentleman's  arms  for  the  space  of  thirty 
seconds  1  the  gentleman  being  the  father  of  a  family,  and  of  course  an 


"Say  Dan  for  the  gentleman,"  says  the  delighted  coot 

"  Dada,"  says  the  baby;  at  which  the  assembly  grinned  with  joy: 
and  Dan  promised  I  should  have  my  breakfast  "  in  a  hurry," 

But  of  all  the  wonderful  things  to  be  seen  in  Skibbereen,  Dan's 
pantry  is  the  most  wonderful ;  every  article  within  is  a  makeshift,  and 
has  been  ingeniously  perverted  from  its  original  destination.  Here 
lie  bread,  blacking,  fresh-butter,  tallow-candles,  dirty  knives — all  in 
the  same  cigar-box  with  snuff,  mOk,  cold  bacon,  brown-sugar,  broken 
teacups  and  hits  of  soap.  No  pen  can  describe  that  establishment,  as 
no  English  imagination  could  have  conceived  it.  But  lo  !  the  sky  has 
cleared  after  a  furious  fall  ,of  rain — (in  compliance  with  Dan's  state- 
ment to  that  effect,  "  that  the  weather  would  be  fine  ") — and  a  car  is 
waiting  to  carry  us  lo  Loughine. 

Although  the  description  of  Loughine  can  make  but  a  poor  figure 
in  a  book,  the  ride  thither  is  well  worth  the  traveller's  short  labour. 
You  pass  by  one  of  the  cabin-streets  out  of  the  town  into  a  country 
which  for  a  mile  is  rich  with  grain,  though  bare  of  trees ;  then  through- 
a  boggy  bleak  district,  from  which  you  enter  into  a  sort  of  sea  of  rocks, 
with  patches  of  herbage  here  and  there.  Before  the  traveller,  almost 
all  the  way,  is  a  huge  pile  of  purple  mountain,  on  which,  as  one  comes 
nearer,  one  perceives  numberless  waves  and  breaks,  as  you  see  small 
waves  on  a  billow  in  the  sea ;  then  clambering  up  a  hill,  we  look 
down  upon  a  bright  green  flat  of  land,  with  the  lake  beyond  it;  girt 
round  by  grey  melancholy  hills.  The  water  may  be  a  mile  in  extent ; 
a  cabin  tops  the  mountain  here  and  there  ;  gentlemen  have  erected 
one  or  two  anchorite  pleasure-houses  on  the  hanks,  as  cheerful  as  a 
"  summer-house  would  be  on  Salisbury  Plain.  I  felt  not  sorry  to  have 
seen  this  lonely  lake,  and  still  happier  to  leave  it.  There  it  lies  with 
crags  all  round  it,  in  the  midst  of  desolate  plains  :  it  escapes  some- 
where tothe  sea ;  its  waters  are  salt :  half-a-doien  boats  lie  here  and 
there  upon  its  banks,  and  we  saw  a  small  crew  of  boys  plashing  about 
and  swimming  in  it,  laughing  and  yelling.  It  seemed  a  shame  to 
disturb  the  silence  so. 

The  crowd  of  swaggering  "  gents  "  (I  don't  know  the  corresponding 
phrase  in  the  Anglo-Irish  vocabulary  to  express  a  shabby  dandy) 
awaiting  the  Cork  mail,  which  kindly  goes  twenty  miles  out  of  its  way 
to  accommodate  the  town  of  Skibbereen,  was  qiute  extraordinary. 
The  little  street  was  quite  blocked  up  with  shabby  gentlemen,  and 
shabby  beggars,  awaiting  this  daily  phenomenon.    The  man  who  had 
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driven  us  to  Loughine  did  not  fail  to  ask  for  his  fee  as  driver ;  and 
then,  having  received  it,  came  forward  ifl  his  capacity  of  boots  and 
received  another  remuneration.  The  ride  is  desolate,  bare,  and  yet 
beautifiil.  There  are  a  set  of  hills  that  keep  one  company  the  whole 
way  ;  they  were  partially  hidden  in  a  grey  sky,  which  flung  a  general 
hue  of  melancholy  too  over  the  green  country  through  which  we  passed. 
There  was  only  one  wretched  village  along  the  road,  but  no  lack  of 
population  :  ragged  people  who  issued  from  their  cabins  as  the  coach 
passed,  or  were  sitting  by  the  wayside.  Everybody  seems  sitting  by 
the  wayside  here :  one  never  sees  this  general  repose  in  England — a 
sort  of  ragged  lazy  contentment.  All  the  children  seem  to  be  on  the 
watch  for  the  coach;  waited  very  knowingly  and  carefully  their  oppor- 
tunity, and  then  hung  on  by  scores  behind.  What  a  pleasure  to  run 
over  flinty  roads  with  bare  feet,  to  be  whipped  off,  and  io  walk  back 
to  the  cabin  again !  These  were  very  different  cottages  to  those  neat 
ones  1  had  seen  in  Kildare.  The  wretchedness  of  them  is  quite  painful 
to  look  at ;  many  of  the  potato-gardens  were  half  dug  up,  and  it  is  only 
the  first  week  in  August,  near  three  months  before  the  potato  is  ripe 
and  at  full  growth ;  and  the  winter  still  six  months  away.  There  were 
chapels  occasionally,  and  smart  new-built  churches — one  of  them  has 
a  congregation  of  ten  souls,  the  coachman  told  me.  Would  it  not  be 
better  that  the  clergyman  should  receive  them  in  his  room,  and  that 
the  church-building  money  should  be  bestowed  otherwise  P 

At  length,  after  winding  up  all  sorts  of  dismal  hills  speckled  with 
wretched  hovels,  a  ruinous  mill  every  now  and  then,  black  bog-lands, 
and  small  winding  streams,  breaking  here  and  there  into  litde  falls,  we 
come  upon  some  ground  well  tilled  and  planted',and  descending  (at  no 
small  risk  from  stumbling  horses)  a  bleak  long  hill,  we  see  the  water 
bef</re  us,  and  turning  to  the  right  by  the  handsome  little  park  of  Lord 
Bearhaven,  enter  Bantry.  The  harbour  is  beautiful.  Smsdl  mountains 
in  green  undulations  rising  on  the  opposite  side ;  great  grey  ones 
farther  back;  a  pretty  island  in  the  midst  of  the  water,  which  is  wonder- 
fully bright  and  calm.  A  handsome  yacht,  and  two  or  three  vessels 
with  their  Sunday  colours  out,  were  lying  in  the  bay.  It  looked  like  a 
seaport  scene  at  a  theatre,  gay,  cheerful,  neat,  and  picturesque.  At  a 
little  distance  the  town,  too,  is  very  pretty.  There  are  some  smart 
bouses  on  the  quays,  a  handsome  court-house  as  usual,  a  line  lai^ 
hotel,  and  plenty  of  people  flocking  round  the  wonderful  coach. 

The  town  is  most  picturesquely  situated,  climbing  up  a  wooded  hill, 
with  numbers  of  neat  cottages  here  and  there,  an  ugly  church  with  an 
air  of  pretension,  and  a  large  grave  Roman  Catholic  chapel  the  highest 
point  of  the  place.  The  Main  Street  was  as  usual  thronged  with  the 
squatting  blue  cloaks,  carrying  on  their  eager  trade  of  butter-milk  and 
green  apples,  and  such  cheap  wares.    With  the  exception  of  this  street 
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2nd  the  quay,  with  their  whitewashed  and  slated  bouses,  it  is  a  town  of 

cabins.  The  wretchedness  of  some  of  them  is  quite  curious ;  I  tried 
to  make  a  sketch  of  a  row  which  lean  against  an  old  wall,  and  are  built 
upon  a  rock  that  tumbles  about  in  the  oddest  and  most  fantastic 
shapes,  with  a  brawling  waterfall  dashing  down  a  channel  in  the  midst 
These  are,  it  appears,  the  beggars'  houses :  any  one  may  build  a  lodge 
against  that  wall,  rent-free ;  and  such  places  were  never  seen !  As  for 
drawing  them,  it  was  in  vain  to  tryj  one  might  as  well  make  a  sketch 
of  a  bundle  of  rags.  An  ordinary  pigsty  in  England  is  really  more 
comfortable.  Most  of  them  were  not  six  feet  long  or  five  feet  high, 
built  of  stones  huddled  together,  a  hole  being  left  for  the  people  to 
creep  in  at,  a  ruined  thatch  to  keep  out  some  little  portion  of  the  rain. 
The  occupiers  of  these  places  sat  at  their  doors  in  tolerable  content- 
ment, or  the  children  came  down  and  washed  their  feet  in  the  water. 
I  declare  I  believe  a  Hottentot  kraal  has  more  comforts  in  it :  even  to 
write  of  the  place  makes  one  unhappy,  and  the  words  move  slow.  But 
in  the  midst  of  all  this  misery  there  is  an  air  of  actual  cheerfulness ; 
and  go  but  a  few  score  yards  off,  and  these  wretched  hovels  lying 
together  look  really  picturesque  and  pleasing. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

RAINY  DAYS  AT  CLENGARIFF, 

A  SMART  two-horse  car  takes  the  traveller  thrice  a  week  from 
Bantry  to  Killamey,  by  way  of  Glengariff  and  Kenmare. 
Unluckily,  the  rain  was  pouring  down  furiously  as  we  passed  to 
the  first-named  places,  and  we  had  only  opportunity  to  see  a  part  of 
the  astonishing  beauty  of  the  country.  What  sends  picturesque  tourists 
to  the  Rhine  and  Sajton  Switzerland  f  within  five  maes  round  the 
pretty  inn  of  Glengariff  there  is  a  country  of  the  magnificence  of  which 
no  pen  can  give  an  idea.  I  would  like  to  be  a  great  prince,  and  bring 
a  train  of  painters  over  to  make,  if  they  could,  and  according  to  their 
several  capabilities,  a  set  of  pictures  of  the  place.  Mr.  Creswick  would 
find  such  rivulets  and  waterfalls,  surrounded  by  a  luxuriance  of  foliage 
and  verdure  that  only  his  pencil  can  imitate.  As  for  Mr.  Cattermole, 
a  red-shanked  Irishman  should  carry  his  sketching-books  to  all  sorts 
of  wild  noble  heights,  and  vast,  rocky  valleys,  where  he  might  please 
himself  by  piling  crag  upon  crag,  and  by  introducing,  if  he  had  a 
mind,  some  of  the  wild  figures  which  peopled  this  country  in  old  days. 
There  is  the  Eagles'  Nest,  for  instance,  regarding  which  the  Guide- 
book gives  a. pretty  legend.  The  Prince  of  Bantry  being  conquered 
by  the  English  soldiers,  fled  away,  leaving  his  Princess  and  children 
to  the  care  of  a  certain  faithful  follower  of  his,  who  was  to  provide 
them  with  refuge  and  food.  But  the  whole  country  was  overrun  by 
the  conquerors  ;  all  the  flocks  driven  away  by  Ihem,  all  the  houses 
ransacked,  and  the  crops  burnt  off  the  ground,  and  the  faithful  servitor 
did  not  know  where  he  should  find  a  meal  or  a  resting-place  for  the 
unhappy  Princess  O 'Donovan. 

He  made,  however,  a  sort  of  shed  by  the  side  of  a  mountain,  com- 
posing it  of  sods  and  stones  so  artfully  that  no  one  could  tell  but  that 
it  was  a  part  of  the  hill  itself ;  and  here,  having  speared  or  otherwise 
obtained  a  salmon,  he  fed  their  Highnesses  for  the  first  day;  trusting 
to  heaven  for  a  meal  when  the  salmon  should  be  ended. 

The  Princess  O'Donovan  and  her  princely  family  soon  came  to 
an  end  of  the  fish ;  and  cried  out  for  something  more. 

So  the  faithful  servitor,  taking  with  him  a  rope  and  his  little  son 
Shamus,  mounted  up  to  the  peak  where  the  eagles  rested ;  and,  from 
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the  spot  to  which  he  climbed,  saw  their  nest,  and  the  young  eaglet! 
it,  in  a  cleft  below  the  precipice. 


"Now,"  said  he,  "Shamus  my  son,  you  must  take  these  tliongs, 
with  you,  and  I  will  let  you  down  by  the  rope"  (it  was  a  straw-rope, 
which  he  had  made  himself,  and  though  it  might  be  considered  a 
dangerous  thread  to  hang  by  in  other  countries,  you'll  see  plenty  of 
such  contrivances  in  Ireland  to  the  present  day). 

"  I  will  let  you  down  by  the  rope,  and  you  must  tie  the  thongs 
round  the  necks  of  the  eaglets,  not  so  as  to  choke  them,  but  to  prevent 
them  from  swallowing  much."  So  Shamus  went  down  and  did  as  his 
father  bade  him,  and  came  up  again  when  the  eaglets  were  doctored. 

Presently  the  eagles  came  home ;  one  bringing  a  rabbit  and  the 
other  a  grouse.  These  they  dropped  into  the  rest  for  the  young  ones; 
and  soon  after  went  away  in  quest  of  other  adventures. 

Then  Shamus  went  down  into  the  eagles'  nest  again,  gutted  the 
grouse  and  rabbit,  and  lefi  the  garbage  to  the  eaglets  (as  was  their 
right),  and  brought  away  the  rest.  And  so  the  Princess  and  Princes 
had  game  that  night  for  their  supper.  How  long  they  lived  in  this 
way,  the  Guide-hook  does  not  say  ;  but  let  us  trust  that  the  Prince, 
if  he  did  not  come  to  his  own  again,  was  at  least  restored  to  his 
family  and  decently  mediatiicd  :  and,  for  my  part,  I  have  very  liltle 
doubt  but  that  Shamus,  the  gallant  young  eagle-robber,  created  a 
favourable  impression  upon  one  of  the  young  Princesses,  and  (after 
many  adventures  in  which  he  distinguished  himself,)  was  accepted  by 
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her  Highness  for  a  husband,  aud  her  princely  parents  for  a  gallant 

And  here,  while  we  are  travelling  to  GlengarifT,  and  ordering 
painters  about  with  such  princely  liberality  (by  the  way,  Mr.  Stanfield 
should  have  a  boat  in  the  bay,  and  paint  both  rock  and  sea  at  his  ease), 
let  me  mention  a  wonderful,  awful  incident  of  real  life  which  occurred 
on  the  road.  About  four  miles  from  Bantry,  at  a  beautiful  wooded 
place,  hard  by  a  mill  and  waterfall,  up  rides  a  gentleman  to  the  car 
with  his  luggage,  going  to  Killamey  races.  The  luggage  consisted  of  a 
small  carpet-bag  and  a  pistol-case.  About  two  miles  farther  on,  a 
fellow  stops  the  car;  "Joe,",  says  he,  "my  master  is  going  to  ride  to 
Killamey,  so  you  please  to  take  his  luggage."  The  luggage  consisted 
of  a  small  carpet-bag,  and — a  pistol-case  as  before.  1  s  this  a  gentleman's 
usual  travelling  baggage  in  Ireland? 

As  there  is  more  rain  in  this  country  than  in  any  other,  and  as, 
therefore,  naturally  the  inhabitants  should  be  inured  to  the  weather, 
and  made  to  despise  an  inconvenience  which  they  cannot  avoid,  the 
travelling- conveyances  ate  arranged  so  that  you  may  get  as  much 
practice  in  being  wet  as  possible.  The  traveller's  baggage  is  stowed  in 
a  place  between  the  two  rows  of  seats,  and  which  is  not  inaptly  called 
the  well,  as  in  a  rainy  season  you  might  possibly  get  a  bucketful  of 
water  out  of  that  orifice.  And  I  confess  I  saw,  with  a  horrid  satis- 
faction, the  pair  of  pistol-cases  lying  in  this  moist  aperture,  with  water 
pouring  above  them  and  lying  below  theni ;  nay,  prayed  that  all  such 
weapons  might  one  day  be  consigned  to  the  same  fate.  But  as  the 
waiter  at  Bantry,  in  his  excessive  zeal  to  serve  me,  had  sent  my  port- 
manteau back  to  Cork  by  the  coach,  instead  of  allowing  me  to  cany  it 
with  me  to  Killamey,  and  as  the  rain  had  long  since  begun  to  insinuate 
itself  under  the  seat-cushion  and  through  the  waterproof  apron  of  the 
car,  I  dropped  off  at  Glengariff,  and  dried  the  only  suit  of  clothes  I  had 
by  the  kitchen-fire.  The  inn  is  very  pretty ;  some  thorn-trees  stand 
before  ic,  where  many  bare-legged  people  were  lolling,  in  spite  of  the 
weather.  A  beautiful  bay  stretches  out  before  the  house,  the  full  tide 
washing  the  thom-trees  ;  mountains  rise  on  either  side  of  the  little  bay, 
and  there  is  an  island,  with  a  castle  in  it,  in  the  midst,  near  which  a 
yacht  was  moored.  But  the  mountains  were  hardly  visible  for  the 
mist,  and  the  yacht,  island,  and  castle  looked  as  if  they  had  been 
washed  against  the  flat  gray  sky  in  Indian-ink. 

The  day  did  not  clear  up  sufficiently  to  allow  me  to  make  any  long 
excursion  about  the  place,  or  indeed  to  see  a  very  wide  prospect  round 
about  it  :  at  a  few  hundred  yards,  most  of  the  objects  were  enveloped 
in  mist ;  but  even  this,  for  a  lover  of  the  picturesque,  had  its  beautiful 
effect,  for  you  saw  the  hills  in  the  foreground  pretty  clear,  and  covered 
with  their  wonderful  green,  while  immediately  behind  them  rose  an 
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e  blue  mass  of  mist  aiid  mountaiD  that  served  to  relieve  (to  use 
the  painter's  phrase)  the  nearer  objects.  Annexed  to  the  hotel  is  a 
flourishing  garden,  where  the  vegetation  is  so  great  that  the  landlord 
(old  me  it  was  all  he  could  do  to  check  the  trees  from  growing  :  round 
about  the  bay,  in  several  places,  they  come  clustering  down  to  the 
water's  edge,  nor  does  the  salt-water  interfere  with  them. 

Winding  up  a  hill  to  the  right,  as  you  quit  the  inn,  is  the  beautiful 
road  to  the  cottage  and  park  of  Lord  Bantry.  One  or  two  parties  on 
pleasure  bent  went  so  far  as  the  house,  and  were  partially  consoled  for 
the  dreadful  rain  which  presently  poured  down  upon  them,  by  wine, 
whisky,  and  refreshments  which  the  liberal  owner  of  the  house  sent 
out  to  them.  I  myself  had  only  got  a  few  hundred  yards  when  the  rain 
overtook  me,  and  sent  me  for  refuge  into  a  shed,  where  a  blacksmith 
had  arranged  a  rude  furnace  and  bellows,  and  where  he  was  at  work, 
with  aroughgilly  to  help  him,and  of  course  a  lounger  or  two  to  look  on. 

The  scene  was  exceedingly  wild  and  picturesque,  and  1  took  out  a. 
sketch-book  and  began  to  draw.  The  blacksmith  was  at  first  very 
suspicious  of  the  operation  which  I  had  commenced,  nor  did  the  poor 
fellow's  sternness  at  all  yield  until  I  made  him  a  present  of  a  shilling  to 
buy  tobacco— when  he,  his  friend,  and  his  son  became  good-humoured, 
and  said  their  little  say.  This  was  the  first  shilling  he  had  earned 
these  three  years ;  he  was  a  small  farmer,  but  was  starred  out,  and  set 
up  a  forge  here,  and  was  trying  to  get  a  few  pence.  What  struck  me 
was  the  great  number  of  people  about  the  place.  We  had  at  least 
twenty  visits  while  the  sketch  was  being  made ;  cars  and  single  and 
double  horsemen  were  continually  passing ;  between  the  intervals  of 
the  shower  a  couple  of  ragged  old  women  would  creep  out  from  some 
hole  and  display  baskets  of  green  apples  for  sale  :  wet  or  not,  men  and 
women  were  lounging  up  and  down  the  road.  You  would  have  thought 
it  was  a  fair,  and  yet  there  was  not  even  a  village  at  this  place,  only  the 
inn  and  post-house,  by  which  the  cars  to  Tralee  pass  thrice  a  wedc 

The  weather,  instead  of  mending,  on  the  second  day  was  worse 
khan  ever.  All  the  view  had  disappeared  now  under  a  rushing  rain, 
of  which  I  never  saw  anything  like  the  violence.  We  were  visited  by 
five  maritime — nay,  buccaneering-looking  gentlemen  in  moustaches, 
with  fierce  caps  and  jackets,  just  landed  from  a  yacht  :  and  then  the 
car  brought  us  three  Englishmen  wet  to  the  skin  and  thirsting  for 
w  hisky-and-water. 

And  with  these  three  Ei^lishmen  a  great  scene  occurred,  such  as 
we  read  of  in  Smollett's  and  Fielding's  inns.  One  was  a  fat  old 
gentleman  from  Cambridge— who,  1  was  informed,  was  a  Fellow  of  a 
college  in  that  university,  but  whom  I  shrewdly  suspect  *  to  be  butler 

•  The  sospckm  tnnted  out  to  be  very  correct.  The  gentleman  is  the 
respected  cook  of  C ,  as  I  learned  afterwards  fivm  a  casual  Cambridge  man. 
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or  steward  of  the  same.     The  younger  men,  burly,  manly,  good- 

hnmoured  fellows  of  seventeen  stone,  were  the  nephews  of  the  elder — 
who,  says  one,  "  could  draw  a  cheque  for  his  thousand  pounds." 

Two-and-twenty  years  before,  on  landing  at  the  Pigeon-House  at 
Dublin,  the  old  gentleman  had  been  cheated  by  a  carman,  and  his  firm 
opinion  seemed  lo  be  that  all  carmen — nay,  ali  Irishmen — were  cheats. 

And  a  sad  proof  of  this  depravity  speedily  showed  itself ;  for  having 
hired  a  three-horse  car  at  Killamey,  which  was  to  carry  them  lo  Bantr)-, 
the  Englishmen  saw,  with  immense  indignation,  after  they  had  drunk  a 
series  of  glasses  of  whisky,  that  the  three-horse  car  had  been  removed, 
a  one-horse  vehicle  standing  in  its  stead. 

Their  wrath  no  pen  can  describe.  "  1  te!l  you  they  are  all  so  ! " 
shouted  the  elder.  "When  I  landed  at  the  Pigeon-House  .  .  .  ." 
"  Bring  me  a  postchaise  ! "  roars  the  second.  "  Waiter,  get  some  more 
whisky !  "  exclaims  the  third.  "  If  they  don't  send  us  on  with  three 
horses.  111  stop  here  for  a  week."  Then  issuing,  with  his  two  young 
friends,  into  the  passage,  to  harangue  the  populace  assembled  there, 
the  elder  Englishman  began  a  speech  about  dishonesty,  "  d — d  rogues 
and  thieves,  Pigeon-Howse ;  he  was  a  gentleman,  and  wouldn't  be 
done,  d — n  his  eyes  and  everybody's  eyes."  Upon  the  affrighted  land- 
lord, who  came  to  interpose,  they  all  fell  with  great  ferocity :  the  elder 
man  swearing,  especially,  that  he  "  would  write  to  Lord  Lansdowne 
regarding  his  conduct,  likewise  to  Lord  Bandon,  also  to  Lord  Bantry : 
he  was  a  gentleman ;  he'd  been  cheated  in  the  year  1815,  on  his  first 
landing  at  the  Pigeou-House ;  and,  d — n  the  Irish,  they  were  all  alike." 
After  roaring  and  cursing  for  half-an-hour,  a  gentleman  at  the  door, 
seeing  the  meek  bearing  of  the  landlord — who  stood  quite  lost  and 
powerless  in  the  whirlwind  of  rage  that  had  been  excited  about  his 
luckless  ears — said,  "  If  men  cursed  and  swore  in  that  way  in  his 
house,  he  would  know  how  to  pmt  them  out." 

"  Put  me  out ! "  says  one  of  the  young  men,  placing  himself  before 
the  fat  old  blasphemer  his  relative.  "  Put  me  out,  ray  fine  fellow  \  " 
But  it  was  evident  the  Irishman  did  not  like  his  customer.  "  Put  >ni 
out!"   roars   the  old  gentleman,  from  behind   his   young  protector, 

" my  eyes,  who  arc  y^u,  sir?   who  are  you,  sir?      I  insist  on 

knowing  who  you  are." 

"  And  who  are  you  ? "  asks  the  Irishman. 

"  Sir,  I'm  a  gentleman,  and  pay  my  way  !  and  as  soon  as  I  get 
.  into  Bantry,  I  swear  111  write  a  letter  to  Lord  Bandon  Bantry,  and 
complain  of  the  treatment  I  have  received  here." 

Now,  as  the  unhappy  landlord  had  not  said  one  single  word,  and 
as,  on  the  contrary,  to  Iho  annoyance  of  the  whole  house,  the  stout  old 
gentleman  from  Cambridge  had  been  shouting,  r^ng,  and  cursing  for 
two  hours,  I  could  not  help,  like  a  great  ass  as  I  was,  coming  forward 
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and  (thinking  the  landlord  might  be  a  tenant  of  Lord  Bantiys)  saying, 
"  Well,  sir,  if  you  write  and  say  the  landlord  has  behaved  ill,  I  will  write 
to  say  that  he  has  acted  with  extraordinary  forbearance  and  civility." 

O  fool !  to  interfere  in  disputes  where  one  set  of  the  disputants 
have  drunlt  half-a-dozen  glasses  of  whisky  in  the  middle  of  the  day  ! 
No  sooner  had  I  said  this  than  the  other  young  man  came  and  fell 
upon  me,  and  in  the  course  of  a  few  minutes  found  leisure  to  tell  me 
"  that  I  was  no  gentleman  ;  that  I  was  ashamed  to  give  my  name,  or 
say  where  I  hved ;  that  I  was  a  liar,  and  didn't  live  in  London,  and 
couldn't  mention  the  name  of  a  single  respectable  person  there ;  that 
he  was  a  merchant  and  tradesman,  and  hid  his  quality  from  no  one  ; " 
and,  finally,  "  that  though  bi^er  than  himself,  there  was  nothing  he 
would  hke  better  than  that  1  should  come  out  on  the  green  and  stand 
to  him  like  a  man." 

This  invitation,  although  repeated  several  times,  I  refused  with  as 
much  dignity  as  I  could  assume ;  partly  because  I  was  sober  and  cool, 
while  the  other  was  furious  and  drunk ;  also  because  1  felt  a  strong 
suspicion  that  in  about  ten  minutes  the  man  would  manage  to  give  me 
a  tremendous  beating,  which  I  did  not  merit  in  the  least ;  thirdly, 
because  a  victory  over  him  would  not  have  been  productive  of  the  least 
pleasure  to  me  ;  and  lastly,  because  there  was  something  really  honest 
and  gallant  in  the  fellow  coming  out  to  defend  his  old  relative.  Both 
of  the  younger  hien  would  have  fought  like  tigers  for  tiiis  disreputable 
old  gentleman,  and  desired  no  better  sport.  The  last  I  heard  of  the 
three  was  that  they  and  the  driver  made  their  appearance  before  a 
magistrate  in  Bantry ;  and  a  pretty  story  will  the  old  man  have  to  tell 
to  his  club  at  the  '[  Hoop,"  or  the  "  Red  Lion,"  of  those  swindling 
Irish,  and  the  ill-treatment  he  met  with  in  their  country. 

As  for  the  landlord,  the  incident  will  be  a  blessed  theme  of  con- 
versation to  him  for  a  long  time  to  come.  I  heard  him  discoursing  of 
it  in  the  passage  during  the  rest  of  the  day ;  and  next  morning  when 
I  opened  my  window  and  saw  with  much  delight  the  bay  clear  and 
bright  as  silver — except  where  the  green  hills  were  reflected  in  it,  the 
blue  sky  above,  and  the  purple  mountains  round  about  with  only  a  few 
clouds  veiling  their  peaks — the  first  thing  I  heard  was  the  voice  of 
Mr.  Eccles  repeating  the  story  to  a  new  customer. 

"  1  thought  thim  couldn't  be  gintlemin,"  was  the  appropriate  remark 
of  Mr.  Tom  the  waiter,  "  from  the  way  in  which  they  took  their  whishky 
— raw  with  cold  wather,  widout  mixing  or  inythiag."  Could  an  Irish 
w^ter  give  a  more  excellent  definition  of  the  ungenteel  ? 

At  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning  of  the  next  day,  the  unlucky  car 
which  had  carried  the  Englishmen  to  Bantry  came  back  to  Glengaritf, 
and  as  the  morning  was  very  fine,  I  was  glad  to  take  advantage  of  it, 
and  travel  some  five-and-thiriy.  English  miles  to  KiUamcy. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

FROM  GLENGARIFF  TO  KILLARNEY, 

THE  Irish  car  seems  accommodated  for  any  number  of  persons  :  it 
appeared  to  be  full  when  we  left  GlengarifT,  for  a  traveller  from 
Bearhaven,  and  the  five  gentlemen  from  the  yacht,  took  seats  upon  it 
with  myself,  and  we  fancied  it  was  impossible  more  than  seven  should 
travel  by  such  a  conveyance ;  but  the  driver  showed  the  capabilities  of 
his  vehicle  presently.  The  journey  from  Glengariff  to  Kcnmare  is  one 
of  astonishing  beauty ;  and  I  have  seen  Killamey  since,  and  am  sure 
that  Glengariff  loses  nothing  by  comparison  wjth  this  most  famous  of 
lakes.  Rock,  wood,  and  sea  stretch  around  the  traveller— a  thousand 
delightful  pictures  :  the  landscape  is  at  first  wild  without  being  fierce, 
immense  woods  and  plantations  enriching  the  valleys — beautiful 
streams  to  be  seen  everywhere. 

Here  again  1  was  surprised  at  the  great  population  along  the  road  ; 
for  one  saw  but  few  cabins,  and  there  is  no  village  between  GlengarifT 
and  Kenmare.  But  men  and  women  were  on  banks  and  in  fields  ; 
children,  as  usual,  came  trooping  up  to  the  car ;  and  the  jovial  men  of 
the  yacht  had  great  conversations  with  most  of  the  persons  whom  we 
met  on  the  road.  A  merrier  set  of  fellows  it  were  hard  to  meet. 
"  Should  you  like  anything  to  drink,  sir  ? "  says  one,  commencing  the 
acquaintance.  "  We  have  the  best  whisky  in  the  world,  and  plenty  of 
porter  in  the  basket"  Therewith  the  jolly  seamen  produced  a  long 
bottle  of  grog,  which  was  passed  round  from  one  to  another ;  and  then 
began  singing,  shouting,  laughing,  roaring  for  the  whole  journey. 
"  British  sailors  have  a  knacl^  pull  away — ho,  boys  ! "  "  Hurroo,  my 
fine  fellow!  does  your  mother  know  you're  out?"  "  HiUTOO,  Tim 
Herlihy  !  you're  a  fluke,  Tim  Herlihy."  One  man  sang  on  the  roof, 
one  hurraed  lo  the  echo,  another  apostrophized  the  aforesaid  Herlihy 
as  he  passed  grinning  on  a  car ;  a  third  had  a  pocket-handkerchief 
flaunting  from  a  pole,  with  which  he  performed  exercises  in  the  face  of 
any  horseman  whom  we  met ;  and  great  were  their  yells  as  the  ponies 
shied  off  at  the  salutation  and  the  riders  swerved  in  their  saddles.  In. 
the  midst  of  this  rattling  chorus  we  went  along  :  gradually  the  country 
grew  wilder  and  more  desolate,  and  we  passed  through  a  grim  moun- 
tain region,  bleak  and  bare,  the  road  winding  round  some  of  the 
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innumerable  hills,  and  once  or  tvrice  by  means  of  i.  tunnel  rushing 
boldly  through  them.  One  of  these  tunnels,  they  say,  is  a  couple  of 
hundred  yards  long ;  and  a  pretty  howling,  I  need  not  say,  was  made 
through  that  pipe  of  rock  by  the  jolly  yacht's  crew.  "  We  saw  you 
sketching  in  the  blacksmith's  shed  at  Glengariff,"  says  one,  "and  we 
wished  we  had  you  on  board.  Such  a  jolly  life  we  led  of  it  !  "—They 
roved  about  the  coast,  they  said,  in  their  vessel ;  they  feasted  off  the 
best  of  iish,  mutton,  and  whisky ;  they  had  Gamble's  turtle-soup  on 
board,  and  fun  from  morning  till  night,  and  nice  vend.  Gradually  it 
came  out  that  there  was  not,  owing  to  the  tremendous  rains,  a  dry 
comer  in  their  ship  :  that  they  slung  two  in  a  huge  hammock  in  the 
cabin,  and  that  one  of  their  crew  had  been  ill,  and  shirked  off.  What 
a.  wonderful  thing  pleasure  is  !  To  be  wet  all  day  and  night ;  to  be 
scorched  and  blistered  by  the  sun  and  rain  \  to  beat  in  and  out  of  little 
harboiu^,  and  to  exceed  diurnally  upon  whisky-punch — 'faith,  London, 
and  an  arm-chair  at  the  club,  are  more  to  the  tastes  of  some  men. 

After  much  mountain-work  of  ascending  and  descending  (in  which 
latter  operation,  and  by  the  side  of  precipices  that  make  passing 
cockneys  rather  squeamish,  the  carman  drove  like  mad  to  the  whoop- 
ing and  screeching  of  the  red-rovers),  we  at  length  came  to  Kenmare, 
of  which  all  that  I  know  is  that  it  lies  prettily  in  a  bay  or  arm  of  the 
sea ;  that  it  is  approached  by  a  little  hanging-bridge,  which  seems  to 
be  a  wonder  in  these  parts ;  that  it  is  a  miserable  little  place  when  you 
enter  it ;  and  that,  finally,  a  splendid  luncheon  of  all  sorts  of  meat  and 
excellent  cold  salmon  may  sometimes  be  had  for  a  shilling  at  the  hotel 
of  the  place.  It  is  a  great  vacant  house,  like  the  rest  of  them,  and 
would  ftighten  people  in  England ;  but  after  a  few  days  one  grows  used 
to  the  Castle  Rackrent  style.  I  am  not  sure  that  there  is  not  a  certain 
sort  of  comfort  to  be  had  in  these  rambling  rooms,  and  among  these 
bustling,  blundering  waiters,  which  one  does  not  always  meet  with  in 
an  orderly  English  house  of  entertainment 

After  discussing  the  luncheon,  we  found  the  car  with  fresh  horses, 
beggars,  idlers,  jwUcemen,  &c.,  standing  round  of  course;  and  now  the 
miraculous  vehicle,  which  had  held  hitherto  seven  with  some  difficulty, 
was  called  upon  to  accommodate  thirteen. 

A  pretty  noise  would  our  three  Englishmen  of  yesterday^nay,  any 
Other  Englishmen  for  the  matter  of  that — have  made,  if  coolly  called 
upon  to  admit  an  extra  party  of  four  into  a  mail-coach  I  The  yacht's 
crew  did  not  make  a  single  objection ;  a  couple  clambered  up  on  the 
roof,  where  they  managed  to  locate  themselves  with  wonderful  ingenuity, 
perched  upon  hard  wooden  chests,  or  agreeably  reposing  upon  the 
knotted  ropes  which  held  them  together :  one  of  the  new  passengers 
scrambled  between  the  driver's  legs,  where  he  held  on  somehow,  and 
the  rest  were  pushed  and  squeezed  astonishingly  in  the  car. 
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Now  the  fact  must  be  told,  that  five  of  the  new  passengers  (I  dont 
count  a  little  boy  besides)  were  women,  and  very  pretty,  gay,  frolick- 
some,  lively,  kind-hearted,  innocent  women  too;  and  for  the  rest  of 
the  journey  there  was  no  end  of  laughing  and  shouting,  and  singing, 
and  hugging,  so  that  the  caravan  presented  the  appearance  which  is 
depicted  in  the  frontispiece  of  this  work. 

Now  it  may  be  a  wonder  to  some  persons,  that  with  such  a  cargo 
the  carriage  did  not  upset,  or  some  of  us  did  not  fall  off;  to  which  the 
answer  is  that  we  did  fall  off.  A  very  pretty  woman  fell  off,  and  showed 
a  pair  of  never-mind-what-colourcd  garters,  and  an  interesting  Enghsh 
traveller  fell  off  too :  but  heaven  bless  you !  these  cars  are  made  to  fall 
off  from  ;  and  considering  the  circumstances  of  the  case,  and  in  the 
same  company,  I  would  rather  fall  off  than  not  A  great  number  of 
pohte  allusions  and  genteel  inquiries  were,  as  may  be  imagined,  made 
by  the  jolly  boat's  crew.  But  though  the  lady  affected  to  be  a  little 
angry  at  first,  she  was  far  too  good-natured  to  he  angry  long,  and  at 
last  fairly  burst  out  laughing  with  the  passengers.  We  did  not  fall  off 
again,  but  held  on  very  tight,  and  just  as  we  were  reaching  Killamey, 
saw  somebody  else  fall  off  from  another  car.  But  in  this  instance  the 
gentleman  had  no  lady  to  tumble  ^ith. 

For  almost  half  the  way  from  Kenmare,  this  wild,  beautiful  road 
commands  views  of  the  famous  lake  and  vast  blue  mountains  about 
Killamey.  Turk,  Tomies,  and  Margerton  were  clothed  in  purple  like 
kings  in  mourning ;  great  heavy  clouds  were  gathered  round  their  heads, 
parting  away  every  now  and  then,  and  leaving  their  noble  features 
bare.  The  lake  lay  for  some  time  underneath  us,  dark  and  blue,  with 
dark  misty  islands  in  the  midst.  On  the  right-hand  side  of  the  road 
would  be  a  precipice  covered  with  a  thousand  trees,  or  a  green  rocky 
flat,  with  a  reedy  mere  in  the  midst,  and  other  mountains  rising  as  far 
as  we  could  see.  I  think  of  that  diabolical  tune  in  "  Der  Freischutz" 
while  passing  through  this  sort  of  country.  Every  now  and  then,  in 
the  midst  of  some  fresh  countrj-  or  inclosed  trees,  or  at  a  turn  of  the 
road,  you  lose  the  sight  of  the  great  big  awful  mountain  :  but,  like  the 
aforesaid  tune  in  "  Der  Freischutz,"  it  is  always  there  close  at  hand. 
You  feel  that  it  keeps  you  company.  And  so  it  was  that  we  rode  by 
dark  old  Mangerton,  then  presently  past  Muckross,  and  then  through 
two  miles  of  avenues  of  lime-trees,  by  numerous  lodges  and  gentle- 
men's seats,  across  an  old  bridge,  where  you  see  the  mountains  again 
and  the  lake,  until,  by  Lord  Kenmare's  house,  a  hideous  row  of  houses 
informed  us  that  we  were  at  Killamey. 

Here  my  companion  suddenly  let  go  my  hand,  and  by  a  certain 
uneasy  motion  of  the  waist,  gave  me  notice  to  withdraw  the  other  too; 
and  so  we  rattled  up  to  the  "  Kenmare  Arms;'  and  so  ended,  not 
without  a  sigh  on  my  part,  one  of  the  merriest  six-hour  rides  that  five 
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yachtmen,  one  cockney,  five  women  and  a  child,  the  carman,  and  a 
countryman  with  an  alpeen,  ever  look  in  their  lives. 

As  for  my  fellow-companion,  she  would  hardly  speak  the  next  day; 
but  all  the  five  maritime  men  made  me  vow  and  promise  that  I  would 
go  and  see  them  at  Cork,  where  1  should  have  horses  to  ride,  the  , 
fastest  yacht  out  of  the  harbour  to  sail  in,  and  the  best  of  whisky, 
claret,  and  welcome.  Amen,  and  may  every  single  person  who  buys 
a  copy  of  this  book  meet  with  the  same  deserved  fate. 

The  town  of  Killarney  was  in  a  violent  state  of  excitement  witi  a 
series  of  horse-races,  hurdle-races,  boat-races,  and  stag-hunts  by  land 
and  water,  which  were  taking  place,  and  attracted  a  vast  crowd  from 
all  parts  of  the  kingdom.  All  the  inns  were  full,  and  lodgings  cost 
five  shillings  a  day — nay,  more  in  some  places ;  for  though  my  land- 
lady, Mrs,  Macgillicuddy,  changes  but  that  sum,  a  leisurely  old  gentle- 
man whom  I  never  saw  in  my  life  before  made  my  acquaintance  by 
stopping  me  in  the  street  yesterday,  and  said  he  paid  a  pound  a  day 
for  his  two  bed-rooms.  The  old  gentleman  is  eager  for  company; 
and  indeed,  when  a  man  travels  alone,  it  is  wonderful  how  little  he 
cares  to  select  his  society ;  how  indifferent  company  pleases  him  j 
how  a  good  fellow  deUghls  him :  bow  sorry  .he  is  when  the  time  for 
parting  comes,  and  he  has  to  walk  off  alone,  and  begin  the  friendship- 
hunt  over  again. 

The  first  sight  I  witnessed  at  Killarney  was  a  race-ordinary,  where, 
for  a  sum  of  twelve  shillings,  any  man  could  take  his  share  of  turbot, 
salmon,  venison,  and  beef,  with  port,  and  sherry,  and  whisky-punch 
at  discretion.  Here  were  the  squires  of  Cork  and  Kerry,  one  or  two 
Englishmen,  whose  voices  amidst  the  rich  humming  brogue  round 
about  sounded  quite  affected  (not  that  they  were  so,  but  there  seems  a 
sort  of  impertinence  in  the  shrill,  high-pitched  tone  of  the  English 
voice  here).  At  the  bead  of  the  table,  near  the  chau-man,  sat  some 
brilliant  young  dragoons,  neat,  solemn,  dull,  with  huge  moustaches, 
and  boots  polished  to  a  nicety. 

And  here  of  course  the  conversation  was  of  the  horse,  horsey; 
how  Mr.  This  had  refused  fifteen  hundred  gitineas  for  a  horse  which 
be  bought  for  a  hundred  ;  how  Bacchus  was  the  best  horse  in  Ireland ; 
which  horses  were  to  run  at  Something  races  ;  and  how  the  Marquis 
of  Waterford  gave  a  plate  or  a  purse.  We  drank  "  tlie  Queen,"  with 
hip  i  hip!  hurrah!  the  " winner  of  the  Kenmare  Stakes"— hurrah! 
Presently  the  gentleman  next  me  rose  and  made  a  speech  :  he  had 
brought  a  mare  down  and  won  the  stakes— a  hundred  and  seventy 
guineas — and  I  looked  at  him  with  a  great  deal  of  respect.  Other 
toasts  ensued,  and  more  talk  about  horses.  Nor  am  I  in  the  least 
,  disposed  to  sneer  at  gentlemen  who  like  sporting  and  talk  about  it : 
for  I  do  believe  that  the  conversation  of  a  dozen  fos-hunlers  is  just  as 
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clever  as  that  of  a  similar  number  of  merchants,  banisters,  or  literary 
men.  But  to  this  trade,  as  to  all  others,  a  man  must  be  bred;  if  he  has 
not  learnt  it  thoroughly  or  in  early  life,  he  will  not  readily  become  a 
proficient  afterwards,  and  when  therefore  the  subject  is  broached,  had 
best  maintain  a  profound  silence. 

A  young  Edinbui^h  cockney,  with  an  easy  self-confidence  that  the 
reader  may  have  perhaps  remarked  in  others  of  his  calling  and  nation, 
and  who  evidently  knew  as  much  of  sporting  matters  as  the  indi- 
vidual who  writes  this,  proceeded  nevertheless  to  give  the  company  his 
opinions,  and  greatly  astonished  them  all ;  for  these  simple  people  are 
at  first  willing  to  believe  that  a  stranger  is  sure  to  be  a  knowing  fellow, 
and  did  not  seem  inclined  to  be  undeceived  even,  by  this  httle  pert, 
grinning  Scotchman.  Jt  was  good  to  hear  him  talk  of  Haddington, 
Musselburgh — and  heaven  knows  what  strange  outlandish  places,  as  if 
they  were  known  to  all  the  world.  And  here  would  be  a  good  oppor- 
tunity to  enter  into  a  dissertation  upon  natural  characteristics  :  to 
show  that  the  bold,  swa^ering  Irishman  is  really  a  modest  fellow, 
while  the  canny  Scot  is  a  most  brazen  one ;  to  wonder  why  the 
inhabitant  of  one  country  is  ashamed  of  it — which  is  in  itself  so  fertile 
and  beautifiil,  and  has  produced  more  than  its  fair  proportion  of  men 
of  genius,  valour,  and  wit ;  whereas  it  never  enters  into  the  head  of  a 
Scotchman  to  question  his  own  equality  (and  something  more}  at  all : 
hut  that  such  discussions  are  quite  unprofitable;  nay,  that  exactly  the 
contrary  propositions  may  be  argued  to  just  as  much  length.  Has  the 
reader  ever  tried  with  a  dozen  of  De  TocquevJIle's  short  crisp  philo- 
sophic apophthegms  and  taken  the  converse  of  them  ?  The  one  or 
other  set  of  propositions  will  answer  equally  well ;  and  it  is  the  best 
way  to  avoid  all  such.  Let  the  above  passage,  then,  simply  be  under- 
stood to  say,  that  on  a  certain  day  the  writer  met  a  vu^ar  little 
Scotchman— not  that  all  Scotchmen  are  vulgar  ;  that  this  little  pert 
creature  prattled  about  his  country  as  if  he  and  it  were  ornaments  to 
the  world — which  the  latter  is,  no  doubt  ;  and  that  one  could  not  but 
contrast  his  behaviour  with  that  of  great  big  stalwart  simple  Irishmen, 
who  asked  your  opinioti  of  their  country  with  as  much  modesty  as  if 
you — because  aa  Englishman — must  be  SMnebody,  and  they  the  dust  . 
of  the  earth. 

Indeed,  this  want  of  self-confidence  at  times  becomes  quite  painful 
to  the  stranger.  If  in  reply  to  their  queries,  you  say  you  like  the 
country,  people  seem  really  quite  delighted.  Why  should  they?  Why 
should  a  stranger's  opinion  who  doesn't  know  the  country  be  more 
valued  than  a  native's  who  does  ? — Suppose  an  Irishman  in  England 
were  to  speak  in  praise  or  abuse  of  the  country,  would  one  be  particu- 
larly pleased  or  annoyed  ?  One  would  be  glad  that  the  man  lUced  his 
trip ;  but  as  for  his  good  or  bad  opinion  of  the  country,  the  countiy 
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stands  on  its  own  bottom,  superior  to  any  opinion  of  any  man  or 

I  mast  beg  paidon  of  the  little  Scotchman  for  reverting  to  him  (let 
it  be  remembered  that  there  were  two  Scotchmen  at  KiUamey,  and 
that  T  speak  of  the  other  one) ;  but  I  have  seen  no  specimen  of  that 
sort  of  manners  in  any  Irishman  since  I  have  been  in  the  country.  I 
have  met  more  gentlemen  here  than  in  any  place  I  ever  saw  :  gentle- 
men of  high  and  low  ranks,  that  is  to  say  :  men  shrewd  and  delicate 
of  perception,  observant  of  society,  entering  into  the  feelings  of  others, 
and  anxious  to  set  them  at  ease  or  to  gratify  them  ;  of  course  exalte- 
rating  their  professions  of  kindness,  and  in  so  far  insincere ;  but  the 
very  exaggeration  seems  to  be  a  proof  of  a  kindly  nature,  and  1  wish 
in  England  we  were  a  little  more  complimentary.  In  Dublin,  a  lawyer 
left  his  chamt>ers,  and  a  literary  man  his  books,  to  walk  the  town  with 
me — the  town,  which  they  must  know  a  great  deal  too  well ;  for,  pretty 
as  it  is,  it  is  but  a  smal!  place  after  all,  not  like  that  great  bustling, 
changing,  struggling  world,  the  Ei^lishman's  capita!.  Would  a 
London  man  leave  his  business  to  trudge  to  the  Tower  or  the  Park 
with  a  stranger?  We  would  ask  him  to  dine  at  the  club,  or  to  eat 
whitebait  at  Lovegrove's,  and  think  our  duty  done,  neither  caring  for 
him,  nor  professing  to  care  for  him ;  and  we  pride  ourselves  on  our 
honesty  accordingly.  Never  was  honesty  more  selfish.  And  so  a 
vulgar  man  in  England  disdains  to  flatter  bis  equals,  and  chiefly  dis- 
plays his  character  of  snob  by  assuming  as  much  as  he  can  for  himself, 
swa^ering  and  showing  off  in  his  coarse,  dull,  stupid  way. 

"  I  am  a  gentleman,  and  pay  my  way,"  as  the  old  fellow  said  at 
Glengariff.  I  have  not  hesu-d  a  sentence  near  so  vulgar  from  any  man 
in  Ireland.  Yes,  by  the  way,  there  was  another  Englishman  at  Cork  : 
a  man  in  a  middling,  not  to  say  bumble,  situation  of  life.  When  intro- 
duced to  an  Irish  gentleman,  bis  formula  seemed  to  be,  "  1  think,  sir, 
I  have  met  you  somewhere  before,"  "  I  am  sure,  sir,  I  have  met  you 
before,"  he  said,  for  the  second  time  in  my  hearing,  to  a  gentleman  of 

great  note  in  Ireland.     "  Yes,  I  have  met  yon  at  Lord  X 's."    "  I 

don't  know  my  Lord  X ,"  replied  the  Irishman.     "  Sir,"  says  the 

other,  '^  I  shall  ka'vi  great  pleasure  in  introducihg you  lo  him."  Well, 
the  good-natured  simple  Irishman  thought  this  gentleman  a  very  fine 
fellow.  There  was  only  one,  of  some  dozen  who  spoke  about  him, 
that  found  out  Snob.  1  suppose  the  Spaniards  lorded  it  over  the 
Mexicans  in  this  way  :  their  drummers  passing  for  generals  among 
the  simple  red  men,  their  glass  beads  for  jewels,  and  thor  insolent 
bearing  for  heroic  superiority. 

Leaving,  then,  the  race-ordinary  (that  litde  Scotchman  with  his  airs 
has  carried  us  the  deuce  knows  how  far  out  of  the  way),  I  came  home 
just  as  the  gentlemen  of  the  race  were  beginning  to  "  mix,"  that  is,  to 
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fois^e  the  wine  for  the  punch.  At  the  lodgings  I  found  my  five  com' 
panions  of  the  morning  with  a  bottle  of  that  wonderful  wbbky  of 
which  they  spoke ;  and  which  they  bad  agreed  to  exchaDge  against  a 
bundle  of  Liverpool  cigars :  so  we  discussed  them,  the  whisky,  and 
other  topics  in  common.  Now  there  is  no  need  to  viobte  the  sanctity 
of  private  life,  and  report  the  conversation  which  look  place,  the  songs 
which  were  sung,  the  speeches  wbicb  were  made,  and  the  other 
remarkable  events  of  the  evening.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  the  English 
traveller  gradually  becomes  accustomed  to  whisky-punch  (in  modera- 
tion of  course),  and  finds  the  beverage  very  agreeable  at  Killamey  ; 
against  wbicb  I  recollect  a  protest  was  entered  at  Dublin. 

But  af^er  we  bad  talked  of  hunting,  racing,  regatting,  and  all  other 
sports,  I  came  to  a  discovery  which  astonished  me,  and  for  which 
these  honest,  kind  fellows  are  mentioned  pubUcIy  here.  The  portraits, 
or  a  sort  of  resemblance  of  four  of  them,  may  be  seen  in  the  foregoing 
drawing  of  the  car.  The  man  with  the  straw-hat  and  handkerchief  tied 
over  it  is  the  captain  of  an  Indiaman  ;  three  others,  with  each  a  pair 
of  moustaches,  sported  yachl-costumes,  jackets,  dub  anchor-buttons, 
and  so  forth ;  and,  finally,  one  on  the  other  side  of  the  car  (who  cannot 
be  seen  on  account  of  the  portmanteaus,  otherwise  the  likeness  would 
be  perfect,)  was  dressed  with  a  coat  and  a  hat  in  the  ordinary  way. 
One  with  the  gold  band  and  moustaches  is  a  gentleman  of  property ; 
-- — -^=-~  -r—  the  other  three  are  attorneys  every 
-Si^—Y        ^  Toxa  of  them ;  two  in  large  practice 

^^^"  m  Cork  and  Dublin,  the  other,  and 

owner  of  the  yacht,  under  articles  to 
the  attorney  ai  Corlc     Now  did  any 
\  Englishman  ever  live  with  three  attor- 
neys for  a  whole  day  without  hear- 
mg  a  single  syllable  of  law  spoken  ? 
Did  we  ever  see  in  our  country  attor- 
.    neys  with  moustaches  ;  or,  above  all, 
an  attorney's  clerk  the  owner  of  a 
I    yacht  of  thirty  tons .'     He  is  a  gentle- 
m^i  of  propterly  too^the  heir,  that  is, 
,    to  a  good  estate ;  and  has  had  a  yacht 
5  of  his  own,  he  says,  ever  since  he  was 
'  fourteen  years  old.  Is  there  any  English 
boy  of  fourteen  who  commands  a  ship 
with  a  crew  of  five  men  under  bim  f 
We  all  agreed  to  have  a  boat  for  the 
stag-hunt  on  the  lake  next  day;  and  I  went  to  bed  wondering  at 
this  strange  country  more  than  ever.    An  attorney  with  moustaches, ! 
What  would  they  say  of  bim  in  Giancery  lane  ? 


CHAPTER  XI. 

KILLARNEY— STAG-HUNTING  ON  THE  LAKE. 

MRS.  MACGILLI CUDDY'S  house  is  at  the  corner  of  the  two 
principal  streets  of  Killamey  town,  and  the  drawing-room  wid- 
ows command  each  a  street.  Before  one  window  is  a  dismal,  rickety 
building,  with  a  slated  £ice,  that  loolcs  like  an  ex-town-hall.  There  is 
a  row  of  arches  to  the  ground  floor,  the  angles  at  the  base  of  which 
seem  to  have  mouldered  or  to  have  been  Icicked  away.  Over  the  centre 
arch  is  a  picture  with  a  flourishing  yellow  inscription  above,  importing 
that  it  is  the  meeting-place  of  the  Total  Abstinence  Society.  Total 
abstinence  is  represented  by  the  figures  of  a  gentleman  in  a  blue-coat 
and  drab  tights,  with  gilt  garters,  who  is  giving  his  hand  to  a  lady  ; 
between  them  is  an  escutcheon  surmounted  with  a  cross  and  charged 
with  religious  emblems.  Cupids  float  above  the  heads  and  between 
the  legs  of  this  happy  pair,  while  an  exceedingly  small  tea-table  with 
the  requisite  crockery  reposes  against  the  lady's  knee  i  a  still,  with 
>death'3-head  and  bloody-bones,  filling  up  the  naked  comer  near  the 
gentleman.  A  sort  of  market  is  held  here,  and  the  place  is  swarming 
with  blue  cloaks  and  groups  of  men  talking  ;  here  and  there  is  a  stall 
-with  coarse  linens,  crockery,  a  cheese  ;  and  crowds  of  egg  and  milk- 
women  are  squatted  on  the  pavement,  with  their  ragged  customers  or 
gossips  ;  and  the  yellow-haired  girl,  on  the  next  page,  with  a  barrel 
.containing  nothing  at  all,  has  been  sitting,  as  if  for  ber  portrait,  this 
hour  past 

Carts,  cars,  jingles,  barouches,  horses  and  vehicles  of  all  descrip- 
tions rattle  presendy  through  the  streets  :  for  the  town  is  crowded  with 
■company  for  the  races  and  other  sports,  and  all  the  world  is  bent  to  see 
the  stag-hunt  on  the  lake.  Where  the  ladies  of  the  Macgillicuddy 
family  have  slept,  heaven  knows,  for  their  house  is  full  of  lodgers. 
What  voices  you  hear !  "  Bring  me  some  hot  v/aiaA,"  says  a  genteel, 
high-piped  English  voice.  "  Hwhere's  me  hot  wather  I "  roars  a  deep- 
toned  Hibernian.  See,  over  the  way,  three  ladies  in  ringlets  and  green 
tab  inet  taking  their  "tay"  preparatory  to  setlingouL  I  wonder  whether 
they  heard  the  sentimental  songs  of  the  law-marines  last  night  f  They 
must  have  been  edified  if  they  did. 

My  companions  came,  true  to  their  appointment,  and  we  walked 
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down  to  the  boats,  lying  at  a  couple  of  miles  from  the  town,  near  the 
"■^ctoria  Inn,"  a  handsome  mansion,  in  pretty  grounds,  close  to  the 
lake,  and  owned  by  the  patriotic  Mr.  Fimi.  A  nobleman  offered  Finn 
eight  hundred  pounds  for  the  use  of  his  house  during  the  races,  and, 
to  Finn's  eternal  honour  be  it  said,  he  refiiaed  the  money,  and  said  ht 
would  keep  bis  house  for  his  friends  and  patrons,  the  public  Let  the 
Cork  Steam-Packet  Company  think  of  this  generosity  on  the  part  of 
Mr.  Finn,  and  blush  for  shame  :  at  the  Cork  Agricultural  Show  they 
raised  their  fares,  and  were  disappointed  in  their  speculation,  as  th^ 
deserved  to  be,  by  indignant  Englishmen  refusing  to  go  at  all. 
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necessary  to  assume  those  garments  and  wear  them  for  the  greater  part 
<ai  the  day.    Passing  by  the  "  Victoria,"  with  its  beautiful  walks,  park, 
and  lodgej  we  came  to  a  little  creek  where  the  boats  were  moored ; 
^nd  there  was  the  wonderful  lake  before  us,  with  its  mouotains,  and    . 
islands,  and  trees.      Unluckily,  how- 
ever, the  mountains  happened  to  be 
invisible;  the  islands  looked  Hke  grey 
masses  in  the  fog,  and  all  that  we 
could  see  for  some  time  was  the  grey 
silhouette  of  the  boat  ahead  of  us,  in 
which  a  passenger  was  engaged  ia  a    ■ 
witty  conversation  with  some  boat  still 
further  in  the  mist 

Drumming    and    trumpeting    was 
heard  at  a  httle  distance,  and  pre- 
sently we  found  ourselves  in  the  midst  of  a  fleet  of  boats  upon  the 
TOcky  shores  of  the  heaucifLil  little  Innisfallen. 

Here  we  landed  for  a  while,  and  the  weather  clearing  up  allowed 
us  to  see  this  chaimiug  spot :  rocks,  shrubs,  and  little  abrupt  rises  and 
falls  of  ground,  covered  widi  the  brightest  emerald  grass  ;  a  beautiful 
little  ruin  of  a  Saxon  chapel,  lying  gentle,  delicate,  and  plaintive  on 
the  shore;  some  noble  trees  round  about  it,  and  beyond,  presently, the 
tower  of  Ross  Castle :  island  after  island  appearing  in  the  clearing 
sunshine,  and  the  huge  hills  throwing  their  misty  veils  off,  and  wearing 
their  noble  robes  of  purple.  The  boats'  crews  were  grouped  about  the 
place,  and  one  large  barge  especially  had  landed  some  sixty  people, 
.being  the  Temperance  band,  with  its  drums,  trumpets,  and  wives.  They 
were  marshalled  by  a  grave  old  gentleman  with  a  white  waistcoat  and 
■queue,  a  silver  medal  decorating  one  side  of  his  coat,  and  a  brass 
heart  reposing  on  the  other  fiap.  The  horns  performed  some  Irish 
airs  prettily ;  and  at  length,  at  the  instigation  of  a  fellow  who  went 
-sw^gering  about  with  a  pair  of  whirling  drumsticks,  all  formed  together 
and  played  Garryowen — the  active  drum  of  course  most  dreadfully  out 
■of  time. 

Having  strolled  about  the  island  for  aquarler  of  an  hour,  it  became 
time  to  take  to  the  boats  again,  and  we  were  rowed  over  to  the  wood 
■opposite  Sullivan's  cascade,  where  the  hounds  had  been  laid  in  in  the 
■morning,  and  the  stag  was  expected  to  take  water.  Fifty  or  sixty  men 
are  employed  on  the  mountain  to  drive  the  stag  lakewards,  should  he 
t>e  inclined  to  break  away :  and  the  sport  generally  ends  by  the  stag— 
a  ^ild  one — making  for  the  water  with  the  pack  swimming  afterwards; 
and  here  he  is  taken  ^d  disposed  of :  how  I  know  not  It  is  rather  a 
parade  than  a  stag-hunt  \  but,  with  all  the  boats  aroimd  and  the  noUe 
view,  must  be  a,4n^  thing  to  see. 
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Presently,  steering  his  barge,  the  "  Erin,"  with  twelve  oars  and  a 
green  flag  sweeping  the  water,  came  by  the  president  of  the  sports, 
Mr.  Johii  O'Connell,  a  gentleman  who  appears  to  be  liked  by  rich  and 
poor  here,  and  by  the  latter  especially  is  adored.  "  Sure  we'd  dhrown 
ourselves  for  him,"  one  man  told  me ;  and  proceeded  to  speak  eagerly 
in  his  praise,  and  to  tell  numberless  acts  of  his  generosity  and  justice. 
The  justice  is  rather  rude  in  this  wild  country  sometimes,  and  occa- 
sionally the  judges  not  only  ddiver  the  sentence  but  execute  it ;  nor 
does  any  one  think  of  appealing  to  any  more  regular  Jurisdiction.  The 
likeness  of  Mr.  O'Connell  to  his  brother  is  very  striking  :  one  might 
have  declared  it  was  the  Liberator  sitting  at  the  stem  of  the  boat 

Some  scores  more  boats  were  there,  darting  up  and  down  in  the 
pretty,  busy  waten.  Here  came  a  Cambridge  boat;  and  where,  indeed, 
will  not  the  gentlemen  of  that  renowned  university  be  found?  Yonder 
were  the  dandy  dragoons,  stiff,  silent,  slim,  faultlessly  appointed, 
solemnly  pufGng  cigar?.  Every  now  and  then  a  hound  would  be 
heard  in  the  wood,  whereon  numbers  of  voices,  right  and  left,  would 
begin  to  yell  in  chorus  —  "Hurroo!  HoopI  Yow— yow — yow!"  in 
accents  the  most  shrill  or  the  most  melancholious.  Meanwhile  the 
sun  had  had  enough  of  the  sport,  the  mountains  put  on  their  veils 
again,  the  islands  retreated  into  the  mist,  the  word  went  through  the 
fleet  to  spread  all  umbrellas,  and  ladies  took  shares  of  mackintoshes. 
and  disappeared  under  the  flaps  of  silk  cloaks. 


The  wood  comes  down  to  the  very  edge  of  the  water,  and  many  of 
the  crews  thought  fit  to  land  and  seek  this  green  shelter.  There  yoir 
might  see  how  the  dandium  summd  gentii  hasit  ulinv,  clambeiing  up 
thither  to  hide  from  the  rain,  and  many  "  membra  "  in  dabbled  russia-, 
ducks  cowering  viridi  sub  arbuto  ad  aqua  lent  ct^f.     To  beholA 
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'  these  moist  dandies  the  natives  of  the  country  came  eagerly.  Strange, 
sav^e  foces  might  be  seen  peering  from  out  of  the  trees :  long-haired, 
barelegged  girls  came  down  the  hill,  some  with  green  apples  and  very 
sickly-looking  plums;  some  with  whisky  and  goafs-milk;  a  ragged  boy 
had  a  pair  of  stag's  horns  to  sell :  the  place  swarmed  with  people.  We 
went  up  the  hill  to  see  the  noble  cascade,  and  when  you  say  that  it 
comes  rushing  down  over  rock  and  through  tangled  woods,  alas !  one 
has  said  all  the  dictionary  can  help  you  to,  and  rot  enough  to  distin- 
guish this  particular  cataract  from  any  other.  This  seen  and  admired, 
we  came  back  to  the  harbour  where  the  boats  lay,  and  from  which 
spot  the  reader  might  have  seen  the  foregoing  view  of  the  lake — that 
is,  youiftfw/i/see  the  lake,  if  the  mist  would  only  clear  away. 

But  this  for  hours  it  did  not  seem  inclined  to  do.  We  rowed  up 
and  down  industriously  foe  a  period  of  time  which  seemed  to  me 
atrociously  long.  The  bugles  of  the  "  Erin  "  had  long  since  sounded 
"  Home,  sweet  homei"  and  the  greater  part  of  the  fleet  had  dispersed. 
As  for  the  stag-hunt,  all  1  saw  of  it  was  four  dogs  that  appeared  on 
the  shore  at  different  intervals,  and  a  huntsman  in  a  scarlet  coat, 
who  similarly  came  and  went :  once  or  twice  we  were  gratified  by 
hearing  the  hounds  ;  but  at  last  it  was  ^reed  there  was  no  chance 
for  the  day,  and  we  rowed  off  to  Kenmare  Cottage — where,  on  the 
lovely  lawn,  or  in  a  cottage  adjoining,  the  gentry  picnic,  and  where, 
with  a  handkerchieffid  of  potatoes,  we  made  as  pleasant  a  meal  as  ever 
I  recollect  Here  a  good  number  of  the  boats  were  assembled  ;  here 
you  might  see  cloths  spread  and  dinner  going  on  ;  here  were  those 
wonderful  ofGcers,  looking  as  if  they  had  just  stepped  fi:om  bandboxes, 
with — by  heavens  ! — not  a  shirt-collar  disarranged  nor  a  boot  dimmed 
by  the  wet  An  old  piper  was  making  a  very  feeble  music,  with  a 
handkerchief  spread  over  his  face  ;  and,  farther  on,  a  litde  smiling 
German  boy  was  playing  an  accordion  and  singing  a  ballad  of  HaufTs. 
I  had  a  silver  medal  in  my  pocket,  with  Victoria  on  one  side  and 
Britannia  on  the  other,  and  gave  it  him,  for  the  sake  of  old  times  and 
his  round  friendly  face.  Oh,  little  German'boy,  many  a  night  as  you 
trudge  lonely  through  this  wild  land,  must  you  yeam  after  BruderUin  ' 
and  SekwesitrUin  at  home— yonder  in  stately  Frankfurt  city  that  lies 
by  silver  Mayn.  I  thought  of  vineyards  and  sunshine,  and  the  greasy 
clock  in  the  theatre,  and  the  railroad  all  the  way  to  Wiesbaden,  and 
the  handsome  Jew  country-houses  by  the  Bockeiheimer-Thor  .... 
"  Come  along,"  says  the  boatman.  "  All  the  gintlemin  are  wailing  for 
your  honour."  And  1  found  them  finishing  the  potatoes,  and  we  all 
had  a  draught  of  water  from  the  lake,  and  so  pulled  to  the  Middle  or 
Turk  Lake  through  the  picturesque  green  rapid  that  floats  under 
Brickeen  Bridge. 

What  is  to  be  said  about  Turk  Lake  ?    When  there,  we  agreed 
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that  it  was  more  beautiful  than  the  large  lake,  of  which  it  is  aot  oac- 
fourth  the  size  ;  then,  wbea  we  came  back,  we  said,  "No,  the  lai^ 
lake  is  the  most  beautiful."  And  so,  at  ever^-  point  we  stopped  at,  we 
determined  that  that  particular  spot  was  the  prettiest  in  the  whole 
lake.  The  fact  is — and  I  don't  caxe  to  own  it — they  are  too  band- 
some.  As  for  a  man  coining  from  his  desk  in  London  or  Dublin 
and  seeing  "  the  whole  lakes  in  a  day,"  he  is  an  ass  for  his  pains  ;  a 
child  doing  sums  in  addition  might  as  well  read  the  whole  multiplica- 
tion-table, and  fancy  he  had  it  by  heart.  We  should  look  at  these 
wonderful  things  leisurely  and  thoughtfully  ;  and  even  then,  blessed 
is  he  who  understands  them,  I  wonder  what  impression  the  sight 
made  upon  the  three  tipsy  Englishmen  at  GlengarifTP  What  idea  of 
natural  beauty  belongs  to  an  old  fellow  who  says  he  is  "  a  gentleman, 
and  pays  his  way?"  What  to  a  jolly  fox-hunter,  who  had  rather  sec 
a  good  "screeching"  run  with  the  hounds  than  the  best  landscape 
-ever  painted  ?  And  yet  they  all  come  hither,  and  go  through  the 
business  regularly,  and  would  not  miss  seeing  every  one  of  the  lakes 
and  going  up  every  one  of  the  hills.  By  which  circumlocution  the 
writer  wishes  ingeniously  to  aimounce  that  he  will  not  see  any  more 
lakes,  ascend  any  mountains  or  towers,  visit  any  gaps  of  Dunloc,  or 
*ny  prospects  whatever,  except  such  as  nature  shall  fling  in  his  way 
in  the  course  of  a  quiet  reasonable  walk. 

In  the  Middle  Lake  we  were  carried  to  an  island  where  a  ceremony 
■of  goat's-milk  and  whisky  is  performed  by  some  travellers,  and  where 
you  are  carefully  conducted  to  a  spot  that  "  Sir  Waller  Scott  admired 
more  than  all,"  Whether  he  did  or  not,  we  can  only  say  on  the 
authority  of  the  boatman  ;  but  the  place  itself  was  a  quiet  nook,  where 
three  waters  meet,  and  indeed  of  no  great  picturesqueness  when 
-compared  with  the  beauties  around,  But  it  is  of  a  gende,  homely 
beailty — not  like  the  lake,  which  is  as  a  princess  dressed  out  in 
-diamonds  and  velvet  for  a  drawing-room,  and  knowing  herself  to  be 
faultless  too.  As  for  Innisfallen,  it  was  just  as  if  she  gave  one  smiling 
peep  into  the  nursery  before  she  went  away,  so  quiet,  innocent,  and 
tender  is  that  lovely  spot ;  but,  depend  on  it,  if  there  is  a  Take  fauy  or 
princess,^  Crofton  Croker  and  other  historians  assert,  she  is  of  her 
nature  a  vain  creature,  proud  of  her  person,  and  fond  of  the  finest 
dresses  to  adorn  it.  May  I  confess  that  I  would  rather,  for  a  con- 
tinuance, have  a  house  facing  a  paddock,  with  a  cow  in  it,  than  be 
.always  looking  at  this  immense,  overpowering  splendour.  You  would 
not,  my  dear  brother  cockney  from  Tooley  Street  ?  No,  those  brilliant 
eyes  of  thine  were  never  meant  to  gaze  at  anything  less  bright  than 
the  sun.  Your  mighty  spirit  finds  nothing  too  vast  for  its  compre- 
hension, spurns  what  is  bumble  as  unworthy,  and  only,  like  Foote's 
bear,  dances  to  "  the  gcnteelest  of  tunes." 

L,..-7.;J-,G00'^|C 
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The  long  and  short  of  the  matter  is,  that  on  getting  ofT  the  lake, 
after  seven  hours'  rowing,  I  felt  as  much  relieved  aS  if  I  had  been 

dining  for  the  same  length  of  time  with  her  Majesty  the  Queen,  and 
went  jumping  home  as  gaily  as  possible ;  but  those  marine  lawyers 
insisted  so  piteously  upon  seeing  Ross  Castle,  close  to  which  we  were, 
at  length  landed,  that  I  was  obliged  fm  spite  of  repeated  oaths  to  the 
contrary)  to  ascend  that  tower,  and  take  a  bird's-eye  view  of  the 
scene.  Thank  heaven,  I  have  neither  tail  nor  wings,  and  have  not 
the  sUghtest  wish  to  be  a  bird ;  Chat  continual  immensity  of  prospect 
which  stretches  beneath  those  little  wings  of  theirs  must  deaden  their 
intellects,  depend  on  it  Tomkins  and  I  are  not  made  for  the 
immense  :  we  can  enjoy  a  little  at  a  time,  and  enjoy  that  little  very 
much  J  or  if  like  birds,  we  are  like  the  ostrich— not  that  we  have  fine 
feathers  to  our  backs,  but  because  we  cannot  fly.  Press  us  too  much, 
and  we  become  flurried,  and  run  off  and  bury  our  heads  in  the  quiet 
bosom  of  dear  mother  earth,  and  so  get  rid  of  the  din,  and  the  dazzle, 
and  the  shouting. 

Because  we  dined  upon  potatoes,  that  was  no  reason  we  should  sup 
on  buttermilk.    Well,  well  I  salmon  is  good,  and  whisky  is  good  too. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

KILLARNEY— THE  RACES— UUCKK0S5. 

THE  race*  were  as  gay  as  races  could  be,  in  spite  of  one  or  tw» 
untoward  accidents  that  arrived  at  the  dose  of  the  day's  sport. 
Where  all  the  people  came  from  that  thronged  out  of  the  town  was 
a  wonder;  where  all  the  vehicles,  the  cars,  barouches  and  shandry- 
dans, the  carts,  the  horse-  and  donkey-men  could  have  found  stable 
and  shelter,  who  can  tell  ?  Of  all  these  equipi^s  and  donkeypages 
I  had  a  fine  view  from  Mrs.  Macgillicuddy's  window,  and  it  was 
pleasant  to  see  the  happy  faces  shining  under  the  blue  cloaks  as  the 
carts  rattled  by. 

A  very  handsome  young  lady — I  presume  Miss  MacG. — who  gives 
a  hand  to  the  drawing.room  and  comes  smiling  in  with  the  teapot — 
Miss  MacG.,  1  say,  appeared  to-day  in  a  silk  bonnet  and  stiff  silk 
dress,  with  a  brooch  and  a  black  mantle,  as  smart  as  any  lady  in  the 
land,  and  looking  as  if  she  was  accustomed  to  her  dress  too,  which 
the  housemaid  on  banks  of  Thames  does  not  Indeed,  I  have  not 
met  a  more  ladylike  young  person  in  Ireland  than  Miss  MacG. ;  and 
when  I  saw  her  in  a  handsome  car  on  the  course,  I  was  quite  proud  of 

Tramping  thither,  too,  as  hard  as  they  could  walk,  and  as  happy 
and  smiling  as  possible,  were  Mary  the  coachman's  wife  of  the  day 
before,  and  Joanna  with  the  child,  and  presently  the  other  young  lady ; 
the  man  with  the  stick,  you  may  be  sure :  he  would  toil  a  year  for  that 
day's  pleasure.  They  are  all  mad  for  it :  people  walk  for  miles  and 
miles  round  to  the  race  ;  they  come  without  a  penny  in  their  pockets 
often,  trusting  to  chance  and  charity,  and  that  some  worthy  gentleman 
may  fling  them  a  sixpence.  A  gentleman  told  me  that  he  saw  on  the 
course  persons  from  his  part  of  the  country,  who  must  have  walked 
eighty  miles  for  the  sport 

For  a  mile  and  a  half  to  the  racecourse  there  could  be  n& 
pleasanter  occupation  than  looking  at  the  happy  multitudes  who 
were  thronging  Aither ;  and  I  am  bound  to  say  that  on  rich  or  poor 
shoulders  I  never  saw  so  many  handsome  faces  in  my  Hfe.  In  the 
carriages,  among  the  ladies  of  Kerry,  every  second  woman  was  hand- 
some ;  and  there  is  something  peculiarly  tender  and  pleasii^  in  the 
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looks  of  the  young  female  peasantry  that  is  perhaps  even  better  than 
beauty.  Beggars  had  taken  their  stations  along  die  road  in  no  great 
numbers,  for  I  susfiect  they  were  most  of  them  on  the  ground,  and 
those  who  remained  were  consequently  of  the  oldest  and  ngliest.  It  is 
a  shame  that  such  horrible  figures  are  allowed  to  appear  in  public  as 
some  of  the  loathsome  ones  which  belong  to  these  unhappy  people. 
On  went  the  crowd,  however,  laughing  and  as  gay  as  possible ;  all 
sorts  of  fun  passing  from  car-  to  foot-passengers  as  the  pretty  girb 
came  clattering  by,  and  the  "  boys  "  had  a  word  for  each.  One  lady, 
with  long  flowing  auburn  hair,  who  was  turning  away  her  head  from 
some  "  boys "  very  demurely,  I  actually  saw,  at  a  pause  of  the  cart, 
kissed  by  one  of  them.  She  gave  the  fellow  a  huge  box  on  the  ear 
and  he  roared  out,  "  O  murther  1 "  and  she  frowned  for  some  time  as 
hard  as  she  could,  whilst  the  ladies  in  the  blue  cloaks  at  the  back  of 
the  car  uttered  a  shrill  rebuke  in  Irish.  But  in  a  minute  the  whole 
party  was  grinning,  and  the  young  fellow  who  had  administered  the 
salute  may,  for  what  I  know,  have  taken  another  without  the  slap  on 
the  fsce  by  way  of  exchange. 

And  here,  lest  the  fair  public  may  have  a  bad  opinion  of  the 
personage  who  talks  of  kissing  with  such  awful  levity,  let  it  be  said 
that  with  all  this  laughing,  romping,  kissing,  and  the  like,  there  are 
no  more  innocent  girls  in  the  world  than  the  Irish  girls ;  and  that  the 
women  of  our  squeamish  country  are  far  more  Uable  to  err.  One  has 
but  to  walk  through  an  English  and  Irish  town,  and  see  how  much 
superior  is  the  morahty  of  the  latter.  That  great  terror-striker,  the 
Confessional,  is  before  the  Irish  girl,  and  sooner  or  later  her  sins  must 
be  told  there. 

By  this  time  we  are  got  upon  the  course,  which  is  really  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  spots  that  ever  was  seen  :  the  lalce  and  mountains  lying 
along  two  sides  of  it,  and  of  course  visible  from  all.  They  were  busy 
putting  up  the  hurdles  when  we  arrived  i  stiff  bars  and  poles,  four  feet 
from  the  gromid,  with  furze-bushes  over  them.  The  grand  stand  was 
already  full ;  along  the  hedges  sat  thousands  of  the  people,  sitting  at 
their  ease  doing  nothir^,  and  happy  as  kings.  A  daguerreotype  would 
have  been  of  great  service  to  have  taken  their  portraits,  and  I  never 
saw  a  vast  multitude  of  heads  and  attitudes  so  picturesque  and  lively. 
The  sun  lighted  up  the  whole  course  and  the  lakes  with  amazing 
brightness,  though  behind  the  former  lay  a  huge  rack  of  the  darkest 
clouds,  against  which  the  corn-fields  and  meadows  shone  in  the  brightest 
green  and  gold,  and  a  row  of  white  tents  was  quite  daizling. 

There  was  a  brightness  and  intelligence  about  this  immense  Irish 
crowd,  which  I  don't  remember  to  have  seen  in  an  English  one.  The 
women  in  their  blue  cloaks,  with  red  smiling  faces  peering  from  one 
end,  and  bare  feet  from  the  other,  had  seated  themselves  in  all  sorts  of 
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pretty  attitudes  of  cheerful  contemplation ;  and  the  men,  who  are 
accustomed  to  lie  about,  were  doing  so  now  with  all  then-  might — 
sprawling  on  the  banks,  with  as  much  case  and  variety  as  club-toom 
loungers  on  their  soft  cushions, — or  squatted  leisurely  among  the  green 
potatoes.  The  sight  of  so  much  happy  laziness  did  one  good  to  loolc 
on.  Not  did  the  honest  fellows  seem  to  weary  of  this  amusement 
Hours  passed  on,  and  the  gentlefolks  (judging  from  our  party)  began 
to  grow  somewhat  weary  ;  but  the  finest  peasantry  in  Europe  never 
budged  from  their  posts,  and  continued  to  indulge  in  greetings,  indo- 
lence, and  conversation. 

When  we  came  to  the  row  of  white  tents,  as  usual  it  did  not  look  so 
brilliant  or  imposing  as  it  appeared  from  a  little  distance,  though  the 
scene  around  them  was  animating  enough.  The  tents  were  long 
humble  booths  stretched  on  hoops,  each  with  its  humble  streamer  or 
ensign  without,  and  containing,  of  course,  articles  of  refreshment 
withia.  But  Father  Mathew  has  been  busy  among  the  publicans, 
and  the  consequence  is  that  tlie  poor  fellows  are  now  condemned  for 
the  most  part  to  sell  "  tay "  in  place  of  whisky ;  for  the  concoction 
of  which  t>everage  huge  cauldrons  were  smoking,  in  front  of  each 
hut-door,  in  round  graves  dug  for  the  purpose  and  piled  up  with  black 
smoking  sod. 

Behind  this  camp  were  the  carts  of  the  poor  people,  which  were  not 
allowed  to  penetrate  into  the  quarter  where  the  quality  cats  stood. 
And  a  little  way  from  the  huts,  again,  you  might  sec  (for  yon  could 
scarcely  hear)  certain  pipers  executing  their  melodies  and  inviting 
people  to  dance. 

Anything  more  lugubrious  than  the  drone  of  the  pipe,  or  the  jig 
danced  to  it,  or  the  countenances  of  the  dancers  and  musicians,  I  never 
saw.  Round  each  set  of  dancers  the  people  formed  a  ring,  in  the 
which  the  figurantes  and  coryph^s  went  through  their  operations. 
The  toes  went  in  and  the  toes  went  out ;  then  there  came  certain 
mystic  figures  of  hands  across,  and  so  forth.  I  never  saw  less  graci 
or  seemingly  less  enjoyment— no,  not  even  in  a  quadrille.  The  people, 
however,  took  a  great  interest,  and  it  was  "Well  done,  Tun  !"  "Step 
out,  Miss  Brady  ! "  and  so  forth  during  the  dance. 

Thimble-rig  too  obtained  somewhat,  though  in  a  humble  way.  A 
ragged  scoundrel— the  image  of  Hogarth's  Bad  Apprentice— went 
.  bustlii^  and  shouting  through  the  crowd  with  his  duly  tray  and 
thimble,  and  as  soon  as  he  had  taken  his  post,  stated  that  this  was  the 
"royal  game  of  thimble,"  and  called  upon  "ginilemin"  to  come 
forward.  And  then  a  ragged  fellow  would  be  seen  to  approach,  with 
as  innocent  an  air  as  he  could  assume,  and  the  bystuideis  might 
remark  that  the  second  ragged  fellow  ahnost  always  won.  Nay,  he 
was  so  benevolent,  in  okany  instances,  as  to  point  out  to  various  people 
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who  bad  a  mind  to  bet,  under  which  thimble  the  pea  actually  was. 
Meanwhile,  the  first  fellow  was  sure  to  be  looking  away  and  talking  to 
some  ooe  in  the  crowd ;  but  somehow  it  generally  happened — and  how 
of  course  I  can't  tell— that  any 

man  who  listened  to  the  advice  ^-       . — ^ ,^— "-■_-"'"" 

ofrascalNo.  2,losthismoney.    \  '  ''^ 

believe  it  is  so  even  in  England, 

Then  you  would  see  gentle- 
men with  halfpenny  roulette- 
tables  ;  and,  again,  here  were  a 
pair  (indeed  they  are  very  good 
portraits)  who  came  forward  dis- 
interestedly with  a  table  and  a 
pack  of  cards,  and  began  play- 
ing against  each  other  for  ten 
shillings  a  game,  betting  crowns 
as  freely  as  possible. 

Gambling,  however,  must 
have  been  fatal  to  both  of  these 
gentlemen,  else  might  not  one 
have  supposed  that,  if  they  were 

in  the  habit  of  winning  much,    i^—^^"  ^■>-'^" 

they  would  have  treated  themselves  to  better  clothes  ?  This,  however, 
is  the  way  with  all  gamblers,  as  the  reader  has  no  doubt  remarked  : 
for,  look  at  a  game  of  loo  or  vingt-et-un  played  in  a  friendly  way, 
and  where  you,  and  three  or  four  others,  have  certainly  lost  three 
or  four  pounds, — well,  ask  at  the  end  of  the  game  who  has  won,  and 
you  invariably  find  that  nobody  has.  Hopkins  has  only  covered 
himself ;  Snooks  has  neither  lost  nor  won  j  Smith  has  won  four 
shillings;  and  so  on.  Who  gets  the  money?  The  devil  gels  it,  I 
'  daresay;  and  so,  no  doubt,  he  has  laid  hold  of  the  money  of  yonder 
gentleman  in  the  handsome  great-coat 

But,  to  the  shame  of  the  stewards  be  it  spoken,  they  are  extremely 
averse  to  this  kind  of  sport ;  and  presently  comes  up  one,  a  stout  old 
gentleman  on  a  bay  horse,  wielding  a  huge  hunting-whip,  at  the  sight 
of  which  all  fly,  amateurs,  idlers,  professional  men,  and  alL  He  is  a 
nide  customer  to  deal  with,  that  gentleman  with  the  whip:  just  now  he 
was  clearing  the  course,  and  cleared  it  with  such  a  vengeance,  that  a 
whole  troop  on  a  hedge  retreated  backwards  into  a  diich  opposite, 
where  was  rare  kicking,  and  sprawling,  and  disarrangement  of  petti- 
coats, and  cries  of  "  O  murther ! "  "  Mother  of  God  ! "  "  I'm  kilt  I"  and 
so  on.  But  as  soon  as  the  horsewhip  was  gone,  the  people  clambered 
out  of  their  ditch  again,  and  were  as  thick  as  ever  on  the  bank. 

The  last  instance  of  the  exercise  of  the  whip  shall  be  this.    A  groom 

^i.)t)Qlc 
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rode  insolently  after  a  gentleman,  calling  him  names,  and  invitii^  him 
to  fight  This  the  great  flagellator  hearing,  rode  up  to  the  groom, 
lifted  him  gracefully  off  his  horse  into  the  air,  and  on  to  the  ground, 
and  when  there  administered  to  him  a  severe  and  merited  fustigiition  ; 
after  which  he  told  the  course-keepers  to  drive  the  fellow  off  the  course, 
and  enjoined  the  latter  not  to  appear  again  at  his  peril. 

As  for  the  races  themselves,  I  won't  pretend  to  say  that  they  were 
better  or  worse  than, other  such  amusements;  ot  to  quarrel  with 
gentlemen  who  choose  to  risk  their  lives  in  manly  exercise.  In  the  first 
race  there  was  a  fall :  one  of  the  gentlemen  was  carried  off  the  ground, 
and  it  was  s^d  he  via!  dead.  In  the  second  race,  a  horse  and  man 
went  over  and  over  each  other,  and  the  fine  young  man  {we  had  seen 
him  five  minutes  before,  full  of  Lfe  and  triumph,  clearing  the  hurdles 
on  his  grey  horse,  at  the  head  of  the  race)  :^in  the  second  heat  of  the 
second  race  the  poor  fellow  missed  his  leap,  was  carried  away  stunned 
and  dying,  and  ^e  bay  horse  won 

I  was  standing,  during  the  first  heat  of  this  race  (this  b  the  second 
man  the  grey  has  killed — they  ought  to  call  him  the  Pale  Horse),  by 
half-a-dozen  young  girls  from  the  gentleman's  village,  and  hundreds 
more  of  them  were  there,  anxious  for  the  honour  of  their  vill^e,  the 
young  squire,  and  the  grey  horse.  Ob,  how  they  huirah'd  as  he  rode 
ahead  !  I  saw  these  girls— they  might  he  fourteen  years  old — after 
the  catastrophe.  "Weil,"  says  I,  "this  is  a  sad  end  to  the  race." 
"  And  is  it  the  pink  jacket  or  the  blue  haz  -wen  this  time  t "  says  one 

of  the  girls.     It  was  poor  Mr.  C 's  only  epitaph  :  and  wasn't  it  ■ 

a  sporting  answer?  That  girl  ought  to  be  a  hurdle-racer's  wife;  and 
I  would  like,  for  my  part,  to  bestow  her  upon  the  groom  who  won 
the  race. 

1  don't  care  to  confess  that  the  accident  to  the  poor  youi^  gentle- 
man so  thoroughly  disgusted  my  feeling  as  a  man  and  a  cockney,  that 
I  turned  off  the  racecourse  short,  and  hired  a  horse  for  sixpence  to 
carry  me  back  to  Miss  Macgilli cuddy.  In  the  evening,  at  the  inn 
(let  no  man  who  values  comfort  go  to  an  Irish  inn  in  race-time),  a 
blind  old  piper,  with  silvery  hair  and  of  a  most  respectable,  bard-like 
appearance,  played  a  great  deal  too  much  for  us  after  dinner.  He 
played  very  well,  and  with  very  much  feehng,  ornamenting  the  airs 
with  flourishes  and  variations  that  were  very  pretty  indeed,  and  his 
pipe  was  by  far  the  most  melodious  I  have  heard ;  but  honest  truth 
compels  me  to  say,  that  the  bad  pipes  are  execrable,  and  the  good 
mferior  to  a  clarionet 

Next  day,  instead  of  going  back  to  the  racecourse,  a  car  drove  me 
out  to  Muckioss,  where,  in  Mr.  Herbert's  beautiful  grounds,  hes  the 
prettiest  little  iijoii  of  a  mined  abbey  ever  seen — a  little  chapel  with 
a  little  chancel,  a  little  cloister,  a  little  dormitory,  and  in  the  midst  of 
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the  cloister  a  wondeiful  huge  yew-tree  which  darkens  the  whole  place. 
The  abbey  is  famous  in  book  and  legend  ;  nor  could  two  young  lovers, 

or  artists  in  search  of  the  picturesque,  or  picnic-parties  with  the  cold 
chicken  and  champagne  in  the  distance,  find  a  more  charming  place 
to  while  away  a  summer's  day  than  in  the  park  of  Mr.  Herbert.  But 
depend  on  it,  for  show-places  and  the  due  enjoyment  of  scenery,  that 
distance  of  cold  chickens  and  champagne  is  the  most  pleasing  per- 
spective one  can  have.  I  would  have  sacrificed  a  mountain  or  two  for 
the  above,  and  would  have  pitched  Mangerton  into  the  lake  for  the 
sake  of  a  friend  with  whom  to  enjoy  the  rest  of  the  landscape. 

The  walk  through  Mr.  Herb^s  demesne  carries  you  through  all 
sorts  of  beautiful  avenues,  by  a  5ne  house  which  he  is  building  in 
the  Elizabethan  style,  and  from  which,  as  from  the  whole  road,  you 
command  the  most  wonderful  rich  views  of  the  lake.  The  shore 
breaks  into  little  bays,  which  the  water  washes  ;  here  and  there  are 
picturesque  grey  rocks  to  meet  it,  the  bright  grass  as  often,  or  the 
shrubs  of  every  Idnd  which  bathe  their  roots  in  the  lake.  It  was 
August,  and  the  men  before  Turk  Cottle  were  cutting  a  second  crop 
of  clover,  as  fine,  seemingly,  as  a  first  crop  elsewhere  :  a  short  walk 
from  it  brought  us  to  a  neat  lodge,  whence  bsued  a  keeper  with  a  key, 
quite  willing,  for  the  consideration  of  sbipence,  to  conduct  us  to  Turk 
watedall. 

Evergreens  and  other  trees  in  their  brightest  livery ;  blue  sky ; 
roaring  water,  here  black,  and  yonder  foaming  of  a  dazzling  white ; 
rocks  shining  in  the  dark  places,  or  frowning  black  against  the  light, 
all  the  leaves  and  branches  keeping  up  a  perpetual  waving  and 
dancing  round  about  the  cascade :  what  is  t^e  use  of  putting  down 
all  this  ?  A  man  might  describe  the  cataract  of  the  Serpentine  in 
exactly  the  same  terms,  and  the  reader  be  no  wiser.  Suffice  it  to  say, 
that  the  Turk  cascade  is  even  handsomer  than  the  before-mentioned 
waterfall  of  O'Sullivan,  and  that  a  man  may  pass  half  an  hour  there, 
and  look,  and  listen,  and  muse,  and  not  even  feel  the  want  of  a  com- 
panion, or  so  much  as  think  of  the  iced  champagne.  There  is  just 
enough  of  savageness  in  the  Turk  cascade  to  make  the  \iaw  piquante. 
It  is  not,  at  this  season  at  least,  by  any  means  fierce,  only  wild ;  nor 
was  the  scene  peopled  by  any  of  the  mde,  red-shanked  figures  that 
clustered  about  the  trees  of  O'SuUivan's  waterijdl,— savages  won't  pay 
sixpence  for  the  prettiest  waterfall  ever  seen — so  that  this  only  was  for 
the  best  of  company. 

The  road  hence  to  Killarney  carries  one  through  Muckross  village, 
a  pretty  cluster  of  houses,  where  the  sketcher  will  find  abundant 
materials  for  exercising  his  art  and  puzzling  his  hand.  There  are  not 
only  noble  trees,  but  a  green  common  and  an  old  water-gate  to  a  river, 
lined  on  either  side  by  beds  of  rushes  and  discharging  itself  beneath 
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an  old  mill-wbeel.  But  the  old  mill-wheel  was  perfectly  idle,  like  most 
men  and  mill-wheels  in  this  country :  by  it  is  a  ruinous  house,  and  a 
fine  garden  of  stinging-nettles ;  opposite  it,  on  the  common,  is  another 
ruinous  house, with  another  garden  containing  the  same  plant;  and  far 
away  are  sharp  ridges  of  purple  hills,  which  make  as  pretty  a  landscape 
as  the  eye  can  see.  1  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  throughout  the  country 
the  men  and  the  landscapes  seem  to  be  the  same,  and  one  and  the 
other  seem  ragged,  ruined,  and  cheerful 

Having  been  employed  all  day  (making  some  abominable  attempts 
at  landscafie-drawing,  which  shall  not  be  exhibited  here),  it  became 
requisite,  as  the  evening  approached,  to  recruit  an  exhausted  cockney 
stomach — which,  after  a  very  moderate  portion  of  exercise,  begins  lo 
sigh  for  beef-staaks  in  the  most  peremptory  manner.  Hard  by  is  a 
fine  hotel  with  a  fine  sign  stretching  along  the  road  for  the  space  of  a 
dozen  windows  at  least,  and  looking  inviting  enoilgh.  All  the  doors 
were  open,  and  I  walked  into  a  great  number  of  rooms,  but  the  only 
person  1  saw  was  a  woman  with  trinkets  of  arbutus,  who  offered  me, 
by  way  of  refreshment,  a  walking-stick  or  a  card-rack.  I  suppose 
everybody  was  at  the  races ;  and  an  evilly-disposed  person  might 
have  laid  mam-basse  upon  the  great -coats  which  were  there,  and  the 
silver-spoons,  if  by  any  miracle  such  things  were  kept— but  Britaimia- 
metal  is  the  favourite  composition  in  Ireland  ;  or  else  iron  by  itself  t 
or  else  iron  that  has  been  silvered  over,  but  that  takes  gtx>d  care  to 
peep  out  at  all  the  comers  of  the  forks ;  and  blessed  is  the  traveller 
who  has  not  other  observations  to  make  regarding  his  fork,  besides  the 
mere  abruion  of  the  silver. 

This  was  the  last  day's  race,  and  on  the  next  morning  (Sunday) 
all  the  thousands  who  had  crowded  to  the  race  seemed  trooping  to  the 
chapels,  and  the  streets  were  blue  with  cloaks.  Walking  in  to  prayers, 
and  without  his  board,  came  my  young  friend  of  the  thimble-rig,  and 
presently  after  sauntered  in  the  fellow  with  the  long  coat,  who  had 
played  at  cards  for  sovereigns,  I  should  like  lo  hear  the  confession  of 
himself  and  friend  the  next  time  they  communicate  with  his  reverence. 

The  extent  of  this  town  is  very  curious,  and  1  should  imagine  its 
population  to  be  much  greater  than  five  thousand,  which  was  the 
number,  according  to  Miss  Macgillicuddy.  Along  the  three  main 
streets  are  numerous  arches,  down  every  one  of  which  runs  an  alley, 
intersected  by  other  alleys,  and  swarming  with  people.  A  stream  or 
gutter  runs  commonly  down  these  alleys,  in  which  the  pigs  and  children 
are  seen  paddling  about  The  men  and  women  loll  at  their  doors  or 
windows,  to  enjoy  the  detestable  prospect  I  saw  two  pigs  under  a 
fresh-made  deal  staircase  in  one  of  the  main  streets  near  the  Bride- 
well :  two  very  well-dressed  girls,  with  their  hair  in  ringlets,  were  look- 
ing out  of  the  parlour-window :  almost  all  the  glass  in  the  upper  rooms 
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was  of  course  smashed,  the  windows  patched  here  and  there  (if  the 
people  were  careful),  the  wood-work  of  the  door  loose,  the  whitewash 
peeling  off, — and  the  house  evidently  not  two  years  old. 

By  the  Bridewell  is  a  busy  potato-market,  picturesque  to  the 
sketcher,  if  not  very  respectable  to  the  merchant :  here  were  the 
country  carts  and  the  country  cloaks,  and  the  shrill  beggarly  bargains 
going  on— a  world  of  shrieking  and  gesticulating,  and  talli,  about  a 
pennyworth  of  potatoes. 


All  round  the  town  miserable  streets  of  cabins  are  stretched.  You 
see  people  lolling  at  each  door,  women  staring  and  combing  their  hair, 
men  with  their  little  pipes,  children  whose  rags  hang  on  by  a  miracle, 
idling  in  a  gutter.  Are  we  to  set  all  this  down  to  absenteeism,  and 
pity  poor  injured  Ireland  ?  Is  the  landlord's  absence  the  reason  why 
the  house  is  filthy,  and  Biddy  lolls  in  the  porch  all  day  ?  Upon  my 
word,  I  have  heard  people  talk  as  if,  when  Pat's  thatch  was  blown  off, 
the  landlord  ought  to  go  fetch  the  straw  and  the  ladder,  and  mend  it 
faimselCi  People  need  not  be  dirty  if  they  are  ever  so  idle  ;  if  they 
are  ever  so  poM,  pigs  and  men  need  not  live  together.  Half-an-hour's 
work,  and  digging  a  trench,  might  remove  that  filthy  dunghill  from 
that  £lthy  window.  The  smoke  might  as  well  come  out  of  the  chimney 
as  out  of  the  door.  Why  should  not  Tim  do  that,  instead  of  walking 
a  hundred-and-sixty  miles  to  a  race?  The  priests  might  do  much 
more  to  effect  these  reforms  than  even  the  landlords  themselves  ;  and 
I  hope  now  that  the  eKCellent  Father  Mathew  has  succeeded  in  array- 
ing his  clergy  to  work  with  him  in  the  abolition  of  drunkenness,  they 
will  attack  the  monster  Dirt,  with  the  same  good-will,  and  surely  with 
the  same  success. 

24 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

TRALKB^LISTOWEL— TARB  ERT. 

I  MADE  Ihe  journey  to  Tralce  next  day,  upon  one  of  the  fomous 
Bianconi  oars — very  comfortable  conveyances  too,  if  the  booking- 
otficers  would  only  receive  as  many  persons  as  the  car  would  hold,  and 
not  have  too  many  on  the  seats.  For  half-an-hour  before  the  car  left 
Killamey,  I  observed  people  had  taken  their  seats  :  and  let  all  travel- 
lers be  cautious  to  do  likewise,  lest,  although  they  have  booked  their 
places,  they  be  requested  to  mount  on  the  roof,  and  acconunodate- 
themselves  on  a  band-box,  or  a  pleasant  deal  trunk  with  a  knotted  rope, 
to  prevent  it  from  being  slippery,  while  the  comer  of  another  box  jolts 
against  your  ribs  for  the  journey.  I  had  put  my  coat  on  a  place,  and 
was  stepping  to  it,  when  a  lovely  lady  with  great  activity  jumped  up 
and  pushed  the  coat  on  the  roof,  and  not  only  occupied  my  seat,  but 
insisted  that  her  husband  should  have  the  next  one  to  her.  So  there 
was  nothing  for  it  but  to  make  a  huge  shouting  with  the  book-keeper 
and  call  instantly  for  the  taking  down  of  my  luggage,  and  vow  my 
great  gods  that  I  would  take  a  postchaisc  and  make  the  office  pay :  on 
which,  I  am  ashamed  to  say,  some  other  person  was  made  to  give  up 
a  decently  comfortable  seat  on  the  roof,  which  I  occupied,  the  former 
occupant  hanging  on — heaven  knows  where  or  how, 

A  company  of  young  squires  were  on  the  coach,  and  they  talked  of 
horse-racing  and  hunting  punctually  for  three  hours,  during  which  time 
1  do  believe  they  did  not  utter  one  single  word  upon  any  other  subject. 
What  a  wonderiul  faculty  it  is  I  The  writers  of  Natural  Histories,  in 
describing  the  noble  horse,  should  say  he  is  made  not  only  to  run,  to 
carry  burdens,  &c.,  hut  to  he  talked  about.  What  would  hundreds  of 
thousands  of  dashing  young  fellows  do  with  their  tongues,  if  they  had 
not  this  blessed  subject  to  discourse  on  P 

As  far  as  the  country  went,  there  was  here,  to  be  sure,  not  much  to 
be  said.  You  pass  through  a  sad-looking,  bare,  undulating  country, 
with  few  trees,  and  poor  stone-hedges,  and  poorer  crops  ;  nor  have  I 
yet  taken  in  Ireland  so  dull  a  ride.  About  halfway  between  Tialee 
and  Killamey  is  a  wretched  town,  where  horses  are  changed,  and 
where  I  saw  more  hideous  beggary  than  anywhere  else,  I  think.    And 
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I  was  glad  to  get  over  this  gloomy  tract  of  coftntiy,  and  enter  the 
capital  of  Keny. 

It  has  a  handsome  description  in  the  guide-books ;  but,  if  I  mistake 
not,  the  English  traveller  will  find  a  stay  of  a  couple  of  hours  in  the 
town  quite  sufficient  to  gratify  his  curiosity  with  respect  to  the  place. 
There  seems  to  be  a  great  deal  of  poor  business  going  on  ;  the  town 
thronged  with  people  as  usual ;  the  shops  large  and  not  too  splendid. 
There  ate  two  or  three  rows  of  respectable  houses,  and  a  mall,  and  the 
townspeople  have  the  fiirther  privilege  of  walking  in  the  neighbouring 
grounds  of  a  handsome  park,  which  the  proprietor  has  liberally  given 
to  their  use.  Tralee  has  a  newspaper,  and  boasts  of  a  couple  of  dubs : 
the  one  I  saw  was  a  big  white  house,  no  windows  broken,  and  looking 
comfortable.  But  the  most  curious  sight  of  the  town  was  the  chapel, 
with  the  festival  held  there.  It  was  the  feast  of  the  Assumption  of  the 
Vii^n  (let  those  who  are  acquainted  with  the  calendar  and  the  facts 
it  commemorates  say  what  the  feast  was,  and  when  it  falls),  and  all  the 
country  seemed  to  be  present  on  the  occasion :  the  chapel  and  the 
lai^e  court  leading  to  it  were  thronged  with  worshippers,  such  as  one 
never  sees  in  our  country,  where  devotion  is  by  no  means  so  crowded 
as  here.  Here,  in  the  court-yard,  there  were  thousands  of  them  on 
their  knees,  rosary  in  hand,  for  the  most  part  praying,  and  mumbling, 
and  casting  a  wistful  look  round  as  the  strangers  passed.  In  a  coiner 
was  an  old  man  groaning  in  the  agonies  of  death  or  colic,  and  a  woman 
got  off  her  knees  to  ask  us  for  charity  for  the  unhappy  old  fellow.  In 
the  chapel  the  crowd  was  enormous  :  the  priest  and  his  people  were 
kneeling,  and  bowing,  and  humming,  and  chanting,  and  censer-rattling; 
the  ghostly  crew  being  attended  by  a  fellow  that  I  don't  remember  to 
have  seen  in  continental  churches,  a  sort  of  Catholic  clerk,  a  black 
shadow  to  the  parson,  bowing  his  head  when  his  reverence  bowed, 
kneeling  when  he  knelt,  only  three  steps  lower. 

But  we  who  wonder  at  copes  and  candlesticks,  see  nothing  strange 
in  surplices  and  beadles.  A  Turk,  doubtless,  would  sneer  equally  at 
each,  and  have  you  to  understand  that  the  only  reasonable  ceremonial 
was  that  which  took  place  at  his  mosque. 

Whether  right  or  wrong  in  point  of  ceremony,  it  was  evident  the 
heart  of  devotion  was  there  :  the  immense  dense  crowd  moaned  and 
swayed,  and  you  heard  a  hum  of  all  sorts  of  wild  ejaculations,  each 
man  praying  seemingly  for  himself,  while  the  service  went  on  at  the 
altar.  The  altar  candles  flickered  red  in  the  dark,  steaming  place,  and 
every  now  and  then  from  the  choir  you  heard  a  sweet  female  voice 
chanting  Motait's  music,  which  swept  over  the  heads  of  the  people  a 
great  deal  more  pure  and  delicious  than  the  best  incense  that  ever 
smoked  out  of  pot 

On  the  chapel-floor,  just  at  the  entry,  lay  several  people  moaning. 
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and  tossing,  and  tdling  their  beads.  Behind  the  old  woman  vas  a 
font  of  holy  water,  up  to  which  little  children  were  clambering ;  and 
in  the  chapel-yard  were  several  old  women,  with  tin  cans  fiill  of  the 


same  sacred  fluid,  with  which  the  people,  as  they  entered,  aspersed 
themselves  with  all  their  might,  flicking  a  great  quantity  into  their 
faces,  and  making  a  curtsey  and  a  prayer  at  the  sametime.  "A  pretty 
prayer,  truly  I "  says  the  parson's  *ife.  "What  sad,  sad,  benighted 
superstition!"  says  the  Independent  minister's  lady.  Ah!  ladies, 
great  as  your  intelligence  is,  yet  think,  when  compared  with  the 
Supreme  One,  what  a  little  difference  there  is  after  all  between  your 
husbands'  very  best  extempore  oration  and  the  poor  Popish  creatures' ! 
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One  is  just  as  fai  off  Infinite  Wisdom  as  the  other  ;  and  so  let  us  read 
the  story  of  the  woman  and  her  pot  of  ointment,  that  most  noble  and 
charming  of  histories ;  which  equalizes  the  great  and  the  small,  the 
ivise  and  the  poor  in  spirit,  and  shows  that  their  merit  before  heaven 
lies  in  doing  their  best. 

When  I  came  out  of  the  chapel,  the  old  fellow  on  the  point  of  death 
was  stilJ  howling  and  groining  in  so  vehement  a  manner,  that  I  heartily  ' 
trust  he  was  an  impostor,  and  that  on  receiving  a  sixpence  he  went 
home  tolerably  comfortable,  having  secured  a  maintenance  for  that  day. 
But  it  will  be  long  before  I  can  fo:^et  the  strange,  wild  scene,  so 
entirely  different  was  it  from  the  decent  and  comfortable  observances 
of  our  own  church. 

Three  cars  set  off  together  from  Tralee  to  Tarbert :  three  cars  full 
to  overflowing.  The  vehicle  before  us  contained  nineteen  persons, 
half-a-dozen  being  placed  in  the  receptacle  called  the  well,  and  one 
clinging  on  as  if  by  a  miracle  at  the  bar  hdiind.  What  can  people 
want  at  Tarbert,  I  wondered,  or  anywhere  else,  indeed,  that  they  rush 
about  from  one  town  to  another  in  this  inconceivable  way  ?  All  the 
cars  in  all  the  towns  seem  to  be  thronged :  people  are  perpetually 
hurrying  from  one  dismal  tumble-down  town  to  another  ;  and  yet  no 
business  is  done  anywhere  that  I  can  see.  The  chief  part  of  the  con- 
tents of  our  three  cars  was  discharged  at  Listowel,  to  which,  for  the 
greater  part  of  the  journey,  the  road  was  neither  more  cheerful  nor 
picturesque  than  that  from  Killamey  to  Tralee.  As,  however,  you 
reach  Listowel,  the  country  becomes  better  cultivated,  the  gentlemen's 
seats  are  more  frequent,  and  the  town  itself,  as  seen  from  a  little  dis- 
tance, lies  very  prettily  on  a  river,  which  is  crossed  by  a  handsome 
bridge,  which  leads  to  a  neat-looking  square,  which  contains  a  smartish 
church,  which  is  flanked  by  a  big  Roman  CathoUc  chapel,  &c.  An  old 
castle,  gray  and  ivy-covered,  stands  hard  by.  It  was  one  ic^  the  strong- 
holds of  the  Lords  of  Kerry,  whose  buiying-place  (according  to 
the  information  of  the  coachman}  is  seenat  about  a  league  from  the 
town. 

But  pretty  as  Listowel  is  from  a  distance,  it  has,  on  a  more  intimato 
acquaintance,  by  no  means  the  prosperous  appearance  which  a  first 
glance  gives  it  The  place  seemed  like  a  scene  at  a  country  theatre, 
once  smartly  painted  by  the  artist ;  but  the  paint  has  cracked  in  many  > 
places,  the  lines  are  worn  away,  and  the  whole  piece  only  looks  more 
shabby  for  the  flaunting  strokes  of  the  brush  which  remain.  And  here, 
of  courte,  came  the  usual  crowd  of  idlers  round  the  car  :  the  epileptic  . 
idiot  holding  piteously  out  his  empty  tin  snuff-box ;  the  brutal  idiot,  in. 
an  old  sailor's  coat,  proffering  his  money-box  and  grinning  and  clatter- 
ing the  single  halfpenny  it  contained  ;  the  old  man  with  no  eyelids, 
calling  upon  you  in  the  name  of  the  Lord ;  the  woman  with  a  child  at  ' 
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her  hideous,  wrinkled  breast ;  the  children  without  number.  As  for 
trade,  there  seemed  to  be  none  ;  a  great  Jeremy-Diddler  kind  of  hotel 
stood  hard  by,  swaggering  and  out-at-elbows,  and  six  pretty  girls  were 
smiling  out  of  a  be^arly  straw-bonnet  shop,  dressed  as  smartly  as  any 
gentleman's  daughters  of  good  estate.  It  was  good,  among  the  crowd 
of  bustling,  shrieking  fellows,  who  were  "jawing"  vastly  and  doing 
nothing,  to  see  how  an  English  bagman,  with  scarce  any  words,  laid 
■  hold  of  an  ostler,  carried  him  off  vi  et  armis  in  the  midst  of  a  speech, 
in  which  the  latter  was  going  to  explain  his  immense  activity  and  desire 
to  serve,  pushed  him  into  a  stable,  from  which  he  issued  in  a  twinkling, 
leading  the  ostler  and  a  horse,  and  had  his  bag  on  the  car  and  his  horse 
off  in  about  two  minutes  of  time,  while  the  natives  were  still  shouting 
round  about  other  passengers'  portmanteaus. 

Some  time  afterwards,  away  we  rattled  on  our  own  journey  to 
Tarbert,  having  a  postilion  on  the  leader,  and  receiving,  I  must  say, 
some  graceful  bows  from  the  young  bonnet-makeresses.  But  of  all  the 
roads  over  which  human  bones  were  ever  jolted,  the  first  part  of  this 
from  Listowel  to  Tarbert  deserves  the  palm.  It  shook  us  all  into  head- 
aches  ;  it  shook  some  nails  out  of  the  side  of  a  box  I  had  ;  it  shook  all 
the  cords  loose  in  a  twinkling,  and  sent  the  baggage  bumping  about  the 
passengers'  shoulders.  The  coachman  at  the  call  of  another  English 
bagman,  who  was  a  fellow-traveller, — the  postilion  at  the  call  of  the 
coachman,  descended  to  re-cord  the  bag^ge.  The  English  bagman 
had  the  whole  mass  of  trunks  and  bags  stoutly  corded  and  firmly  fixed 
in  a  few  seconds  ;  the  coachman  helped  him  as  far  as  his  means 
allowed ;  the  postiUon  stood  hy  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  smoking 
his  pipe,  and  never  offering  to  stir  a  finger,  I  said  to  him  that  I  was 
delighted  to  see  in  a  youth  of  sixteen  that  extreme  activity  and  wiUing- 
ness  to  oblige,  and  that  I  would  give  him  a  handsome  remuneration  for 
his  services  at  the  end  of  the  journey  :  the  young  rascal  grinned  with 
all  his  might,  understanding  the  satiric  nature  of  the  address  perfectly 
well ;  but  he  did  not  take  his  hands  out  of  his  pockets  for  all  that,  until 
it  was  time  to  get  on  his  horse  again,  and  then,  having  carried  us  over 
the  most  difiicult  part  of  the  journey,  removed  his  horse  and  pipe,  and 
rode  away  with  a  parting  grin. 

The  cabins  along  the  road  were  not  much  better  than  those  to  be 
seen  south  of  Tralee,  but  the  people  were  far  better  clothed,  and 
indulged  in  several  places  in  the  luxury  of  pigsties.  Near  the  prettily 
situated  village  of  Ballylongford,  we  came  in  sight  of  the  Shannon 
mouth ;  and  a  huge  red  round  moon,  that  shone  behind  an  old  ntuvent 
on  the  banks  of  the  bright  river,  with  dull  green  meadows  between  it 
and  us,  and  white  purple  fiats  beyond,  would  be  a  good  subject  for  the 
pencil  of  any  artist  whose  wrist  had  not  been  put  out  of  joint  by  the 
previous  ten  miles'  journey. 
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The  town  of  Tarbert,  in  the  guide-books  and  topographical  dic- 
tionaries, flourishes  considerably.  You  read  of  its  port,  its  com  and 
provision  stores,  &c.,  and  of  certain  good  hotels ;  for  which  as  travellers 
^e  were  looking  with  a  laudable  anxiety.  The  town,  in  fact,  contains 
about  a  dozen  of  houses,  some  hundreds  of  cabins,  and  two  hotels;  to 
one  of  which  we  were  driven,  and  a  kind  landlady,  conducting  her  ' 
half-dozen  guests  into  a  snug  parlour,  was  for  our  ordering  refreshment 
immediately i^which  I  certainly  should  have  done,  but  for  the  ominous 
whisper  of  a  fellow  in  the  crowd  as  we  descended  (of  course  a  disin- 
terested patron  of  the  other  house),  who  hissed  into  my  ears,  "  Ask  to 
see  the  beds:"  which  proposal,  accordingly,  I  made  before  coming  to 
any  detenninalion  regarding  supper. 

The  worthy  landlady  duded  my  question  several  tiroes  with  great 
skill  and  good-humour,  but  it  became  at  length  necessary  to  answer  it ; 
which  she  did  by  putting  on  as  confident  an  air  as  possible,  and  leading 
Ihe  way  upstairs  to  a  bed-room,  where  there  was  a  good  lai^e  com- 
fortable bed  certainly. 

The  only  objection  to  the  bed,  however,  was  that  it  contained  a 
sick  lady,  whom  the  hostess  proposed  to  eject  without  any  ceremony, 
saying  that  she  was  a  great  deal  better,  and  going  to  get  up  that  very 
evening.  However,  none  of  us  had  the  heart  to  tyrannize  over  lovely 
woman  in  so  painful  a  situation,  and  the  hostess  had  the  grief  of  seeing 
four  out  of  her  five  guests  repair  across  the  way  to  "  Bralh^han's  "  or 
"  Gallagher's  Hotel," — the  name  has  fled  from  my  memory,  but  it  is 
the  big  hotel  in  the  place;  and  unless  the  sick  lady  has  quitted  the 
other  inn,  which  most  likely  she  has  done  by  this  time,  the  English 
traveller  will  profit  by  this  advice,  and  on  arrival  at  Tari)ert  will  have 
himself  transported  to  "  Gallagher's  "  at  once. 

The  next  morning  a  car  carried  us  to  Tarbert  Point,  where  there 
is  a  pier  not  yet  completed,  and  a  Preventive  station,  and  where  the 
Shannon  steamers  touch,  that  ply  between  Kilmsh  and  Limerick. 
Here  lay  the  famous  river  before  us,  with  low  banks  and  rich  pastures 
aa  dther  side. 


,7=rir,  Google 


THE  PARIS  SKETCH  BOOK. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

'    LIMERICK. 

A  CAPITAL  steamer,  which  on  this  day  was  thronged  with  people,, 
carried  us  for  about  four  hours  down  the  noble  stream  and 
landed  us  at  Limerick  quay.  The  character  of  the  landscape  on 
either  side  the  stream  is  not  particularly  picturesque,  but  large,  liberal, 
and  prosperous.  Gentle  sweeps  of  rich  meadows  and  corn-fields  cover 
the  banks,  and  some,  though  not  too  many,  gentlemen's  parks  and. 
planlatiMis  liKe  here  and  there.  But  the  landscape  was  somehow- 
more  pleasing  than  if  it  had  been  mwely  picturesque ;  and^  especially- 
after  coming  out  of  that  desolate  countj-  of  Kerry,  it  was  pleasant  for 
the  eye  to  rest  upon  this  peaceful,  rich,  and  generous  scene.  Thfr 
first  aspect  of  Limerick  is  very  smart  and  pleasing  :  fine  neat  quays. 
with  considerable  liveliness  and  bustle,  a  very  handsome  bridge  (the- 
Wellesley  Bridge)  before  the  spectator;  who,  after  a  walk  through  two- 
long  and  flourishing  streets,  stops  at  length  at  one  of  the  best  inns  in. 
Ireland — the  lar^e,  neat,  and  prosperous  one  kept  by  Mr.  Cruise. 
Except  at  YoughaJ,  and  the  poor  fellow  whom  the  Englishman  bela- 
boured at  GlengarifT,  Mr.  Cruise  is  the  only  landlord  of  an  inn  I  have 
had  the  honour  to  see  in  Ireland;  1  believe  these  gentlemen  commonly 
(and  very  naturally)  prefer  riding  with  the  bounds,  or  nianly  sports,  to- 
attendance  on  their  guests ;  and  the  landladies,  if  they  prefer  to  play 
thepiaao,  or  to  have  a  game  of  cords  in  the  parionr,  only  show  a  taste- 
at  which  no  one  can  wonder :  for  who  can  expect  a  lady  to  be  troubling 
herself  with  vulgar  chance-customers,  or  looking  after  Molly  in  the: 
bedroom  or  waiter  Tim  in  the  cellar? 

Now,  beyond  this  piece  of  information  regarding  the  excellence 
of  Mr.  Cruise's  hotel,  which  every  traveller  knows,  the  writer  of  this, 
doubts  very  much  whether  he  has  anything  to  say  about  Limerick  that, 
is  worth  the  trouble  of  saying  or  reading.  1  can't  attempt  to  describe 
the  Shannon,  only  to  say  that  on  board  the  steamboat  there  was  a. 
piper  and  a  bugler,  a  hundred  of  genteel  persons  coming  back  from, 
donkey-riding  and  bathing  at  Kilkee,  a  couple  of  heaps  of  raw  hides 
that  smelt  very  foully,  a  score  of  women  nursing  children,  and  aa 
lobster-vendor,  who  vowed  to  me  on  bis  honour  that  he  gave  eightr   1 
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pence  a-piece  for  his  fish,  and  that  he  had  boiled  them  only  the  day 
before ;  but  when  I  produced  the  Guide-book,  and  solemnly  told  him  to 
swear  upon  that  to  the  truth  of  his  statement,  the  lobster-seUer  turned 
away  quite  abashed,  and  would  not  be  brought  to  support  his  previous 
assertion  at  alL  Well,  this  is  no  description  of  the  Shannon,  as  you 
have  no  need  to  be  t^,  and  other  travelling  cockneys  will  no  doubt 
meet  neither  piper  nor  lobster-seller,  nor  raw  hides ;  nor,  if  they  como 
to  the  inn  where  this  is  written,  is  it  probable  that  they  will  hear,  as  I 
do  this  [Hresent  moment,  two  fellows  with  red  whiskers,  and  immense 
pomp  and  noise  and  blustering  with  the  waiter,  conclude  by  ordering 
a  pint  of  ale  between  them.  All  that  one  can  hope  to  do  is,  to  give  a 
sort  of  notion  of  the  movemmt  and  manners  of  the  people ;  pretending 
by  no  means  to  offer  a  descrifHion  ctf  places,  but  simply  an  account  of 
what  one  sees  in  them. 

So  that  if  any  traveller  after  stajring  two  days  in  Limerick  should 
think  fit  to  present  the  reader  with  forty  or  fifty  pages  of  dissertation 
upon  the  antiquities  and  history  of  the  place,  upon  the  state  of  com- 
merce, religion,  education,  the  pubhc  may  be  pretty  well  sure  that  the 
traveller  has  been  at  work  among  the  guide-books,  and  fUdiing  extracts 
imm  the  topographical  and  local  works. 

They  say  tboe  are  three  towns  to  make  one  Limerick ;  there  is  the 
Irish  Town  on  the  Clare  side;  the  English  Town  with  its  old  castle 
(which  has  sustained  a  deal  of  battering  and  blows  from  Danes,  from 
&iace  Irish  kings,  from  English  warriors  who  took  an  interest  in  the 
place,  Henry  Secundians,  Elizabethans,  Cromwellians,  and,  vice  versd, 
Jacobites,  King  WilUamites, — and  nearly  escaped  being  in  the  hands  of ' 
the  Robert  Emmettites) ;  and  finally  the  district  called  Newtown-Pery. 
In  walking  through  this  latter  tract,  you  are  at  first  haU'  led  to  believe 
that  you  are  arrived  in  a  second  Liverpool,  so  tall  are  the  war^ouses 
.  and  broad  the  quays  ;  so  neat  and  trim  a  street  of  near  a  mile  which 
stretches  before  you.  But  even  this  mile-long  street  does  not,  in  a  few 
minutes,  appeal  to  be  so  wealthy  and  [Kosperous  as  it  shows  at  first 
glance ;  for  of  the  population  that  thnMig  the  streets,  two-fifths  are 
barefooted  women,  and  two-fifths  more  ragged  men  :<  and  the  most 
part  of  the  shops  which  have  a  grand  show  with  them  appear,  when 
looked  into,  to  be  no  better  than  they  should  be,  being  empty  make- 
shift-looking places  with  their  best  goods  outside. 

Here,  in  this  handsome  street  too,  is  a.handsoroe  dub-house,  with 
^enty  of  idlers,  you  may  be  sure,  lolling  at  the  portico ;  likewise  you 
see  numerous  young  officers,  with  very  tight  waists  and  absurd  .brass 
sbell-epaulettes  to  their  little  absurd  frock-coats,  waLdng  the  pavement 
— the  dandies  of  the  street.  Then  you  behold  whole  troops  of  pear-, 
ai^e-,  and  plum-women,  selling  very  raw,  green-looking  fhut,  which, 
indeed,  it  is  a  wonder  that  any  one  should  eat  and  live.    The  houses 
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are  bright  red—the  street  is  full  and  gay,  carriages  and  cars  in  plenty 
go  jingling  by— dragoons  in  red  are  every  now  and  then  clattering  up 
the  street,  and  as  upon  every  car  which  passes  with  ladies  in  it  you  are 
sure  (I  don't  know  how  it  is)  to  see  a  pretty  one,  the  great  street  <£ 
Limerick  is  altogether  a  very  briUiant  and  animated  sight. 

If  the  ladies  of  the  place  are  pretty,  indeed  the  vulgar  are  scarcely 
less  so.  I  never  saw  a  greater  number  of  kind,  pleating,  clever-looking 
faces  among  any  set  of  people.  There  seem,  however,  to  be  two  sorts 
of  physiognomies  which  are  common:  the  pleasing  and  somewhat 
melancholy  one  before  mentioned,  and  a  square,  high-cheeked,  flat- 
Qosed  physiognomy,  not  uncommonly  accompanied  by  a  hideous, 
staring  head  of  dry  red  hair.  Except,  however,  in  the  latter  case, 
the  hair  flowing  loose  and  long  is  a  pretty  characteristic  of  the 
women  of  the  country ;  many  a  fair  one  do  you  sec  at  the  door  of 
the  cabin,  or  the  poor  shop  in  the  town,  combing  complacently 
that  "greatest  ornament  of  female  beauty,"  as  Mr.  Rowland  justly 
calls  it. 

The  generality  of  the  women  here  seem  abo  much  better  clothed 
than  in  Kerry ;  and  I  saw  many  a  one  going  barefoot,  whose  gown  was 
nevertheless  a  good  one,  and  whose  cloak  was  of  fine  cloth.  Likewise 
it  must  be  remarked,  that  the  beggars  in  limerick  were  by  no  means 
'  SO  numerous  as  those  in  Cork,  or  in  many  small  places  through  which 
I  have  passed.  There  were  but  fiv^  strange  to  say,  round  the  mail- 
coach,  as  we  went  away;   and,  indeed,  not  a  great  number  in  the 

The  belles  lettres  seem  to  be  by  no  means  so  well  cultivated  here 
as  in  Cork.  I  looked  in  vain  for  a  Limerick  guide-book  :  I  saw  but 
one  good  shop  of  books,  and  a  little  trumpery  circulating  library,  which 
seemed  to  be  provided  with  those  immortal  works  of  a  year  old — 
which,  having  been  sold  for  half-a-guinea  the  volume  at  first,  are 
suddenly  found  to  be  worth  only  a  shilling.  Among  these,  let  me 
mention,  with  perfect  resignation  to  the  decrees  of  fate,  the  works  of 
one  Titmarsh  :  they  were  rather  smartly  bound  by  an  enterprising 
publisher,  and  I  looked  at  them  in  Bishop  Murphy's  Library  at  Cork, 
in  a  book-shop  in  the  remote  little  town  of  Ennis,  and  elsewhere,  with 
a  melancholy  tenderness.  Poor  flowerets  of  a  season  !  (and  a  very 
short  season  too),  let  me  be  allowed  to  salute  your  scattered  leaves 
with  a  passing  sigh  !  .  .  .  Besides  the  book-shops,  1  observed  in 
the  long,  best  street  of  Limerick  a  half-dozen  of  what  are  called  French 
shops,  with  knicknacks,  German-silver  chimney-ornaments,  and  paltry 
finery.  In  the  windows  of  these  you  saw  a  card  with  "  Cigars  ; "  in 
the  book-shop,  "  Cigars  j "  at  the  grocer's,  the  whisky-shop,  "  Cigars  :" 
everybody  sells  the  noxious  weed,  or  makes  beUeve  to  sell  it,  and  I 
know  no  surer  indication  of  a  struggling,  uncertain  trade  than  that 
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same  placard  of  "  Cigan.''  I  went  to  buy  some  of  the  pretty  Limerick 
troves  (ihey  are  chiefly  made,  as  1  have  since  discovered,  at  Cork).  I 
thinh  the  man  who  sold  them  had  a  patent  from  the  Queen,  or  his 
Excellency,  or  both,  in  his  window  :  but,  seeing  a  friend  pass  just  as  I 
entered  the  shop,  he  brushed  past,  and  held  his  friend  in  conversation 
for  some  minutes  in  the  street, — about  the  Killamey  races  no  doubt,  or 
the  fun  going  on  at  Kilkee.  I  might  have  swept  away  a  bagAil  of 
walnut-shells  containing  the  flimsy  gloves ;  but  instead  walked,  out, 
making  him  a  low  bow,  and  saying  I  would  call  next  week.  He  said, 
"  wouldn't  I  wait  f "  and  resumed  his  conversation  ;  and,  no  doubt,  by 
this  way  of  doing  business,  is  making  a  handsome  independence.  I 
asked  one  of  the  ten  thousand  fruit-women  the  price  of  her  green  pears. 
"  Twopence  a-piece,"  she  said ;  and  there  weie  two  little  ragged  beggars 
standing  by,  who  were  munching  the  fruiL  A  book-shopwoman  made 
me  pay  threepence  for  a  bottle  of  ink  which  usually  costs  a  penny ;  a 
potato-woman  told  me  that  her  potatoes  cost  fourteenpence  a  stone  ; 
and  all  these  ladies  treated  the  stranger  with  a  leering,  wheedling 
servility  which  made  me  long  to  box  their  ears,  were  it  not  that  the  man 
who  lays  his  hand  upon  a  woman  is  an  &c,,  whom  'twere  gross  flattery 
to  call  a  whai-d'ye-call-'im  ?  By  the  way,  the  man  who  played  Duke 
Arania  at  Cork  delivered  the  celebrated  claptrap  above  alluded  to  as 
follows : — 

"  The  man  who  lays  his  hand  upon  a  woman, 
Save  in  the  way  of  kindness,  is  a.  villam. 
Whom  'taat  a  grois  pieei  ai  flattery  to  call  a  coward;" 

and  looked  round  calmly  for  the  applause,  which  deservedly  followed 
his  new  reading  of  the  passage. 

To  return  to  the  apple-woman  ; — legions  of  ladies  were  employed 
through  the  town  upon  that  traffic ;  there  were  really  thousands  of 
them,  clustering  upon  the  bridges,  squatting  down  in  doorways  and 
vacant  sheds  for  temporary  markets,  marching  and  crying  their  sour 
goods  in  all  the  crowded  lanes  of  the  city.  After  you  get  out  of  the 
Main  Street  the  handsome  part  of  the  town  is  at  an  end,  and  you 
suddenly  find  yourself  in  such  a  labyrinth  of  busy  swarming  [>overty 
and  squalid  commerce  as  never  was  seen — no,  not  in  Saint  Giles's, 
where  Jew  and  Irishman  side  by  side  exhibit  their  genius  for  dirt. 
Here  every  house  almost  was  a  half  ruin,  and  swarming  with  people  : 
in  the  cellars  you  looked  down  and  saw  a  barrel  of  herrings,  which  a 
merchant  was  dispensing  ;  or  a  sack  of  meal  which  a  poor  dirty  woman 
sold  to  people  poorer  and  dirtier  than  herself :  above  was  a  tinman,  or 
a  shoemaker,  or  other  craftsman,  his  battered  ensign  at  the  door,  and 
bis  small  wares  peering  through  the  cracked  panes  of  his  shopk    As 
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or  some  similar  signboard.  High  and  low,  in  this  country,  they  begin 
things  on  too  large  a  scale.  They  begin  churches  too  big  and  can't 
finish  them ;  mills  and  bouses  too  Ing,  and  are  rained  before  they  are 
done ;  letters  on  signboards  too  big,  and  are  up  in  a  corner  bdbre  the 
inscription  is  finished.  There  is  something  quite  strange,  r«>Uy,  in 
this  general  consistency. 

Well,  over  James  Hurley,  or  Pat  HanlahMi,  you  wUl  most  likely 
see  another  board  of  another  tradesman,  with  a  window  to  the  iuU  as 
curious.  Above  Tim  Carthy  evidently  lives  another  family.  There 
are  long-haired  girls  of  fourteen  at  every  one  of  the  windows,  and 
dirty  children  everywhere.  In  the  cellars,  look  at  them  in  dingy  white 
nightcaps  over  a  bowl  of  stirabout ;  in  the  shop,  paddling  up  and  down 
the  ruined  steps,  or  issuing  from,  beneath  the  black  counter ;  up  above, 
see  the  girl  of  fourteen  is  tossing  and  dandling  one  of  them  :  and  a 
pretty  tender  sight  it  is,  in  the  midst  of  this  filth  and  wretchedness,  to 
see  the  women  and  children  together.  It  makes  a  sunshine  in  tht 
dark'  place,  and  somehow  half  reconciles  one  to  it.  Children  are 
everywhere.  Look  out  of  the  nasty  streets  into  the  still  more  nasty 
back  lanes :  there  they  are,  sprawling  at  every  door  and  court,  paddling 
in  every  puddle  %  and  in  about  a  fair  proportion  to  every  six  children 
an  old  woman— a  very  old,  blear-eyed,  ragged  woman— who  makes 
believe  to  sell  something  out  of  a  basket,  and  is  perpetually  calling 
upon  the  name  of  the  Lord.  For  every  three  ra^ed  old  women  you 
will  see  two  ragged  old  men,  praying  and  moaning  like  the  females. 
And  there  is  no  lack  of  young  men,  either,  though  I  never  could  make- 
out  what  they  were  about :  they  loll  about  the  street,  chiefly  convening 
in  knots ;  and  in  every  street  you  will  be  pretty  sure  to  see  a  recruiting- 
sergeant,  with  gay  ribbons  in  his  cap,  loitering  about  with  an  eye  upon 
the  other  loiterers  there.  The  buzz  and  hum  and  chattering  of  thig. 
crowd  is  quite  inconceivable  to  us  in  England,  where  a  crowd  is 
generaHy  silent.  As  a  person  with  a  decent  coat  passes,  they  stop  in 
their  talk  and  say,  "  God  bless  you  for  a  fine  gentleman  !"  In  these 
crowded  streets,  where  all  are  beggars,  the  beggary  is  but  small ;  only 
the  very  old  and  hideous  venture  to  ask  for  a  penny,  otherwise  the- 
competition  would  be  too  great 

As  for  the  buildings  that  one  lights  upon  every  now  and  then  in  the 
midst  of  such  scenes  as  this,  they  are  scarce  worth  the  trouble  t» 
le;  occasionallyyoucomeonachapel  with  sham  Gothic  windows 
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and  a  little  belfiy,  one  of  the '  Catholic  places  of  vorship  ;  then,  placed 
,  in  some  quiet  street,  a  ncat-lorfiing  Dissenting  meeting-house.  Across 
the  river  yonder,  as  you  issue  out  from  the  street  irfiere  the  preceding 
sketch  was  talcen,  is  a  handsome  hospital ;  near  it  the  old  cathedral,  a 
barbarous  old  turreted  edifice — of  the  fourteenth  century  it  is  said ; 
how  different  to  the  sumptuous  elegance  which  characterizes  the 
English  and  continental  churches  of  the  same  period  !  Passing  by  it, 
and  walking  down  other  streets, — black,  ruinous,  swarming,  daiic, 
hideou3,^^you  come  upon  the  barracks  and  the  walks  of  the  old  castle, 
and  from  it  on  to  an  old  bridge,  from  which  the  view  is  a  fine  one.  On 
one  side  are  the  grey  bastions  of  the  castle ;  beyond  them,  in  the 
midst  of  the  broad  stream,  stands  a  huge  mill  that  looks  like  another 
castle  ;  further  yet  is  the  handsome  new  Wellesley  Bridge,  with  some 
little  crafl  upon  the  river,  and  the  red  warehouses  of  the  New  Town 
locking  prosperous  enough.  The  Irish  Town  stretches  away  to  the 
right  ;  there  are  pretty  villas  beyond  it  ;  and  on  the  bridge  are  walking 
t»renty-four  young  girls,  in  parties  ctf  four  and  five,  whh  their  arms 
round  each  other's  waists,  swaying  to  and  fro,  and  singing  or  chattering, 
as  happy  as  if  they  had  shoes  to  their  feet.  Yonder  you  see  a  dozen 
pair  of  red  legs  glittering  in  the  water,  their  owners  being  employed  in 
washing  their  own  or  other  people's  rags. 

The  Guide-book  mentions  that  one  of  the  aboriginal  forests  of  the 
country  is  to  be  seen  at  a  few  miles  from  Limerick,  and  thinking  that 
an  aboriginal  forest  would  be  a  huge  discovery,  and  form  an  instructive 
and  delightful  feature  of  the  present  work,  I  hired  a  car  in  order  to 
visit  the  same,  and  pleased  myself  with  visions  of  gigantic  oaks, 
Druids,  Norma,  wildernesses  and  awful  gioom,  which  would  fill  the 
soul  with  horror.  The  romance  of  the  place  was  heightened  by  a 
fact  stated  by  the  carman,  viz.  that  until  late  years  robberies  were 
very  frequent  about  the  wood ;  the  inhabitants  of  the  district  being  a 
wild,  lawless  race.  Moreover,  there  are  numennis  castles  tound  about, 
— and  for  what  can  a  man  wish  more  than  robbers,  castles,  and  an 
aboriginal  wood  ? 

The  way  to  these  wonderful  sights  lies  through  the  undulating 
grounds  which  border  the  Shannon ;  and  though  the  view  is  by  no 
means  a  fine  one,  I  know  few  that  are  pleasanto:  than  the  sight  of 
these  rich,  golden,  peacefiil  plains,  with  the  full  harvest  waving  on 
them  and  just  ready  for  the  sickle.  The  hay  harvest. was  likewise  just 
being  concluded,  and  the  air  loaded  with  the  rich  odour  of  the  hay. 
Above  the  trees,  to  your  left,  you  saw  the  mast  of  a  ship,  per- 
haps moving  along,  and  every  now  and  then  canght  a  glimpse  of  the 
Shannon,  and  the  low  grounds  and  plantations  of  the  opposite  county 
of  Limerick.  Not  an  unpleasant  addition  to  the  landscape,  too,  was 
a  sight  which  I  do  not  remember  to  have  witnessed  often  in  this 

^oo^lc 


383  THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 

country — that  of  several  small  and  decent  farm-houses,  with  their 
stacks  and  sheds  and  stables,  giving  an  air  of  neatneu  and  plenty 
that  the  poor  cabin  with  its  potato-patch  does  not  present  Is  it  on 
account  of  the  small  fanns  that  the  land  seems  richer  and  better 
cultivated  here  than  in  most  other  parts  of  the  country  ?  Some  of  the 
houses  in  the  midst  of  the  warm  summer  landscape  had  a  strange 
appearance,  for  it  is  often  the  fashion  to  whitewash  the  roofs  of  the 
houses,  leaving  the  slates  of  the  walls  of  their  natural  colour  ;  hence, 
and  in  the  evening  especially,  contrasting  with  the  purple  sky,  the 
house-tops  often  looked  as  if  they  were  covered  with  snow. 

According  to  the  Guide-book's  promise,  the  casdes  began  soon  to 
appear  :  at  one  point  we  could  see  three  of  these  ancient  mansions 
in  a  line,  each  seemingly  with  its  little  grove  of  old  trees,  in  the  midst 
of  the  bare  but  fertile  country.  By  this  time,  too,  we  had  got  into  a 
road  so  abominably  bad  and  rocky,  that  I  began  to  believe  more  and 
more  with  regard  to  the  splendour  of  the  aboriginal  forest,  which 
must  be  most  aboriginal  and  ferocious  indeed  when  approached  by 
such  a  savage  path.  After  travelling  through  a  couple  of  lines  of  wall 
with  plantations  on  either  side,  I  at  length  became  impatient  as  to  the 
forest,  aod,  much  to  my  disappointment,  was  told  this  was  it.  For 
the  (ict  is,  that  though  the  forest  has  always  been  there,  the  trees 
have  not,  the  proprietors  cutting  them  regularly  when  grown  to  no 
great  height,  and  the  monarchs  of  the  woods  which  I  saw  round 
about  would  scarcely  have  afforded  timber  for  a  bed-post  Nor  did 
any  robbers  make  their  appearance  in  this  wilderness :  with  which 
dis^pointment,  however,  I  was  more  willing  to  put  up  th'<'>  with  the 

But  if  the  wood  and  the  robbers  did  not  come  up  to  my  romantic 
notions,  the  old  Castle  of  Bunratty  fully  answered  them,  and  indeed 
should  be  made  the  scene  of  a  romance,  in  three  volumes  at  least 

"  It  is  a  huge,  square  tower,  with  four  smaller  ones  at  each  angle ; 
and  you  mount  to  the  entrance  by  a  steep  flight  of  steps,  being  com- 
manded all  the  way  by  the  cross-bows  of  two  of  the  Lord  de  Clare's 
ret^ners,  the  points  of  whose  weapons  may  be  seen  lying  upon  the 
ledge  of  the  little  narrow  meuririire  on  each  side  of  the  gate.  A 
venerable  seneschal,  with  the  keys  of  office,  presently  opens  the  little 
back  postern,  and  you  are  admitted  to  the  great  hall — a  noble 
chamber,  pardi  t  some  seventy  feet  in  lei^tb  and  thirty  high.  Tis 
hung  round  with  a  thousand  trophies  of  war  and  chase, — the  golden 
helmet  and  spear  of  the  Irish  king,  the  long  yellow  mantle  he  wore, 
and  the  huge  brooch  that  bound  it.  Hugo  de  Clare  slew  him  before 
the  castle  in  130;,  when  he  and  his  kernes  attacked  it.  Less  successful 
in  1314,  the  gallant  Hugo  saw  his  village  of  Bunratty  burned  round 
his  tower  by  the  son  of  the  slaughtered  O'Neil ;  and,  sallying  out  to 
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avenge  the  insult,  was  brought  back— a  corpse  1  Ah  !  what  was  the 
pang  that  shot  through  the  fair  bosom  of  the  Lady  Adtla  when  she 
knew  that  'twas  the  hand  of  Redmond  &Neii  sped  the  shaft  which 
slew  her  sire ! 

"  You  listen  to  this  sad  story,  reposing  on  an  oaken  settle  (covered 
with  deerskin  taken  in  the  aboriginal  forest  of  Carclow  hard  by) 
placed  at  the  enormous  hall-fire.  Here  sits  Thonom  an  Diaoul, 
'  Dark  Thomas,'  the  blind  harper  of  the  race  of  De  Clare,  who  loves 
to  tell  the  deeds  of  the  lordly  family.  'Penetrating  in  disguise,' he 
continues,  '  into  the  castle,  Redmond  of  the  golden  locks  sought  an 
interview  with  the  lily  of  Bunratty ;  but  she  screamed  when  she  saw 
him  under  the  disguise  of  the  gleeman,  and  said,  "  Myfathei's  blood  is 
in  the  hall ! "  At  this,  up  started  fierce  Sir  Ranulph,  "  Ho,  Bludyer  ! " 
he  cried  to  his  squire,  "  call  me  the  hangman  and  father  John  ;  seiie 
me,  vassals,  yon  villain  in  gleeman's  guise,  and  hang  him  on  the 
gallows  on  the  tower!"' 

" '  Will  it  please  ye  walk  to  the  roof  of  the  old  castle  and  see  the 
beam  on  which  the  lords  of  the  place  execute  the  refractory  ? '  '  Nay, 
marry,'  say  you,  'by  my  spm^  of  knighthood,  I  have  seen  hanging 
enough  in  merry  England,  and  care  not  to  see  the  gibbets  of  Irish 
kemes.'  The  harper  would  have  taken  fire  at  this  speech  reflecting 
on  his  country ;  but  luckily  here  Gulph,  your  English  squire,  entered 
from  the  pantler  (with  whom  he  had  been  holding  a  parley)  and 
brought  a  manchet  of  bread,  and  bade  ye,  in  the  Lord  de  Clare's  name, 
crash  a  cup  of  Ypocras,  well  spiced, /arai',  and  by  the  fair  hands  of 
the  Lady  Adela. 

" '  The  Lady  Adela ! "  say  you,  starting  up  in  amaze.  *  Is  not  this 
the  year  of  grace  1600,  and  lived  she  not  three  hundred  years  syne  ? ' 

" '  Yes,  Sir  Knight,  but  Bunratty  tower  hath  tmother  Idly :  will  it 
please  you  see  your  chamber  P ' 

"  So  saying,  the  seneschal  leads  you  up  a  windii^  stair  in  one  of  the 
turrets,  past  one  little  dark  chamber  and  another,  without  a  fireplace, 
without  rushes  (how  different  from  the  stately  houses  of  Nonsuch  or 
Audley  End  I),  and,  leading  you  through  another  vast  chamber  above 
the  baronial  hall,  similar  in  size,  but  decorated  with  tapestries  and 
rude  carvings,  you  pass  the  little  chapel  ('  Marry,'  says  the  steward, 
'  many  would  it  not  hold,  and  many  do  not  come  ! ')  until  at  last  you 
are  located  in  the  little  cell  appropriated  to  you.  Some  rude  attempts 
have  been  made  to  render  it  fitting  for  the  stranger ;  but,  though  more 
neatly  arranged  than  the  hundred  other  little  chambers  which  the 
castle  contains,  in  sooth  'tis  scarce  fitted  for  the  serving-man,  much 
more  for  Sir  Reginald,  the  English  knight 

"  While  you  are  lookii^  at  a  bouquet  of  flowers,  which  lies  on  the 
settle — magnolias,  geraniums,  the  blue  flowers  of  the  cactus,  and  in 
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the  midst  of  the  bouquet,,  ntu  lily;  .whilst  you  wonder  whose  fair 
hands  could  have  culled  the  flowers— hark !  the  homs  are  blowing  at 
the  drawbridge  and  the  warder  lets  the  portcullis  down.  You  rush  to 
your  window,  a  stalwart  knight  rides  over  the  gate,  the  hoofs  of  his 
black  courser  clanging  upon  the  planks.  A  host  of  wild  retainers  wait 
round  about  htm :  see,  four  d'  them  carry  &  sti^,  that  hath  been  slain 
no  doubt  in  Uie  aboriginal  forest  of  Cardow.  '  By  my  fay ! '  say  you, 
'  'lis  a  stag  of  ten/ 

"  But  who  is  that  yonder  on  the  gray  palfrey,  conversii^  so  prettily, 
and  hdding  the  sportive  animal  with  so  light  a  rein  ? — a  light  green 
riding-habit  and  nifl",  a  little  hat  with  a  gteen  plume— sure  it  must  be  a 
lady,  and  a  fair  one.  She  looks  up.  O  blessed  Mother  of  Heaven,  that 
look  I  those  eyes  that  smile,  those  sunny  golden  ringlets  I  It  is — it  is 
the  Lady  Adela :  the  Lily  of  Bunrat  *  •  •  " 

If  the  reader  cannot  Anish  the  other  two  volumes  for  him  or  her- 
self, he  or  she  never  deserves  to  have  a  novel  from  a  circulating 
library  again  :  for  my  part,  I  will  take  my  affidavit  the  English  knight 
will  many  the  Lily  at  the  end  of  the  third  volume,  having  previously 
slain  the  criher  suitor  at  one  (^  the  multifarious  sieges  of  Limerick. 
And  1  beg  to  say  that  the  historical'  part  of  this  romance  has  been 
extracted  carefully  from  the  Guide-book :  the  topc^raphical  and 
descriptive  portion  beinj  studied  on  the  ^Ot.  A  policeman  shows 
you  over  it,  halls,  chapels,  galleries,  gibbets  and  all.  The  huge  old 
tower  was,  until  late  years,  inhabited  by  the  family  of  the  proprietor, 
who  built  himself  a  house  in  the  midst  of  it :  but  he  has  since  built 
another  in  the  park  opposite,  and  half-a-doren  "  Peelers,"  with  a 
commodity  of  wives  and  children,  now  inhabit  Bunratty.  On  the  gate 
where  we  entered  were  numerous  placards  offering  rewards  for  the 
apprehension  of  various  country  offenders  ;  and  a  turnpike,  a  bridge, 
and  a  quay  have  sprung  up  from  the  place  which  Red  Redmond  (or 
anybody  else)  burned. 

On  our  road  to  Galway  the  next  day,  we  were  carried  once  more 
by  the  old  tower,  and  for  a  considerable  distance  along  the  fertile 
banks  of  the  Fergus  lake,  and  a  river  which  pours  itself  into  the 
Shannon.  The  first  town  we  came  to  is  Castle  Clare,  which  lies 
conveniently  on  the  river,  with  a  castle,  a  good  bridge,  and  many 
quays  and  warehouses,  near  which  a  small  ship  or  two  were  lying. 
The  place  was  once  the  chief  town  of  the  county,  but  is  wretched 
and  ruinous  now,  being  made  up  for  the  most  part  of  miserable 
thatched  cots,  round  which  you  see  the  usual  dusky  population.  The 
drive  hence  to  Ennis  lies  through  a  country  which  is  by  no  means  SO 
pleasant  as  that  rich  one  we  have  passed  through,  being  succeeded 
"by  that  craggy,  bleak,  pastoral  district  which  occupies  so  iaigt  a 
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portion  of  the  limestone  district  of  Clare."  Ennis,  likewise,  stands 
upon  the  Fe^us — a  busy  little  narrow-sEreeted,  foreign-looking  town, 
approached  by  half-a-mile  of  thatched  cots,  in  which  I  am  not  ashamed 
'  to  confess  that  I  saw  some  as  pretty  faces  as  over  any  half-mile  of 
■country  I  ever  travelled  in  my  life. 

A  great  light  of  the  Catholic  Church,  who  was  of  late  a  candlestick 
in  our  own  communion,  was  on  the  coach  with  ua,  reading  devoutly 
out  of  a  breviary  on  many  occasions  along  the  road.  A  crowd  of  black 
coats  and  heads,  with  that  indescribable  look  which  belongs  to  the 
Catholic  clergy,  were  evidently,  on  the  look-out  for  the  coach ;  and  as 
it  stopped,  one  of  them  came  up  to  me  with  a  low  bow,  and  asked  if  I 

was  the  Honourable  and  Reverend  Mr,  S r    How  I  wish  I  had 

answered  him  I  was  1  It  would  have  been  a  grand  scene.  The  respect 
paid  to  this  gentleman's  descent  is  quite  absurd :  the  papers  bandy  his 
title  about  with  pleased  emphasis — the  Galway  paper  calls  him  the 
^^ry  reverend.  There  is  something  in  the  love  for  rank  almost  childish: 
witness  theadoradon  of  George  IV.;  the  pompous  joy  with  which  John 
Tuam  records  his  correspondence  with  a  great  man ;  the  continual 
My-Lording  of  the  Bishops,  the  Right-Honourabling  of  Mr.  O'Counell 
— which  title  his  party  papers  delight  on  all  occasions  to  give  him — 
nay,  the  deUght  of  that  great  man  himself  when  first  he  attained  the 
dignity :  he  figured  in  his  robes  in  the  most  good-humoured  »mple 
delight  at  having  them,  and  went  to  church  forthwith  in  them ;  as  if 
such  a  man  wanted  a  title  before  his  name. 

Xt  Ennis,  as  well  as  everywhere  else  in  Ireland,  there  were  of 
course  the  regular  number  of  swag^ering-looking  buckeens  and  shabby- 
genteel  idlers  to  watch  the  arrival  of  the  mail-coach.  A  poor  old  idiot, 
with  his  grey  hair  tied  up  in  bows,  and  with  a  ribbon  behind,  thrust 
out  a  very  fair  soft  hand  with  taper  fingers,  and  told  me,  nodding  his 
head  very  wistfiilly,  that  he  had  no  father  nor  mother  :  upon  which 
score  he  got  a  fienny.  Nor  did  the  other  beggars  round  the  carriage 
who  got  none  seem  to  grudge  the  poor  fellow's  good  fortune.  1  think 
when  one  poor  wretch  has  a  piece  of  luck,  the  t>thers  seem  glad  hoe  : 
and  they  promise  to  pray  for  you  just  the  same  if  you  give  as  if  you 

The  town  was  swarming  with  people ;  the  little  dark  streets,  which 
twist  about  in  all  directions,  being  full  of  cheap  merchandise  and  its 
vendors.  Whether  there  are  many  buyers,  t  can't  say.  This  is  written 
opposite  the  market-place  in  Galway,  where  I  have  watched  a  stall  a 
hundred  times  in  the  course  of  the  last  three  hours  ^d  seen  no  money 
taken :  but  at  every  place  I  come  to,  I  can't  help  wondering  at  the 
numbers ;  it  seems  market-day  everywhere — apples,  pigs,  and  potatoes 
being  sold  all  over  the  kingdom.  There  seem  to  be  some  good  shops 
in  those  narrow  streets;  among  others,  a  decent  Uttle  library,  where  I 
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bought,  for  eighteenpence,  six  volumes  of  works  strictly  Irish,  that  viQ 
serve  foi  a  h^-houi's  gossip  od  the  next  rainy  day. 

The  road  hence  to  Gort  cairied  ns  at  first  by  some  dismal,  londy- 
looking,  reedy  lakes,  through  a  melancholy  country ;  an  open  village 
standing  here  and  there,  with  a  big  chapel  in  the  midst  of  it,  almost 
always  unfinished  in  some  point  or  other.  Crossing  at  a  bridge  near 
a  place  called  Tubhor,  the  coachman  told  us  we  were  in  the  famous, 
county  of  Galway,  which  all  readers  of  novels  admire  in  the  vrarlifce 
works  of  Maxwell  and  Levar ;  and,  dismal  as  the  country  had  been 
in  Clare,  I  think  on  the  northern  side  of  the  bridge  it  was  djsmaller 
still — the  stones  not  only  appearing  in  the  character  of  hedges,  but 
strewing  over  whole  fields,  in  which  sheep  were  browsing  as  well  as- 
they  could 

We  rode  for  miles  thiough  this  stony,  dismal  district,  seeing  more- 
lakes  now  and  anon,  with  fellows  spearing  eels  in  the  midst,  Then 
we  passed  the  plantations  of  Lord  Corf's  Castlfl  of  Loughcooter,  and 
preseotly  came  to  the  town  which  bears  his  name,  or  •oiei  ewmf.  It  is 
a  regularly-built:  little  place,  with  a  square  and  ttre^f  but  it  looked  as- 
if  it  wondered  how  the  deuce  it  got  into  the  midst  of  such  a  desolate- 
coustry,  and  seemed  to  bi>n  itself  there  considerably.  \i  had  nothing 
to  do,  and  no  society. 

A  ohoh  time  before  arriving  at  Oranmore,-  one  has  glimpses  -  of  the 
sea,  which  comes  opportunely  to  -relieve  the  dulness  of  the  land. 
Between  Gort  and  that  place  we  passed  through  little  bnt  the  most 
woful  country,  in  the  midst  of  which  was  a  village,  where  a  horsehair 
was  held,  and  where  (upon  the  word  of  the  coachman)  all  the  bad 
hcsses  of  the  country  were  to  be  seen.  The  man  was  commisSiwied, 
no  doubt,  to  buy  for  his  employers,  for  two  or  three  merchants  were 
on  the  look-out  for  hiro,  and  trotted  out  their  cattle  by  the  side  of  the 
coach.  A  very  good,  neat-looking,  smart-trotting  chestnut  horA,  of 
-seven  years  old,  was  offered  by  the  owner  for  8/. ;  a  neat  brown  mare 
for  10/.,  and  a  better  (as  I  presume)  for  14/.  i  hut  ail  loeked  tery 
respectablei,and  I  have  the  coachman's  word  for  it  tiiat  tJi^weie  good 
serviceable  botses.  Oranmore,  with  an  old  castle  in  the  midst  of  the 
village,  woods,  and  park-plantations  round  about,  and  the  bay  beyond 
it,  has  a  pretty  and  romantic  look ;  and  the  drive,  of  about  four  miles 
thence  to  Galway,  is  the  most  picturesque  part  peih^s-  of  4he  fifty 
■  miles'  ride  from  Limerick.  The  road  i»  toleiably  wooded.  You  see 
'  the  town  itself,  with,  its  huge  old  church-tower,  stretching  sdotig  the 
bay,  "  backed  by  hills  linking  into  thelon^f  chain  cf  mountains  which 
stretch  across  Connepiara  and  the  Joyce  country,"  A  Suburb  of  cots 
that  seems  almost  endless  has,  however,  an  end  at  last  andng  tbe 
houses  of  the  town;  and  a  liule  £eet  of  a  couple  of  handred  fishing* 
boats  was  maitceuvring  in  the' bright  waters  of  the  bay. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


THEN  it  is  stated  that,  througbont  the  town  of  Galway,  yon 
cannot  get  a  cigar  which  costs  more  than  twopence,  Londoners 
nsiy  imagine  the  strangeness  and  remoteness  of  tlie  place.  The  t^ 
ponred  dovn  far  two  days  after  out  arrival  at  "  Kilroy's  HoteL'  An 
ambreUa  under  such  circnmstances  is  a.  poor  resource :  self-contempla- 
tion is  far  more  amosing ;  especially  smoldng,  and  a  game  at  cards,  if 
any  one  will  be  so  good  as  to  play. 

But  there  Was  no  one  in  the  hotel  coffee-room  who.  was  uiclined  for 
the  apott  The  Company  ther^  on  the  day  of  our  arrival,  consisted 
of  two  coach-passM^iers — a  Frenchman  who  came  from  Sligo,  and 
ordered  muttoa-cbops  and  _fraiii  potatoes  for  dinner  by  himself,  a 
turbot  which  cost  two  ^lillings,  and  in  Billingsgate  would  have  been 
worth  a  guinea,  and  a  couple  of  native  or  inhabitant  bachdors,  who 
frequ^ted  the  iaiU-d'hite. 

By  the  way,  besides  these  there  were  at  dinner  two  turkeys  (so  that 
Mr.  Kilroy's  two-shilling  ordinary  was  by  no  means  ill  supplied) ;  and, 
as  a  stranger,  J  had  the  honour  of  carving  these  animals,  which  were 
dispensed  in  ratbo'  a  singular  way.  There  are,  as  it  U  generally 
Icnown,  to  two  tudceys  four  wings.  Of  the  four  passengers,  one  ate  no 
turkey,  one  had  a  pinion,  another  the  remaining  part  of  the  wing,  and 
the  fourth  gentleman  took  the  other  three  wings  iar  his  share.  Does 
everybody  in  Galway  eat  three  wings  when  there  are  two  turkeys  for 
dinner  ?  One  has  heard  wonders  of  the  country, — the  dashing,  daring, 
duelling,  desperate,  rollicking,  whisky^^lrinkii^  people ;  but  this  wonder 
beats  alL  When  I  asked  the  Galway  turkiphagus  (there  if  no  othv 
word,  for  Turkey  was  invented  long  after  Greece)  "  if  he  would  take  a 
^rd  wit^?"  with  a  peculiar  satiric  accent,  on  the  words  third  wing, 
which  cannot  be  expressed  in  writing,  but  which  the  occasion  folly 
merited,  I  thought  perh^s  that,  followii^  the  custom  of  the  country, 
vfbere  everybody,  according  lo  Maxwell  and  Lever,  challenges  every- 
tiody  else,— I  thought  the  Galwagian  would  call  me  out;  but  no: 
such  tbii^.  He  only  said, "  If  you  plase,  sir,"  in  the  blandest  way  in ' 
the-world  ;  and  gobbled  up  the  limb  in  a  twinldii^. . 
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As  an  encouragement,  too,  for  persons  meditating  that  Important 
change  of  condition,  the  gentleman  was  a  teetotaller :  he  took  but  one 
glass  of  water  to  tliat  intolerable  deal  of  bubblyjock,  Galway  must  be 
very  much  changed  since  the  days  when  Maxwell  and  Lever  knew  it 
Three  turkey-wings  and  a  glass  of  water  !  But  the  man  cannot  be  the 
representative  of  a  class,  that  is  clear  :  it  is  physically  and  arithmeti- 
cally impossible.  They  can't  a!l  eat  three  wings  of  two  turkeys  at 
dinner ;  the  turkeys  could  not  stand  it,  let  alone  the  men.  These 
wii^^  must  have  been  "non  usitatse  (nee  tenues)  pennx.''  But  no 
more  of  these  flights  ;  let  us  come  to  sober  realities. 

The  fact  is,  that  when  the  rain  is  pouring  down  in  the  streets  the 
traveller  has  little  else  to  remark  except  these  peculiarities  of  his 
fellow-traveller's  and  inn-sojoumers ;  and,  lest  one  should  be  led  into 
further  personalities,  it  is  best  to  quit  that  water-drinking  gormandizer 
at  once,  and  retiring  to  a  private  apartment,  to  devote  one's  self  to 
quiet  observation  and  the  acquisition  of  knowledge,  either  by  looking 
out  o(  the  window  and  examining  mankind,  or  by  perusing  books,  and 
SO  living  with  past  heroes  and  ages. 

A.S  for  the  knowledge  to  be  had  by  looking  out  of  window,  it  is 
thb  evening  not  much.  A  great,  wide,  blank,  bleak,  water-whipped 
square  lies  before  the  bed-room  window ;  at  the  opposite  side  of  which- 
is  to  be  seen  the  opposition  hotel,  looking  even  more  bleak  and  cheer- 
less than  that  over  which  Mr.  Kilroy  presides.  Large  dismal  ware- 
houses and  private  bouses  form  three  sides  of  the  square  ;  and  in  the 
midst  is  a  bare  pleasure-ground  surrounded  by  a  growth  of  gaunt 
iron-railings,  the  only  plants  seemingly  in  the  place.  Three  triangular 
edifices  that  look  somewhat  like  gibbets  stand  in  the  paved  part  of  the 
square,  but  the  victims  that  are  consigned  to  their  fate  under  these 
triangles  are  only  potatoes,  which  are  weighed  there  ;  and,  in  spite  of 
the  torrents  of  rain,  a  crowd  of  barefooted,  red  petticoated  women,  and 
men  in  grey  coats  and  flower-pot  hats,  are  pursuing  their  little  bargains 
with  the  utmost  calmness.  The  rain  seems  to  make  no  impression 
on  the  males  ;  nor  do  the  women  guard  against  it  more  rhan  by 
flinging  a  petticoat  over  their  heads,  and  so  stand  bargaining  and 
chattering  in  Irish,  their  figures  indefinitely  reflected  in  the  shining, 
varnished  pavement  Donkeys  and  pony-carts  innumerable  stand 
around,  similarly  reflected ;  and  in  the  baskets  upon  these  vehicles  you 
see  shoals  of  herrings  lying.  After  a  short  space  this  prospect  becomes 
somewhat  tedious,  and  one  looks  to  other  sources  of  consolation. 

Tlie  eighteenpennyworth  of  little  books  purchased  at  Ennis  in  the 
morning  came  here  most  agreeably  to  my  aid ;  and  indeed  they  afford 
many  a  pleasant  hour's  reading.  Like  the  "  BibUoth^ue  Grise," 
which  one  sees  in  the  French  cottages  in  the  provinces,  and  the  Gennan 
"  Volksbucher,"  both  of  which  contain  stores  of  old  legends  that  are 
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still  treasured  in  the  country,  these  yellow-covered  books  are  prepared 
for  the  people  chiefly ;  and  have  been  sold  for  many  long  years  before 
the  march  of  knowledge  began  to  banish  Fancy  out  of  the  world,  and 
gave  us,  in  place  of  the  old  fairy  tales,  Penny  Magazines  and  similar 
wholesome  works.  Where  are  the  little  harlequin-backed  story-books 
that  used  to  be  read  by  children  in  England  some  thirty  years 
ago  ?  Where  such  authentic  narratives  as  "  Captain  Bmce's  Travels," 
"  The  Dreadful  Adventures  of  Sawney  Bean,"  Slc,  which  were  com- 
monly supplied  to  tittle  boys  at  school  by  the  same  old  lady  who  sold 
oranges  and  elecampane? — they  are  all  gone  out  of  the  world,  and 
replaced  by  such  books  as  "  Conversations  on  Chemistry,"  "  The 
Little  Geologist,"  "  Peter  Parlej''s  Tales  about  the  Binomial  Theorem," 
and  the  like.  The  world  will  be  a  dull  world  some  hundreds  of  years 
hence,  when  Fancy  shall  be  dead,  and  ruthless  Science  (that  has  no 
more  bowels  than  a  steam-engine)  has  killed  her. 

It  is  a  comfort,  meanwhile,  to  com.e  on  occasions  on  some  of  the 
good  old  stories  and  biographies.  These  books  were  evidently  written 
before  the  useful  had  attained  its  present  detestable  popularity.  There 
is  nothing  useful  ^r^,  that's  certain :  and  a  man  will  be  puzzled  to 
extract  a  precise  moral  out  of  the  "  Adventures  of  Mr.  James  Freeny  j " 
or  out  of  the  legends  in  the  "  Hibernian  Tales  ; "  or  out  of  the  lament- 
able tragedy  of  the  "  Battle  of  Aughrim,"  writ  in  most  doleful  Anglo- 
Irish  verse.  But  are  we  to  reject  all  things  that  have  not  a  moral 
tacked  to  them  ?  "  Is  there  any  moral  shut  within  the  bosom  of  the 
rose?"  And  yet,  as  the  same  noble  poet  sings  (giving  a  smart  slap  to 
the  utility  people  the  while),  "useful  applications  lie  in  art  and  nature," 
and  every  man  may  find  a  moral  suited  to  his  mind  in  them ;  or,  if  not 
a  moral,  an  occasion  for  moralizing. 

Honest  Freen/s  adventures  (let  us  begin  with  history  and  historic 
tragedy,  and  leave  fancy  for  future  consideration),  if  they  have  a 
moral,  have  that  dubious  one  which  the  poet  admits  may  be  ehcited 
from  a  rose  ;  and  which  every  man  may  select  according  to  his 
mind.  And  surely  this  is  a  far  better  and  more  comfortable  system 
of  moralising  than  that  in  the  fable-books  where  you  are  obliged  to 
accept  the  story  with  the  inevitable  moral  corollary  that  'o/iil  stick 

Whereas,  in  Freen/s  Ufe,  one  man  may  see  the  evil  of  drinking, 
another  the  harm  of  horse-racing,  another  the  danger  attendant  on 
early  marriage,  a  fourth  the  exceeding  inconvenience  as  well  as  hazard  - 
of  the  heroic  highwayman's  life — which  a  certain  Ainsworth,  in  com- 
pany with  a  certain  Cruiksbank,  has  represented  as  so  poetic  and 
brilliant,  so  prodigal  of  delightful  adventure,  so  adorned  with  cham- 
pagne, gold-lace,  and  brocade. 

And  the  best  part  of  worthy  Freeny's  tale  is  the  noble  na!Evet£ 

^i.)t)Qlc 
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and  simplicity  of  the  here  as  he  recounts  His  own  adventures,  and 
the  xMsa  unconsciousness  that  he 'is  nanrSting  anything'  wohderfiil. 
It  is  the  way  of  all  gieat  men,  who  ledte  their  great  actions  modestly, 
and  as  if  they  were  mstteii  of  course;  as  indeed  to  them  they  are. 
A  common  tyro  havii^  perpetrated  a  great  deed,  would  be  amaied 
and  flurried:  at  his  own  action  ;  whereas  I  make  no  doubt  the  Duke 
of  Wellington,  after  a  great  victory,  took  his  lea  and  went  to  bed  jnst 
as  quietly  as  he  would  after  a  dull  debate  in  the  House  of  Lords.  And 
so  with  Fredny, — his  great  arid  charming  characteristic  is  grave  sim- 
phcity :  he  does  his  work ;  he  knows  his  danger  as  w^  as  another ; 
but  he  goes'through  his  fearful  duty  quite  quieily  and  easily,  and  not 
■  with  the'lriast  air  of  bravado,  or  the  smallest  notion  that  he  Is  doing 
anything  uncommon. 

It  is  related  of  Carter,  the  Lion-King,  that  when  he  was  a  boy, 
and  exceedingly  fond  of  gingerbread-nats,  a  relation  gave  him  a 
paitel  of  those  dehcious  cakes,  which  the  diild  put  in  his  pocket  just 
as  he  was  called  on  to  go  into  a  cage  with  a  very  large  and  roaring 
hon.  He  had  to  put  his  head  into  the  forest-monarch's  jaws,  and 
leave  it  thet-e  for  a  considerable  time,  to  the  delight  of  thousands  : 
as  is  even  now  the  case  ;  and  the  interest  was  so  much  the  greater, 
as  the  child  was  exceedingly  innocent,  rosy-cheeked,  and  pretty.  To 
have  seen  that  little  flaxen  head  bitten  oif  by  the  Uon  would  have 
been  a  far  more  pathetic  spectacle  than  that  of  the  decapitation  of 
some  grey-bearded  old  unromantic  keeper,  who  had  served  out  raw 
meat  and  stirred  up  the  acimals  with  a  pole  any  time  these  twenty 
years  :  and  the  interest  rose  in  consequence. 

While  the  little  darling's  head  was  thus  enjawed,  what  was  the 
astonishment  of  everybody  to  see  him  put  his  hand  into  his  little 
pocket,  take  out  a  paper — from  die  paper  a  gingerbread-nut — pop  that 
gingerbread-nut  into  the  hon's  mouth,  then  into  his  own,  and  so  finish 
at  least  two-pennyworth  of  nuts  I 

The  excitement  was  delirious ;  the  ladies,  when  he  came  out  of 
.  chancery,  were  for  doing  what  the  hon  had  not  done,  and  eating  him 
up — with  kisses.  And  the  only  remark  the  young  hero  made  was, 
"  Uncle,  them  nuts  wasn't  so  crisp  as  them  I  had  t'other  day."  He 
never  thought  of  the  danger, — he  only  thought  of  the  nuts. 

Thus  it  is  with  Freehy.  It  is  fine  to  marie  his  bravery,  and  to 
see  how  he  cracks  his  simple  philosophic  nuts  in  the  jaws  of  innu- 
merable hons. 

At  the  commencement  of  the  last  century,  honest  Freen/s  father 
was  house-steward  m  the  family  of  Joseph  -Robbins,  Esq.,  of  Bally- 
duff  ;  and,  marrying  Alice  Phelan,  a  maid-servant  in  the  same  family, 
had  issue  James,  the  celebrated  Irish  hero.  At  a  proper  age  James 
was  put  to  school ;  but  being  a  nimble,  active  lad,  and  his  father's 
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s  takiag  a  fancy  to  him,  he  was  presently  brought  to  Ballyduff, 
where;  she.  had  a  private  tutor  to  instruct  him  during  the  time  which 
he  couid  spare  from  his  professional  duty,  which  was  that  of  pantry- 
boy  In.  Mr,  Robbins's  estaUishment.  At  an  early  a|[B  he  began  to 
neglect  his  .dutyj  and  although  his  father,  at  the  excellent  Mrs. 
Robbins's  su^estion,  corrected  him  very  severely,  the  bent  <rf  his  ] 
genius  was  not  to  be  warped  hy  the  rod,  and  he  attended  "  all  the 
little  country  dances,  diversions  and  meetings,  and  became  what  is 
called  a  good  dancer.;. his  own  natural  inclinations  hungtinghiiq''  (as 
he  finely  says)  "  into  the  contrary  diversions." 

He  was  scarce  twenty  years  old  when  he  married  {a  frightful  proof 
«f  the  wicked  recklessness  of  his  former  courses),  and  set  up  in  trade 
in  .\palerford  j  where,, however,  matters  went  so  .ill  s^th  him,  that  he 
was  speedily  without  money,  and  ;o/.  in  debt.  He  had,  he  says,  not 
any  way  of  paying  the  debt,  except  by  selling  his  furniture  or  his 
riding-mare,  to  both  of  which  measures  he  was  averse  :  for  where  is 
the  gentleman  in  Ireland  that  can  do  without  a  horse  to  ride }  Mr. 
Fieeny  and  his  riding-mare  became  soon  famous,  insomuch  that  a 
thief  in  gaol  warned  the  mz^strates  of  Kilkenny  to  beware  of  a  ona- 
4ytd  man  with  a  mare, 
^  These  unhappy  circumstances  sent  him  on  the  h^hway  to  seek  a 
maintenance,  and  his  first  exploit  was  to  rob  a  gendeman  of  fifty 
pounds ;  then  he  attacked  another,  against  whom  he  "  had  a  secrtt 
disgusf,  because  this  gentleman  had  prevented  his  fonner  master  from 
giving  him  a  suit  of  clothes  1 " 

Urged  by  a  noble  resentment  against  this  gentleman,  Mr.  Freeny,  in 
company  with  a  friend  by  the  name  of  Reddy,  robbed  the  gentleman's 
house,  taking  therein  70/.  in  money,  which  was  honourably  divided 
among  the  captors. 

"We  then,"  contmues  Mr.  Freeny,  "quitted  the  house  with  the 
booty,  and  came  to  Thomastown  ;  but  not  knowing  how  to  dispose  of 
the  plate,  left  it  with  Reddy,  who  said  he  had  a  friend  from  whom  he 
would  get  cash  for  it  In  some  time  afterwards  I  asked  him  for  the 
dividend  of  the  cash  he  got  for  the  plate,  but  all  the  satisfaction  he 
gave  me  was,  that  it  was  lost,  which  occasioned  me  to  have  my  own 

Mr.  Freeny  then  robbed  Sir  William  Fownes'  servant  of  14/-)  >« 
such  an  artfiil  manner  that  everybody  believed  the.  servant  had  himself 
secreted  the  money;  and  no  doubt  the  lascal  was  turned  adrift,  and 
starved  in  consequence — a  truly  conuc  incident,  and  one  that  could  be 
used,  so  ^  10  provoke  a  great  deal  of  laughter,  in  an  historical  work  of 
which  our  champion  should  be  the  hero. 

iThe  next  enterprise  of  importance  is  that  against  the  hou«e  of 
Colonel  Palliser,  which  Freeny  thus  picturesquely  describes.    Coming 
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with  one  of  his  spies  close  up  to  (he  house,  Mr.  Freeny  watched  the 
Colonel  lighted  to  bed  by  a  servant ;  and  thus,  as  he  cleverly  says, 
could  judge  "  of  the  room  the  Colonel  lay  in," 

"  Some  time  afterwards,"  says  Freeny,  "  I  observed  a  light  upstairs, 
by  which  I  judged  the  servants  were  going  to  bed,  and  soon  after 
observed  that  the  candles  were  all  quenched,  by  which  I  assured  myself 
they  were  all  gone  to  bed.  I  then  came  back  to  where  the  men  were, 
and  appointed  Bulger,  Motley,  and  Commons  to  go  in  along  with  mC  ; 
but  Commons  answered  that  he  never  had  been  in  any  house  before 
where  there  were  arms  ;  upon  which  1  asked  the  coward  what  business 
he  had  there,  and  swore  I  would  as  soon  shool  him  as  look  at  htm,and 
at  the  same  time  cocked  a  pistol  to  his  breast ;  but  the  rest  of  the  men 
prevailed  upon  me  to  leave  him  at  the  back  of  the  house,  where  he 
m^ht  run  away  when  he  thought  proper. 

"  I  then  asked  Grace  where  did  he  choose  to  be  posted :  be 
answered  'that  he  would  go  where  I  pleased  to  order  him,'  for  which 
I  thanked  him.  We  then  immediately  came  up  to  the  house,  l^hted 
otir  candles,  put  Houlahan  at  the  back  of  the  bouse  to  prevent  any 
person  &om  coming  out  that  way,  and  placed  Hacket  on  my  mare,  well 
armed,  at  the  front ;  and  I  then  broke  one  of  the  windows  with  a 
sledge,  whereupon  Bulger,  Motley,  Grace,  and  I  got  in  ;  upon  which 
I  ordered  Motley  and  Grace  to  go  upstairs,  and  Bulger  and  1  would 
Stay  below,  where  we  thought  the  greatest  danger  would  be ;  but  1 
immediately,  upon  second  consideration,  for  fear  Motley  or  Grace 
should  be  daunted,  desired  Bulger  to  go  up  with  ihem,  and  when  be 
had  fixed  matters  above,  to  come  down,  as  I  judged  the  Colonel  lay 
below.  I  then  went  to  the  room  where  the  Colonel  was,  and  burst  , 
open  the  door;  upon  which  he  said, 'Odds-wounds  I  who's  there?'  to 
which  I  answered, 'Afriend,  sir ;' upon  which  he  said, '  You  lie  !  by 
G-d,  you  are  no  friend  of  minel'  I  then  s^d  that  I  was,  and  his 
relation  also,  and  that  if  he  viewed  me  close  he  would  know  me,  and 
begged  of  him  not  to  be  angry  :  upon  which  I  immediately  seized  a 
bullet-gun  and  case  of  pistols,  which  I  observed  hanging  up  in  his 
room.  I  then  quitted  his  room,  and  walked  round  the  lower  part  of 
the  house,  thinking  to  meet  some  of  the  servants,  whom  I  thought 
would  strive  to  make  their  escape  from  the  men  who  were  above,  and 
meeting  none  of  them,  I  immediately  returned  to  the  Colonel's  room  ; 
where  I  no  sooner  entered  than  he  desired  me  to  go  out  for  a  villain, 
and  asked  why  I  bred  such  disturbance  in  his  house  at  that  time  of 
night.  At  the  same  time  I  snatched  his  breeches  from  under  his  head, 
wherein  I  got  a  small  purse  of  gold,  and  said  that  abuse  was  not  fit 
treatment  for  me  who  was  his  relation,  and  that  it  would  hinder  me 
of  calling  to  see  him  again.  1  then  demanded  the  key  of  his  desjc 
which  stood  in  his  room  ;  he  answered  he  had  no  key  j  upon  which  I 
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■aid  I  had  a  very  good  key ;  at  the  same  time  giving  it  a  stroke  with 
the  sledge,  which  burst  it  open,  wherein  I  got  a  purse  of  ninety 
guineas,  a  four-pound  piece,  two  moidores,  some  small  gold,  and  a 
large  glove  with  twenty-eight  guineas  in  silver, 

"  By  this  time  Bulger  and  Motley  came  downstairs  to  me,  alte: 
ritiing  the  house  above.  We  then  observed  a  closet  insiSe  his  room, 
which  we  soon  entered,  and  got  therein  a  basket  wherein  there  was 
plate  to  the  value  of  three  hundred  pounds." 

And  so  they  took  leave  of  Colonel  Palliser,  and  rode  away  with 
their  earnings. 

The  story,  as  here  narrated,  has  that  simplicity  which  is  beyond  the 
reach  of  all  except  the  very  hi^est  art;  and  it  is  not  high  art  certainly 
which  Mr.  Freeny  can  be  said  to  possess,  but  a  noble  nature  rather, 
which  leads  him  tbws  grandly  to  describe  scenes  wherein  he  acted  a 
great  part  With  what  a  gallant  determination  does  he  inform  the 
coward  Commons  that  he  would  shoot  him  "  as  soon  as  look  at  hints  " 
and  how  dreadful  he  must  have  looked  (with  his  one  eye)  as  he  uttered 
that  sentiment !  But  he  left  him,  he  says  with  a  grim  humour,  at  the 
back  of  the  house,  "  where  he  might  run  away  when  he  thought  proper," 
The  Duke  of  WeUington  must  have  read  Mr.  Frccny's  history  in  his 
youth  (his  Grace's  birthplace  is  not  far  from  the  scene  of  the  other 
gallant  Irishman's  exploit),  for  the  Duke  acted  in  precisely  a  similar 
way  by  a  Belgian  Colonel  at  Waterloo.  , 

It  must  be  painful  to  great  and  successful  commanders  to  think 
how  their  gallant  comrades  and  lieutenants,  partners  of  their  toil,  their 
feelings,  and  their  fame,  are  separated  from  them  by  time,  by  death, 
by*  estrangement — nay,  sometimes  by  treason.  Commons  is  off,  dis- 
appearing noiseless  into  the  deep  night,  whilst  his  comrades  perform 
the  work  of  danger ;  and  Bulger, — Bulger,  who  in  the  above  scene 
acts,  so  gallant  a  part,  and  in  whom  Mr.  Freeny  places  so  much  con- 
fidence— actually  went  away  to  England,  carrying  off  "  some  plate, 
some  shirts,  a  gold  watch,  and  a  diamond  ring "  of  the  Captain's ; 
and,  though  he  returned  to  his  native  country,  the  valuables  did  not 
return  with  him,  on  which  the  Captain  swore  be  would  blow  his  brains 
out  As  for  poor  Grace,  he  was  hanged,  much  to  his  leader's  sorrow, 
who  says  of  him  that  he  was  "  the  faithfuUest  of  his  spies."  Motley 
was  sent  to  Naas  gaol  for  the  very  robbery  :  and  though  Captain 
Freeny  does  not  mention  his  ultimate  fate,  'tis  probable  he  was  hanged 
too.  Indeed,  the  warrior's  life  is  a  hard  one,  and  over  misfortunes  like 
these  the  feeling  heart  cannot  but  sigh. 

But,  putting  out  of  the  question  the  conduct  and  fate  of  the 
Captain's  associates,  let  us  look  to  his  own  behaviour  as  a  leader. 
It  is  impossible  not  to  admire  his  serenity,  his  dexterity,  that  dashing 
impetuosity  in  the  moment  of  action  and  that  aquiline  ftw^-i/'drt/ which 
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beloi^  to  but  few  generals.  He  it  is  who  leauls  the  fissaull,  smashing 
in  the  window  with  a.  sledge ;  be  bursts  open  the  Colonel's  door,  who 
says  (naturally  enough),  "  Odds- wounds  I  who's  there?"  "A  friwid, 
sir,"  says  Freeny.  "  You  Ee  !  bjr  G-d,  you  are  no  friend  of  mine  !  " 
roars  the  military  blasphemer.  "  I  then  said  that  I  was,  and  kis 
reitUioft  also,  and  that  if  he  viewed  me  close  he  would  know  me,  and 
begged  of  him  not  to  be  angry  ;  upon  -wkick .  I  immediaiely  stixed  a 
brace  of  pistols  which  I  observed  hanging  up  in  his  room."  That  is 
something  lilte  presence  of  mind  :  none  of  your  brutal  braggadocio 
work,  but  neat,  wary— nay,  sportive  bearing  in  the  face  of  danger. 
And  again,  on  the  second  visit  to  the  Colonel's  room,  when  the  latter 
bids  httn  "go  out  for  a  villain,  and  not  breed  a  disturbance,"  what 
reply  makes  Freeny  ?  "  At  Ike  same  time  I  snatched  his  breecket  from 
under  his  head."  A  coimnon  man  would  never  have  thought  of  look- 
ing for  them  in  such  a  place  at  all.  The  difEculty  about  the  key  he 
resolves  in  quite  aa  Alexandrian  manner ;  and,  from  the  specimen  we 
aheady  have  had  of  the  Colonel's  style  of  speaking,  we  may  fancy  how 
fdrocioUsly  he  lay  in  bed  and  swore,  after  Captain  Freeny  and  his 
friends  had  disappeared  with  the  ninety  guineas,  the  moidores,  the 
fouc-pound  piece,  and  the  glove  with  twenty-eight  guineas  in  silver. 

A^  for  the  plate,  he  hid  it  in  a  wood ;  and  then,  being  out  of 
danger,  he  sat  down  and  paid  everybody  his  deserts.  By  the  way, 
what  a  strange  difference  of  opinion  is  there  about  a  man's  deserts! 
Here  sits  Captain  Freeny  with  a  company  of  gentlejnen,  and  awards 
them  a  handsome  sum  of  money  for  an  action  which  other  people 
would  have  remunerated  with  a  halter.  Which  are  right?  perhaps 
both  :  but  at  any  rate  it  wilt  be  admitted  that  the  Captain  takes  the 
humane  view  of  the  question. 

The  greatest  enemy  Captain  Freeny  had  was  Counsellor  Robbins, 
a  son  of  his  old  patron,  and  one  of  the  most  delenjiined  thief-pursuers 
the  country  ever  knew.  But  though  he  was  imtiring  in  his  efforts  to 
capture  (and  of  course  to  hang)  Mr,  Freeny,  and.  though  the  latter  was 
strongly  urged  by  his  friends  to  blow  the  Counsellor's  brains  out ;  yet, 
to  his  immortal  honour  it  is  said,  he  refused  that  temptation,  agreeable 
as  it  was,  declaring  that  he  had  eaten  too  much  of  that  family's  bread 
ever  to  take  the  life  of  one  of  them,  and  bang  besides  quite  aware 
that  the  Counsellor  was  only  acting  gainst  hun  in  a  public  edacity. 
He  respected  him,  in  fact,  hke  an  honourable  though  terrible 
adversary. 

How  deep  a  stratagem-inventor  the  Counsellor  was,  may  be  gathered 
from  the  following  narration  of  one  of  his  plans  ;— 

"  Counsellor  Robbins  finding  his  brother  had  not  got  intelligence 
that  was  sutBcient  to  carry  any  reasonable  foundation  for  apprehending 
us,  walked  out  as  if  merely  for  exercise,  till  he  met  with  a  person  whom 
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he  thought  he  could  cOufide  in,  and  desired  the  person  to  meet  hun  at 
a  private  place  appointed  for  that  purpose,  which  they  did ;  and  he 
told  that  pecsOQ  he  had  a  veiy  good  opinion  of  him,  from  the  character 
received  from  his  father  of  him,  and  from  his  own  knowlec^e  of  him, 
and  hoped  that  the  person  would  then  show  hif  that  such  qrinioa  was 
not  ill  founded  The  person  assuring  the  CounseUor  he  would  do  all 
in  his  power  to  serve  and  oblige  tiim,  the  Counsellor  toU  him  how 
greatly  he  was  concerned  to  hear  the  scandalous  character  that  part  of 
the  country  (which  had  fonaerly  been  an  honest  one),  had.  lately  fallen 
into ;  that  it  was  said  that  a  gang  of  robbers  who  disturbed  the  country 
lived  thereabouts.  The  person  told  him  he  was  afraid  what  he  said  was 
too  tnie ;  and,  on  being  asked  whom  he  suspected,  he  named  the  aaiqe 
four  persons  Mr,  Robbim  had,  but  said  he  dare  not,  for  fear  of  being 
murdeied,  be  too  inquisitive,  and  therefore  could  not  say  anything 
material.  The  Counsellor  asked  him  if  he  knew  where  there  was  any 
private  ale  to  be  sold ;  and  he  said  Moll  Burke,  who  lived  near  the  end 
of  Mr.  Robbing's  avenue,  had  a  barrel  or  half  a  barrel.  The  Counsellor 
then  gave  the  person  a  moidore,  and  desired  him  to  go  to  Thomas- 
town,  and  buy  two  or  three  gaUons  of  wliisky,  and  bring  it  to  Moll 
Burke's,  and  invite  as  many  as  he  suspected  to  be  either  principals  or 
accessories  to  take  a  drink,  and  make  them  drink  very  heartily,  and 
when  he  found  they  were  fuddled,  and  not  sooner,  To  tell  some  of  the 
hastiest  that  some  other  had  aaid  some  bad  things  of  them,  so  as  to 
provoke  them  to  abuse  and  quarrel  with  each  other ;  and  then,  pro- 
bably, in  their  liquor  and  passion,  they  might  make  some  discoveries 
of  each  other,  as  may  enable  the  Counsellor  to  get  some  one  of  the 
gang  to  discover  and  accuse  the  rest. 

"  The  person  accordingly  got  the  whisky  and  invited  a  good  many 
to  drink ;  but  the  CounsellOT  beii^  then  at  his  brother's,  a  few  only 
went  to  Moll  Burke's,  the  rest  being  afraid  to  venture  while  the  Coun- 
sellor was  in  the  neighbourhood  i  among  those  who  met  there  was  one 
Moll  Brophy,  the  wife  of  Mr.  Robbins's  smith,  and  one  Edmund  or 
Edward  Stapieton,  otherwise  Gaul,  who  lived  thereabouts  ;  and  when 
they  had  drank  plentifully,  the  Counsellor's  spy  totd  Moll  Brophy  that 
Gaul  had  said  she  had  gone  astray  with  some  persons  or  other :  she 
then  abused  Gaul,  and  told  him  he  was  one  of  Freeny's  accomplices, 
for  that  he,  Gaul,  had  told  her  he  had  seen  Colonel  PoUiser's  watch 
with  Frceny,  and  that  Freeny  had  told  him,  Gaul,  that  John  Welsh  and 
the  two  Graces  had  been  with  him  at  the  robbery. 

"  The  company  on  their  qnarrel  broke  up,  and  the  next  morning 
the  spy  met  the  Counsellor  at  the  place  appointed,  at  a  distance  &om 
Mr.  Robbins's  house,  to  prevent  suspicion,  and  there  toH  the  Coun- 
sellor what  intelligence  he  had  got  The- Counsellor  not  being  then  a 
justice  of  the  peace,  got  his  brother  to  send  for  MoU  Brophy  to  be 
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examined ;  but  when  she  came,  she  refused  to  be  sworn  or  to  give  any 
evidence,  and  thereupon  the  Coonsellcr  had  her  tied  and  put  on  a  car 
in  order  to  be  carried  to  gaol  on  a  mittimus  from  Mr,  Robbins,  for 
refusing  to  give  evidence  on  behalf  of  the  Crown.  When  she  found 
she  would  really  ht.  sent  to  gaol,  she  submitted  to  be  sworn,  and  the 
Counsellor  drew  from  her  what  she  had  said  the  night  before,  and 
something  further,  and  desired  her  not  to  tell  anybody  what  she  had 

Bat  if  the  Counsellor  was  acute,  were  there  not  others  as  clever  as 
he  ?  For  when,  in  consequence  of  the  information  of  Mrs.  Brophy, 
some  gentlemen  who  had  been  engaged  in  the  burglarious  enterprises 
in  which  Mr.  Freeny  obtained  so  much  honour  were  seized  and  tried, 
Freeny  came  forward  with  the  best  of  arguments  in  their  favour. 
Indeed,  it  is  fine  to  see  these  two  great  spirits  matched  one  against  the 
other,— the  Counsellor,  with  all  the  regular  force  of  the  country  to  back 
him,— the  H^hway  General,  with  but  the  wild  resources  of  his  gallant 
genius,  and  with  cunning  and  bravery  for  his  chief  aUies. 

"  1  lay  by  for  a  considerable  time  after,  and  concluded  within 
myself  to  do  no  more  mischief  till  after  the  assiies,  when  I  would  hear 
how  it  went  with  the  men  who  were  then  in  confinement.  Some  time 
before  the  assizes  Counsellor  Robbins  came  to  Ballyduff,  and  told  bis 
brother  that  he  Relieved  Anderson  and  Welsh  were  guilty,  and  also 
said  he  would  endeavour  to  have  them  both  hanged  :  of  which  I  was 
informed. 

"  Soon  after,  I  went  to  the  house  of  one  George  Roberts,  who 
asked  me  if  I  had  any  regard  for  those  fellows  who  were  then  confined 
(meaning  Anderson  and  Welsh).  I  told  him  I  had  a  regard  for  one  of 
them  :  upon  which  he  said  he  had  a  friend  who  was  a  man  of  power 
and  interest, — that  he  would  save  either  of  them,  provided  I  would  give 
him  five  guineas.  I  told  him  I  would  give  him  ten,  and  the  first  gold 
watch  I  could  get ;  whereupon  he  said  that  it  was  of  no  use  to  speak 
to  his  friend  without  the  money  or  value,  for  that  he  was  a  mercenary 
man  :  on  which  I  told  Roberts  I  had  not  so  much  money  at  that  time,  ■ 
but  that  I  would  give  him  my  watch  as  a  pledge  to  give  his  friend.  I 
then  gave  him  my  watch,  and  desired  him  to  engage  that  I  would  pay 
the  money  which  1  promised  to  pay,  or  give  value  for  it  in  plate,  in  two 
or  three  nights  after ;  upon  which  he  engaged  that  his  friend  would  act 
the  needful.  Then  we  appointed  a  night  to  meet,  and  we  accordingly 
met ;  and  Roberts  told  me  that  his  friend  agreed  to  save  Anderson  and 
Welsh  from  the  gallows ;  whereupon  1  gave  him  a  plate  tankard,  value 
lo/.,  a  large  ladle,  value  4/.,  with  some  tablespoons.  The  assizes  of 
Kilkenny,  in  spring,  1748,  coming  on  soon  after.  Counsellor  Robbins 
bad  Welsh  transmitted  from  Naas  to  Kilkenny,  in  order  to  give  evi- 
dence against  Anderson  and  Welsh ;  and  they  were  tried  for  Mrs. 
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Mounford's  robbery,  on  the  evidence  of  Jobn  Welsh  and  others.  The 
physic  working  well,  six  of  the  jury  were  for  finding  them  guilty,  and 
six  more  for  acquitting  them ;  and  the  other  six  finding-  them  per- 
emptory,  and  that  Ibey  were  resolved  to  starve  the  others  into  com- 
[fiance,  as  they  say  they  may  do  by  law,  were  for  their  own  sakes 
obliged  to  comply  with  them,  and  they  were  acquitted.  On  which 
Counsellor  Robbins  began  to  smoke  the  affair,  and  suspect  the  opera- 
tjon  of  gold  dust,  which  was  wdl  applied  for  my  conuades,  and  there- 
upon left  the  court  in  a  rage,  and  swore  he  would  for  ever  quit  the 
country,  since  he  found  people  were  not  satisfied  with  protecting  and 
saving  the  rogues  they  had  under  themselves,  but  must  also  show  that 
they  could  and  would  oblige  others  to  have  rogues  under  them  whether 
they  would  or  no." 

Here  Counsellor  Robbins  certainly  loses  that  greatness  which  has 
-distinguished  him  in  his  former  attack  on  Freeny ;  the  Counsellor  is 
defeated  and  loses  his  tempier.  Like  Napoleon,  he  is  unequal  to 
reverses :  in  adverse  fortune  his  presence  of  mind  deserts  him. 

But  what  call  had  he  to  be  in  a  passion  at  all  ?  It  may  be  very 
well  for  a  man  to  be  in  a  rage  because  he  is  disappointed  of  his  prey  : 
•  so  is  the  hawk,  when  the  dove  escapes,  in  a  rage;  but  let  us  reflect 
that,  had  Counsellor  Robbins  bad  bis  will,  two  honest  fellows  would 
have  been  hanged  :  and  so  let  us  be  heartily  tbankfid  that  he  was  dis- 
appointed,  and  that  thesemenwereacquittedby  ajury  of  theircountry- 
men.  What  right  had  the  Counsellor,  forsooth,  to  interfere  with  their 
verdict  f  Not  against  Irish  juries  at  least  does  the  old  satire  apply, 
"And  culprits  hang  that  jurymen  may  dine?"  At  Kilkenny,  on  the 
contrary,  the  jurymen  starve  in  order  that  the  culprits  might  be  saved 
— a  noble  and  humane  act  of  self-denial. 

In  another  case,  stem  justice,  and  the  law  of  self-preservation,  com- 
pelled Mr.  Freeny  to  take  a  very  different  course  with  respect  to  one  of 
his  ex-associates.    In  the  fonner  instance  we  have  seen  him  pawning  his 
watch,  giving  up  tankard,  tablespoons — all,  for  his  suffering  friends  ; 
,  here  we  have  his  niethod  of  dealing  with  traitors. 

Oneof  his  friends,  bythe  name  of  Dooling,  was  taken  prisoner,  and 
condemned  to  be  hatred,  which  gave  Mr,  Freeny,  he  says,  "a  great 
shock  ; "  but  presently  this  Doolmg's  fears  were  worked  upon  by  some 
traitors  within  the  gaol,  and— 

"  He  then  consented  to  discover ;  but  I  had  a  friend  in  gaol  at  the 
same  time,  one  Patrick  Healy,  who  daily  insinuated  to  him  that  it  was 
of  no  use  or  advantage  to  him  to  discover  anything,  as  he  received 
sentence  of  death ;  and  that,  after  he  had  made  a  discovery,  they  would 
leave  him  as  he  was,  without  troiibling  themselves  about  a  reprieve. 
But  notwithstanding,  be  told  the  gentlemen  that  there  was  a  man  i/ind 
efan  eye  -wh^  had  a  bay  mare,  that  lived  at  the  other  side  of  Thomas- 
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town  bridge,  wAoix  he  assured  them  voiild  b«  very  troublesome  in  tliat 
nSighbtnirhood  after  Ma  death.  When  Healy  discovered  what  he  told 
the  geatlemen,  he  one  ii%ht  took  an  opportunity  and  made  Dooling 
fiiddle<^  and  prerailed  opon  him  to  take  his  oath  he  never  would  give 
the  least  faint  about  me  any  more.  He  also  told  him  the  penalty  that 
attended  inMngingupon  his  oath — but  more  especially  as  he  was  at 
that  time  near  his  end'— which  had  the  desired  effect ;  for  he  never 
mentioned  nqr  name,  nor  eren  anything  relative  to  me,"  and  so  went 
out  of  He  wc^d  repeotii^  of  his  meditated  treason, 

,  What  forther  ci^kiits  Mr.  Freeny  performed  may  be  learned  by 
the  curious  in  his  histiwy  :  they  are  all,  it  need  scarcely  be  said,  of  a 
similar  nature  to  that  noble  action  which  has  already  been  described. 
His  escapes  from  his  enemies  were  marvellous  ;  his  courage  in  feeing 
them  equally  great  He  is  attacked  by  whole  "  armies,"  through  which 
he  makes  his  way ;  wounded,  he  lies  in  the  woods  for  days  together 
with  three  bullets  in  his  leg,  and  in  this  condition  manges  to  escape 
several  "armies"  that  have  beed  matched  against  him.  He  is  sup- 
posed to  be  dead,  or  travelling  on  the  continent,  and  suddenly  makes 
his  appearance  in  his  old  haunts,  advertising  hia  arrival  by  robbing  ten 
men  on  the  highway  in  a  singlis  day.  And  so  terrible  is  his  courage,  or 
so  popular  his  manners,  that  he  describes  scores  of  labourers  looking 
on  whita  hia  Wplcitswere  performed,  and  not  affording  the  least  dd  to 
the  roadside  traveller  whom  he  vanquished. 

'  Bat  numbers  always  prevail  in  the  end  ;  what  could  Leonidas 
himsdf  do  against  an  army  ?  The  gallant  band  of  brothers  led  by 
Freeny  were  so  pursued  by  the  indefatigable  Robbins  and  his  myrmi- 
dons, that  there  was  po  h<^  left  for  them,  and  the  Captain  saw  that ' 
he  must  succumb. 

He  reasoned,  however,  with  himself  (with  his  usual  keen  lo^c],  and 
said:"  Mymcn  must  fall,— the  world  is  too  strong  for  us,  and,  to-day, 
or  to-moFTOV — it  matters  scarcely  when^they  must  yidd.  TTiey  will 
be  hanged  for  a  caiaint)-,  and  thiis  will  disappear  the  nobleat  company 
of  kn^hts  the  world  has  ever  seen. 

'  **  But  as  they  will  certainly  be  banged,  and  no  power  of  mine  can 
save  them,  ia it  necessary  that  I'  should  follow  them  too  to  the  tree? 
and  will  James  Bulger's  &te  be  awhit  more  agreeable  to  him,  because 
James  Freeny  dangles  at  his  side  ?  To  suppose  so,  would  be  to  admit 
that  he  was  actuated  by  a  savage  feeling  of  revenge,  which  I  know 
bel(»igs  not  to  his  generous  nature." 

Iha  word,  Mr,  Freeny  resolved  to  turn  king's  evidence;  forthougb 
he  swore  (in  a  communication  'with  the  implacable  Robbins)  that  he 
would  lather  die  than  betray  Bulger,  yet  when  the  Counsellor  stated 
that  h«  nm^t  Aen  die,  Fieeny  says, "  I  promised  to  mbmh,  and  uttder- 
si90d  that  Sttlger  ^oKld  be  sit.' -■ 
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Accocdin^T  some  diyS  aftemstrds  (dtliougli  the  Captain  carefully 
avoids  mentioning:  that  he  bad  met  his  frimd  with  any  such  intentions 
as  those  indicated  in>  tiie  last  pars^raph)  he  and  Mr.  Bulger  cftme 
togetheri  and,  straagdy.enough,'it  was  agreed  that  the  one  was  to 
sleep  while  the  other  kept  watch;' and,  while  thus  employed;  die 
enemy  came  upon,  them.  But  let  Freeny  describe  for  himself  the  last 
passages  of  his  history : 

"We  then. went  to  Welsh's  house,  with  a  view  not  to  make  %ny 
delay  there;  but,  taking  a  glass  eirtraordinary  after  supper,  Bulger 
fell  asleep.  Welsh,  in  the  meantime,  told  me  his  house  was  the  safest ' 
place  I  could  get  in. that  neighbourhood,  and  while  I  remained  there 
1  would  be  Teiy  safe,  provided  that  no  person  knew  of  my  coming ' 
there  (I  had  not  acquainted  him  that  Breen  knew  of  my  coming  that 
way).  ■  1  told  Weldi  that,  as  Bulger  was  asleep,  I  would  not  go  to  bed 
till  ffiorning  :  upon  which  Welsh  and  I  stayed  up  aU  nigh^  and  In  the 
'  morning  Welsh  said  that  he  and  his  wife'had  a  call  to  Callen,  it.being 
market-day.  About  nine  o'clock  I  went  and  awoke  Bulger,  desiring 
him  to  get  np  and  guard  ms  whilst  I  slept,  as  1  guai^ed  him  all  night ; 
he  said  he  wo^ld,  and  then  I  wentto  bedchai^ngfiim  to  watch  clese,' 
for  feat  we  should  be  surprised.  I  put  my  blunderbuss  and  two-Cases 
of  pistols  under  my  head,  and  soon  fell  fast  asleep.  In  two  hours 
after  the ,  servant-girl  of  the  house,  seeing  an  enemy  conung  into  the 
yard,  nan  Tip,  to  the  room  where  we  were,  and  s'aid  that  there  were  an 
hundred  men  coming  into  the  yard ;  upton  which  Bulger  immediately 
awoke  me,. and,  taking  ap  my  blundbrfaussj  he  fired  a  shot  towards  the 
door,  which  wounded  Mr.  Burgess,  one  of  the  sheriffs  of  Kilkenny,  of 
which  wound  he  died.  They  concluded  to  set  the  house  on  fire  about 
us,  which  they  accordingly  did ;  iipon  which  1  took  my  fusee  in  one 
hand),  and  a  pistol  in  the  other,  and  Bulger  did  the  like,  and  as  we 
came  out  of  the  door,  we  fired  on  both  sides,  imagining  it  to  be  the 
best  method'  of  dispersing  the  enemy,  who  were  on  both  sides  of  the 
door.  We  got  through  them,  but  they  tired  after  us,  and  as  Bnlger  was 
leaping  over  a  ditch  he  received  a  shot  in  the  small  of  the  leg,  which 
rendered  him  incapable  of  running ;  but,  getting  into  a  field,  where  1 
had  the  ditch  between  me  and  the  enemy,  I  still  walled  slowly  with 
Bulger,  till  I  thought  the  eoemy  were  within  shot  of  the  ditch,  and  then 
wheeled  badk  to  the  ditch  and  presented  my  fusee  at  them.  They  all 
drew  back  and  wwit  for  their  horses  to  ride  round,  as  the  field  was  wide 
and  open,  and  without  cover  except  the  ditch.  When  I  discovered  their 
intention  I  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  field,  and  one  of  the  gentlemen's 
servants  (there  were  fourteen  in  number)  rode  foremost  towards  me ;  - 
upon:n4uch:i  told  the  Bin  of  a  eow^d  I  believed  hti  had  no  more' 
than  fire  pounds  a  year  from  his  tnastdr,  and  that  I  would  pirt  hllh  In-' 
such  a  condition  that  his  master  would  not  nuunt^  him  aftonrards.- 
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To  wbich  he  answered  that  he  had  no  view  of  doing  us  any  hann,  but 
tba.t  he  was  commanded  by  his  master  to  ride  so  near  us  ;  and  then 
immediately  rode  back  to  the  enemy,  who  were  coming  towards  him. 
They  rode  almost  within  shot  of  us,  and  I  observed  they  intended  to 
surround  us  in  the  field,  and  prevent  me  from  having  any  recourse  to 
the  ditch  again.  Bulger  was  at  this  lime  so  bad  with  the  wound,  that 
he  could  not  go  one  step  without  leaning  on  my  shoulder.  At  length, 
seeing  the  enemy  coming  within  shot  of  me,  I  laid  down  my  fusee  and 
stripped  off  my  coat  and  waistcoat,  and  running  towards  them,  cried 
out, '  You  sons  of  cowards,  come  on,  and  I  will  blow  your  brains  out  \ ' 
On  which  they  returned  back,  and  then  I  walked  easy  to  the  place 
where  I  left  my  clothes,  and  put  them  on,  and  Bulger  and  I  walked 
Idsurely  some  distance  further.  The  enemy  came  a  second  time,  and 
I  occasioned  them  to  draw  back  as  before,  and  then  we  walked  to  Lord 
Dysart's  deer-park  wall.  I  got  up  the  wall  and  helped  Bulger  up.  The 
oiemy,  who  still  pursued  us,  though  not  within  shot,  seeing  us  on  the 
wall,  one  of  them  fired  a  random  shot  at  us  to  no  purpose.  We  got 
safe  over  the  wall,  and  went  from  thence  into  my  Lord  Dysart's  wood, 
where  Bulger  said  he  would  remain,  thinking  it  a  safe  place ;  but  I 
told  him  he  would  be  safer  anywhere  else,  for  the  anny  of  Kilkenny 
and  Callen  would  be  soon  about  the  wood,  aad  that  he  would  be  taken 
if  he  stayed  there.  Besides,  as  I  was  very  averse  to  betraymg  him  at 
all,  I  could  not  bear  the  thoughts  of  his  being  taken  in  my  company 
by  any  party  but  Lord  Carrick's.  I  then  brought  him  about  half  a 
mile  beyond  the  wood,  and  left  him  there  in  a  brake  of  briers,  and 
looking  towards  the  wood  I  saw  it  surrounded  by  the  aimy.  There 
was  a  cabin  near  that  place  where  I  fixed  Bulger:  he  said  he  would 
go  to  it  at  night,  and  he  would  send  for  some  of  his  friends  to  take 
care  of  him.  It  was  then  almost  two  o'clock,  and  we  were  four  hours 
going  to  that  place,  which  was  about  two  miles  from  Welz's  house. 
Imagining  that  there  were  spies  fixed  on  all  the  fords  and  by-roads 
between  that  place  and  the  mountain,  I  went  towards  the  bounds  of 
the  county  Tipperary,  where  I  arrived  about  nightfall,  and  going  to  a 
cabin,  I  asked  whether  there  was  any  drink  sold  near  that  place.  The 
man  of  the  house  said  there  was  not;  and  as  1  was  very  much  fatigued, 
I  sat  down,  and  there  refreshed  myself  with  what  the  cabin  afforded. 
I  then  tiered  of  the  man  to  sell  me  a  pair  of  his  brogues  and  stockings, 
as  I  was  then  barefooted,  which  he  accordingly  did.  I  quitted  the 
house,  went  through  Kmsheenah  and  Poulacoppal,  and  having  so  many 
thorns  in  my  feet,  I  was  obliged  to  go  barefooted,  and  went  to 
^eedelagh,  and  through  the  mountains,  till  1  came  within  four  miles 
of  Waterfbrd,  and  going  into  a  cabin,  the  man  of  the  house  took 
«ghteen  thorns  out  of  the  soles  of  my  feet,  and  I  remained  ia  and 
about  that  place  for  some  time  after. 
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"  In  tiie  meantime  a  friend  of  mine  was  told  that  it  was  impossible 
for  me  to  escape  death,  for  Bulger  had  turned  against  me,  and  that  his 
friends  and  Stack  were  resolved  upon  my  life  ;  but  the  person  who 
told  my  friend  so,  also  said,  that  if  my  friend  would  set  Bulger  and 
Breen,  I  might  get  a  pardon  through  the  Earl  of  Carrick's  means  and 
Counsellor  Robbins's  interest.  My  friend  said  that  he  wat  sure  I 
would  not  censenl  to  such  a  thing,  but  tht  best  way  was  to  do  it 
unknown  to  mej  and  my  friend  accordingly  set  Bulger,  who  was  taken 
by  .the  Earl  of  Carrick  and  his  party,  and  Mr.  Fitzgerald,  and  six  of 
Counsellor  Robbins's  soldiers,  and  committed  to  Kilkenny  gaol.  He 
was  three  days  in  gaol  before  1  heard  he  was  taken,  being  at  that  time 
twenty  miles  distant  from  the  neighbourhood;  nor  did  1  hear  from  him 
or  see  him  since  I  left  him  near  Lord  Dysart's  wood,  till  a  friend  came 
and  told  me  it  was  to  preserve  my  hfe  and  to  fiiUil  my  articles  that 
Bulger  was  taken." 

"  Finding  1  was  suspected,  I  withdrew  to  a  neighbouring  wood 
and  concealed  myself  there  till  night,  and  then  went  to  Ballyduff  to 
Mr.  Fitzgerald  and  surrendered  myself  to  him,  till  I  could  write  to  my 
Lord  Carrick ;  which  1  did  immediately,  and  gave  him  an  account  of 
what  I  escaped,  or  that  I  would  have  gone  to  Ballylynch  and  surren- 
dered myself  there  to  him,  and  begged  his  lordship  to  send  a  guard 
fur  me  to  conduct  me  to  his  house — which  he  did,  and  I  remained 
there  for  a  few  days, 

"  He  then  sent  me  to  Kilkenny  gaol  [  and  at  the  summer  assizes 
following,  James  Bulger,  Patrick  Hacket  otherwise  Bristeen,  Martin 
Millea,  John  Stack,  Felix  Donelly,  Edmund  Kenny,  and  James  Larrasy 
were  tried,  convicted,  and  executed;  and  at  spring  assizes  following, 
George  Roberts  was  tried  for  receiving  Colonel  Palliser's  gold  watch 
knowing  it  to  be  stolen,  but  was  acquitted  on  account  of  exceptions 
taken  to  my  pardon,  which  prevented  my  giving  evidence.  At  the 
following  assizes,  when  I  had  got  a  new  pardon,  Roberts  was  again 
tried  for  receiving  the  tankard,  ladle,  and  silver-spoons  from  me  know- 
ing them  to  be  stolen,  and  was  convicted  and  executed.  At  the  same 
assizes,  John  Reddy,  my  instructor,  and  Martin  Millea,  were  also  tried, 
convicted,  and  executed" 

And  so  they  were  all  hanged  :  James  Bulger,  Patrick  Hacket  or 
Bristeen,  Martin  Millea,  John  Stack  and  Felix  Donelly,  and  Edmund 
Kenny  and  James  Larrasy,  with  Rpberts  who  received  the  Colonel's 
watch,  the  tankard,  ladle,  and  the  silver  spoons,  were  all  convicted 
and  executed.  Their  names  drop  naturally  into  blank  verse.  It  is 
hard  upon  poor  George  Roberts  too  :  for  the  walch  he  received  was 
no  doubt  in  the  very  inexpressibles  which  the  Captain  himself  took 
from  the  Colonel's  head, 
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As  for  the  Captain  himself,  he  safs  that,  on  going  out  of  gaol, 
Counsellor  Robbins  and  Lord  Cairick  proposed  a  subscription  for  him 
— in  which,  strangely,  the  gentlemen  of  the  county  would  not  join,  and 
so  that  scheme  came  to  nothing ;  and  so  he  published  his'  memoirs  in 
order  to  get  himself  a  little  money.  Many  a- man  has  taken  up  the 
pen  under  similar  circumstances  of  necessity. 

But  what  became  of  Captain  Freeny  afterwards  does  riot  appear, 
Wa^  he  an  honest  man  ever  after  ?  Was  he  hanged  for  subsequent 
misdemeanors!'  It  matters  little  to  him  now;  though,  perhaps, 
one  cannot  help  feeling  a  little  wish  that  the  latter  &te  may  have 
beMen  bim. 

Whatever  his  death  was,  however,  the  history  of  his  life  has  been 
one  of  the  most  popular  books  ever  knovni  in  this  country.  It  formed 
the  class-book  in  those  rustic  universities  which  are  now  rapidly  dis- 
appearing from  among  the  hedges  of  Ireland.  And  lest  any  English 
reader  should,  on  account  of  its  lowness,  quarrel  with  the  introduction 
here  of  this  strange  picture  of  wild  courage  and  daring,  let  him  be 
reconciled  by  the  moral  at  the  end,  which,  in  the  persons  of  Bulger 
and  the  rest,  hangs  at  the  beam  before  Kilkenny  gaoL 
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"  Sevbn  hills  lias  Rome,  seven  mouths  has  Nilua'  stream, 
Around  the  Pole  seren  bamiDg  planets  gleam. 
Twice  equal  these  i«  G^vay,  Connanght's  Rome  : 
Twice  seven  illustrioui  tribes  here  find  their  home.* 
Twice  seven  feir  towen  the  city's  ramparts  guard : 
Each  house  within  ts  built  of  marble  bard. 
With  lofty  turret  flanked,  twice  seven  the  gates. 
Through  twice  seven  bridges  water  permeates. 
In  the  high  church  are  twice  seven  altars  raised. 
At  each  a  holy  saint  and  patron's  praised. 
Tvrice  seven  the  convents  dedicate  to  heaven, — 
Seven  for  the  female  sex— forgodly  fathers  seven."  f 

HAVING  read  in  Hardimaji's  History  the  quaint  inscription  in 
Irisb  Latin,  of  which  the  above  lines  are  a  version,  and  looked 
admiiingly  at  the  old  plans  of  Galway  which  are  to  be  found  in  the 
same  work,  I  was  in  hopes  to  have  seen  in  the  town  some  considerable 


"Ath^,  BlalK,  BadUa,  Broinu^  Dcua,  £la(ie]r,  Fiiadu, 
Joyce,  Morech,  SLercth,  FoDtc,  Kizowui,  *f»^"j  LyDche." 
t  If  the  nide  old  verses  are  not  very  remarkable  in  qoalitj,  in  planiifytbef 
are  still  more  deficient,  and  ti^  some  dire  liberties  with  the  laws  laid  down  b 
the  Gradus  and  the  Grammar : 

Galvia,  Polo  Niloque  bia  zqiui.    Ronu  CoqaditiB, 
Bu  Kplem  illuKrea  hat  colit  ilia  cribuL 


pTiDdp4  iat  viptnm  fiilgmt  alLmjia  tempto, 


r,<.-,7=rir,  Google 


40*  THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 

remains  of  its  former  splendour,  in  spite  of  a  wambg  to  tbe  contrary 
which  the  learned  Iiistoriagrapher  gives. 

T^e  old  city  certainly  has  some  relics  of  its  former  stateliness  ; 
and,  indeed,  is  the  only  town-  in  Ireland  I  have  seen  where  an  anti- 
quary can  find  much  subject  for  study,  or  a  lover  of  the  picturesque  ait 
occasion  for  using  his  penciL  It  is  a  wild,  fierce,  and  most  original 
old  town.  Joyce's  Castle  in  one  of  the  principal  streets,  a  huge  square 
gray  tower,  with  many  carvings  and  ornaments,  is  a  gallant  relic  of 
its  old  days  of  prosperity,  and  gives  one  an  awful  idea  of  the  tene- 
ments which  the  other  families  inhabited,  and  which  are  designed  in 
the  interesting  plate  which  Mr.  Hardiman  gives  in  his  work.  The- 
Collegiate  Church,  too,  is  still  extant,  without  its  fourteen  altars,  and 
looks  to  be  something  between  a  church  and  a  castle,  and  as  if  it 
should  be  served  by  Templars  with  sword  and  helmet  in  place  of  mitr« 
and  crosier.  The  old  houses  in  the  Main  Street  are  like  fortresses ; 
the  windows  look  into  a  court  within ;  there  is  but  a  small  low  door, 
and  a  few  grim  windows  peering  suspiciously  into  the  street. 

Then  there  is  Lombard  Street,  otherwise  called  Deadman's  Lane, 
ivith  a  raw-head  and  cross-bones  and  a  "  memento  mori "  over  the 
door  where  the  dreadful  tragedy  of  the  Lynches  was  acted  in  1493. 
If  Galway  is  the  Rome  of  Connaught,  James  Lynch  Fitzstephen,  the 
Mayor,  may  be  considered  as  the  Lucius  Junius  Brutus  thereof! 
Lynch  had  a  son  who  went  to  Spain  as  master  of  one  of  his  father's 
ships,  and  being  of  an  extravagant,  wild  turn,  there  contracted  debts, 
and  drew  bills,  and  alarmed  his  father's  correspondent,  who  sent  a 
clerk  and  nephew  of  bis  own  back  in  young  Lynch's  ship  to  Gaiway 
to  settle  accounts.  On  the  fifteenth  day,  young  Lynch  threw  the 
Spaniard  overboard.  Coming  back  to  his  own  countty,  he  reformed 
his  life  a  little,  and  was  on  the  point  of  marrying  one  of  the  Blakes, 
Burkes,  Bodkins,  or  others,  when  a  seaman  who  had  sailed  with  him, 
being  on  the  point  of  death,  confessed  the  murder  in  which  he  had 
been  a  participator. 

Hereon  the  father,  who  was  chief  magistrate  of  the  town,  tried  his 
son,  and  sentenced  him  to  death ;  and  when  the  clan  Lynch  rose  in  a 
body  to  rescue  the  young  man,  and  avert  such  a  disgrace  from  their 
family,  it  is  said  that  Fitzstephen  Lynch  hung  the  culprit  with  his  own 
hand  A  tragedy  called  "The  Warden  of  Galway"  has  been  written 
on  the  subject,  and  was  acted  a  few  nights  before  my  arrival 

The  waters  of  Lough  Corrib,  which  "  permeate  "  imder  the  bridges 
of  the  town,  go  rushing  and  roaring  to  the  sea  with  a  noise  and  eager- 
ness only  known  in  Galway;  and  along  the  banks  you  see  all  sorts 
of  strange  figures  washing  all  sorts  of  wonderful  rags,  with  red  petti- 
coats and  redder  shanks  standing  in  the  stream.  Pigs  are  in  every 
street :  the  whole  town  shrieks  with  them.    There  are  numbers  of 
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idlers  on  the  bridges,  thousands  in  the  streets,  hulnming  and  swarming 
in  and  out  of  dark  old  ruinous  houses  ;  congregated  round  numberless 

'  apple-stalls,  nail-stajls,  battle-stalls,  pigsfoot-stalls ;  in  queer  old  shops, 
that  look  to  be  two  centuries  old  ;  loitering  about  warehouses,  ruined 
or  not ;  looking  at  the  washerwomen  washii^  in  the  river,  or  at  the 
fish-donkeys,  or  at  the  potato-stalls,  or  at  a  vessel  coming  in  to  the 
-quay,  or  at  the  boats  putting  out  to  sea. 


That  boat  at  the  quay,  by  the  little  old  gate,  is  bound  for  Arran- 
more ;  and  one  next  to  it  has  a  freight  of  passengers  for  the  clifis  of 
Mohir  on  the  Clare  coast;  and  as  the  sketch  is  taken,  a  hundred  of 
people  have  stopped  in  the  street  to  look  on,  and  are  buziing  behind 
in  Irish,  telling  the  Utile  boys  in  that  langu^e— who  will  persist  in 
placing  themselves  exactly  in  the  front  of  the  designer— to  get  out  of 
his  way:  which  they  do  for  some  time;  but  at  length  curiosity  is  so 
intense  that  you  are  entirely  hemmed  in  and  the  view  rendered  quite 
invisible,  A  sailor's  wife  comes  up— who  speaks  English— with  a  very 
wistful  face,  and  begins  to  hint  that  them  black  pictures  are  very  bad 
likenesses,  and  very  dear  too  for  a  poor  woman,  and  how  much  would 
a  painted  one  cost  does  his  honour  think  ?  And  ihe  has  her  husband 
that  is  going  to  sea  to  the  West  Indies  to-morrow,  and  she'd  give  any- 
thing to  have  a  picture  of  him.  So  I  made  bold  to  offer  to  take  his 
likeness  for  nothing.  But  he  never  came,  except  one  day  at  dinner, 
and  not  at  all  on  the  next  day,  though  I  stayed  on  purpose  to  accom- 
modate him.  It  is  true  that  it  was  pouring  with  rain  ;  and  as  EngUsh 
waterproof  cloaks  are  not  waterproof  in  Ireland,  the  traveller  who  has 
■but  one  coal  must  of  necessity  respect  it,  and  had. better  stay  where  he 
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is,  unless  lie  prefers  to  go  to  bed  while  be  bas  his  clothes  dried  at  the 
next  stage. 

The  houses  in  the  fashionable  street  where  the  club-bouse  stands  (a 
strong  buildii^,  with  an  agieeable  Old  Bailey  look^  have  the  appear- 
ance of  so  many  little  Newgates.  The  Catholic  chapels  are  numerous, 
unfinished,  and  ugly.  Great  warehouses  and  mills  rise  up  by  the 
stream,  or  in  the  midst  of  unfinished  streets  here  and  there ;  and  hand- 
some convents  with  their  gardens,  justice-houses,  barracks,  and  hospitals 
adorn  the  large,  poor,  bustling,  rough-and-ready -looking  town.  A  man 
who  sells  hunting-whips,  gunpowder,  guns,  fishing-tackle,  and  brass 
and  iron  ware,  has  a  few  books  on  his  counter ;    and  a  lady  in  a 


by-street,  who  c 


1  the  profession  of  a  milliner,  ekes  out  her 
}  regular  book-shops  that  I 

•  but  the  hedge-school  volumes  again.  They,  like 
Patrick  Spelman's  sign  (which  was  faithfully  copied 
1  the  town),  present  some  very  rude  flowers  of 
poetry  and  "entertainment"  of  an  eiceedingly 
humble  sort ;  but  such  shelter  is  not  to  be  despised 
when  no  better  is  to  be  had  :  nay,  possibly  its- 
novelty  may  be  piquant  to  some  readers,  as  an 
admirer  of  Shakspeare  will  occasionally  condescend 
]  listen  to  Mr.  Punch,  or  an  epicure  to  content 
himself  with  a  homely  dish  of  beans  and  bacon. 
When  Mr.  Kilroy's  waiter  has  drawn  the  window-curtains,  brought 
the  hot-water  for  the  whisky-negus,  a  pipe  and  a  "  screw"  of  tobacco,. 
and  two  huge  old  candlesticks  that  were  plated  once,  the  audience  may 
be  said  to  be  assembled,  and  after  a  little  overture  performed  on  the 
pipe,  the  second  night's  entertainment  begins  with  the  historical  tragedy 
of  the  "  Battle  of  Aughrim." 

Though  it  has  found  its  way  to  the  West  of  Ireland,  the  "  Battle  of 
Ai^hrim"  is  evidendy  by  a  Protestant  author,  a  great  enemy  of 
popoy  and  wooden  shoes  ;  both  of  which  principles  incarnate  in  the 
person  of  Saint  Ruth,  the  French  General  commanding  the  troops  sent 
'  by  Louis  XIV.  to  the  aid  of  James  II.,  meet  with  a  woful  downfall  at 
the  conclusion  of  the  piece.  It  must  have  been  written  in  the  re^  of 
Queon  Atme,  judging  from  some  loyal  compliments  which  are  paid  to 
Uiat  sovereign  in  the  play ;  which  is  also  modelled  upon  "  Cata" 

The  "Battle  of  Aughrim"  is  written  from  beginning  to  end  ia 
decasyllabic  verse  of  the  richest  sort ;  and  introduces  us  to  the  chiefs- 
ofWaiiam's  and  James's  armies.  On  the  English  side  we  have  Baron. 
Giitkell,  three  Generals,  and  two  Colonels ;  on  the  Irish,  Monsieur  Saint 
Ruth,  two  Generals,  two  Colonels,  and  an  English  gentleman  of  fortune, 
a  volunteer,  and  son  (^  no  less  aperson  than  Sir  Edmundbury  Godfrey. 
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There  are  two  ladies — Jemima,  the  Irish  Colonel  Talbot's  daughtw, 
in  love  with  Godfrey ;  and  Lucinda,  lady  of  Colonel  Herbert,  in  love 
with  her  lord.  And  the  deep  nature  df  the  tragedy  may  be  imagined 
when  it  is  stated  that  Colonel  Talbot  is  Idlled,  Colonel  Herbert  is 
killed,  Sir  Charles  Godfrey  is  killed,  and  Jemima  commits  suicide,  as 
resolved  not  to  survive  her  adorer.  St.  Ruth  is  also  killed,  and  the 
remaining  Irish  heroes  are  taken  prisoners  or  run  away.  Among  the 
supernumeraries  there  is  likewise  a  dreadful  slaughter. 

The  author,  however,  though  a  Protestant  is  an  Irishman  (there  are 
peculiarities  Id  his  pronunciation  which  belong  only  to  that  nation), 
and  as  far  as  course  goes,  he  allows  the  two  parties  to  be  pretty  equal 
The  scene  opens  with  a  martial  sound  of  kettle-drums  and  trumpets  in 
the  Irish  camp,  near  Athlone.  That  town  is  besieged  by  Ginkell,  and 
Monsieur  St.  Ruth  (despising  his  enemy  with  a  confidence  often  fatal 
to  Generals)  meditates  an  attack  on  the  besiegers'  lines,  if,  by  any 
chance,  the  besieged  garrison  be  not  in  a  condition  to  drive  them  off. 
After  discoursing  oa  the  postureofaff^rs,  and  letting  General  Sarsfield 
and  Colonel  O'Neil  know  his  hearty  contempt  of  the  English  and  their 
General,  all  parties,  after  protestations  of  patriotism,  indulge  in  hopes 
of  the  downfall  of  William.  St.  Ruth  says  he  will  drive  the  wolves 
and  lions'  cubs  away,  O'Neil  declares  he  scorns  the  revolution,  and, 
like  great  Cato,  smiles  at  persecution.  Sarsfield  longs  for  the  day 
"  when  our  Monks  and  Jesuits  shall  return,  and  holy  incense  on  our 
altars  bum."     When  , 

"  Enter  a  Post. 
' '  Fosl.     With  important  news  1  from  Athlone  am  wot, 

Be  pleased  f;p  lead  me  10  the  General'^  tent, 

"Sort.     Sehold  the  General  there.     Your  message  tell. 
"St.  SutA.     Declare  your  message.     Arc  our  friends  all  wdl  ? 
"Pail.     Pardon  me,  ar,  the  fatal  news  I  bring 

Like  vulture's  poison  every  heart  shall  sling. 

Athlone  is  lost  without  your  timely  aid. 

At  ax  this  moraiug  an  assault  was  made. 

When,  under  shelter  of  the  British  caimon. 

Their  grenadiers  in  armour  took  the  Sliannon, 

I.ed  by  brave  Captain  Sandys,  who  wiA/ame 

J^ungid  ta  Ail  middle  in  the  rapid  stream. 

He  led  them  through,  and  with  undaunted  ire 

He  gained  the  bank  in  spite  of  all  our  fire  ; 

Bong  bravely  followed  by  Ms  grenadiers 

Though  bullets  flew  like  hail  ahout  theu  ears. 

And  by  this  dme  they  eater  uncontrolled. 

"St.  Sulh.     Dare  all  the  force  of  England  be  so  bold 

T'  attempt  to  storm  so  brave  a  town,  when  I 

With  all  Hibemia's  sons  of  war  am  nigh? 
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Setum  :  and  if  tlie  Biitont  dare  pursue, 
TeU  them  St.  Ruth  U  near,  and  thai  wiU  da. 

"  Post.    Youi  aid  would  do  much  better  than  jour  Dam& 
"  St.  Ruth.    Bear  back  this  answer,  friend,  from  whence  jron  came. 
[ExU  Post" 
The  picture  of  brave  Sandys,  "who  with  fame  plunged  to  his 
middle  in  the  rapid  strame,"  is  not  a  bad  image  on  the  part  of  the 
Post ;  and  SL  Ruth's  reply, "  Tell  them  St.  Ruth  is  near,  and  that 
will  flfc,"    characteristic  of  the  vanity  of  his  nation.     But  Sarsfield 
knows  Britons  better,  and  pays  a  merited  compliment  to  their  valour : 
"  Sars.     Send  Speedy  succours  and  their  fate  prerent. 
You  know  not  yet  what  Britons  dare  attempt. 
I  know  the  English  Ibrtitode  is  such. 
To  boast  of  nothing,  though  they  haiaid  much. 
No  force  on  earth  their  fury  can  repd, 
Nor  would  they  By  from  all  the  dSrils  in  helL" 

Another  officer  arrives  ;  Athlone  is  really  taken,  St.  Ruth  gives  orders 
to  retreat  to  Augbrim,  and  Sarsfield,  in  a  rage,  first  challenges  him, 
and  then  vows  he  will  quit  the  army.  "  A  gleam  of  horror  does  my 
vitals  damp,"  says  the  Frenchman  (in  a  figure  of  speech  more 
remarkable  for  vigour  than  logic)  ;  "  I  fear  Lord  Lucan  has  forsook 
the  camp  !"  But  not  so  :  after  a  momentary  indignation,  Sarsfield 
returns  to  his  duty,  and  ere  long  is  recondled  with  his  vain  and 
■vacillating  chief. 

And  now  the  love  intrigue  begins.  Godfrey  enters,  and  states  Sir 
Charles  Godfrey  is  his  lawful  name  :  he  is  an  Englishman,  and  was  on 
his  way  to  join  Ginkell's  camp,  when  Jemima's  beauty  overcame  him  ; 
he  asks  Colonel  Talbot  to  besto*  on  him  the  lady's  hand.  The 
Colonel  consents,  and  in  Act  11.,  on  the  plain  of  Aughrim,  at  5  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  Jemima  enters  and  proclaims  her  love.  The  lovers 
have  an  interview,  which  condudes  by  a  muhial  confession  of  attach- 
ment, and  Jemima  says,  "  Here,  take  my  hand.  "Tis  true  the  gift  is 
small,  but  when  I  can  I'll  give  you  heart  and  alL'  The  lines  show 
finely  the  agitation  of  the  young  person.  She  meant  to  say.  Take  my 
heart,  but  she  is  longing  to  be  married  to  him,  and  the  words  slip  out 
as  it  were  unawares.    Godfrey  cries  in  raf>tures — 

"  Thanks  to  the  gods !  who  such  a  present  gave : 

Such  radiant  graces  ne'er  could  man  rtcebie  {rttave) ; 

For  who  on  earth  has  e'er  such  transports  known  t 

What  is  the  Tnridsh  monarch  on  his  throng 

Hemmed  round  iiiiA  rusty  noords  in  pompous  state  ? 

Amidst  his  court  no  joys  can  be  so  great. 

Retire  with  me,  my  soul,  no  longer  stay 

In  public  view  I  the  General  moves  this  way," 
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Tis,  indeed,  the  Genera! ;  who,  reconciled  with  SarsGeld,  straighway, 
according  to  his  custom,  begins  to  boast  about  what  he  wiil  do ; 
"  Thrice  welcome  (o  mj  heart,  thou  best  of  frlendi  I 
The  rock  on  which  our  holy  &ith  depends  i 
May  this  our  meeting  as  a  tempest  maVc 
The  vast  foundations  of  Biitannia  shake, 
Teai  up  their  orange  plant,  and  overwhelm 
The  strongest  bulwarks  of  the  British  realm  I 
Then  shall  the  Dutch  and  Hanoveriaji  fall, 
And  James  shall  ride  in  triumph  to  Whitehall ; 
Then  10  protect  our  faith  he  will  maintam 
An  inquisition  here  hke  that  in  Spain. 

"San.    Most  bravely  niged,  my  lord  1  your  sldll,  I  own. 
Would  be  UM/arallelei—hsA  you  saved  Athlone." 

— "  Had  you  saved  Athlone  ! "  Sarsficld  has  him  there.  And  the 
contest  of  words  might  have  provoked  quarrels  still  more  fatal,  but 
alarms  are  heard  :  the  battle  begins,  and  St  Ruth  (still  confident)  goes' 
to  meet  the  enemy,  exclaiming,  "Athlone  was  sweet,  but  Aughrim 
shall  be  sour."  The  fury  of  the  Irish  is  redoubled  on  hearing  of 
Talbot's  heroic  death  :  the  Colonel's  corpse  is  presently  brought  in,  and 
to  it  enters  Jemima,  who  bewails  her  loss  in  the  following  paUietic 
terms;— 

"  Jemima.    Oh  1— he  is  dead  I — my  soul  is  all  on  fir^ 

Witness  ye  gods  1 — he  did  with  fame  enpire, 

For  IJberty  a  sacrifice  was  made, 

And  fell,  like  Ponpey,  by  some  viilain's  blade. 

Tliere  lies  a  breathless  corse,  whose  soul  ne'er  knew 

A  thought  but  what  was  always  just  and  true  ; 

Look  down  &om  heaven,  God  of  peace  and  love. 

Waft  him  with  triumph  to  the  throne  above  ; 

And,  O  ye  winged  guardians  of  the  skies  I 

Tune  your  sweet  harps  and  sing  his  obsequies  t 

Good  ftiends,  stand  off whilst  I  embrace  the  ground 

Whereon  he  lies and  bathe  each  mortal  wound 

With  brinish  tears,  that  like  to  torrents  ran 

From  these  sad  eyes.     O  heavens  1  I'm  undone, 

[Falls  dsBm  on  the  body. 
"  Enltr  Sir  CHARLES  GODFREY.     He  raita  her. 
"Sir  Char.    Why  do  these  predous  eyes  like  fonntains  flow, 

Te  drewn  the  radiant  htaeen  that  lies  hdsa  t 

Dry  up  your  lean,  I  trust  his  soul  ere  this 

Has  reached  the  manuoiks  of  eternal  bliss. 

Soldiers  1  bear  hence  the  body  out  of  sight, 

ITiiy  fear  Aim  of. 
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"fen.    Oil,  Stay—ye  mnrderers,  cease  fo  kill  me  qtdle  i 

See  how  he  glares  I and  see  again  he  flies  1 

The  clouds  fly  open,  and  tie  mounts  the  skies. 
Oh  1  see  Ids  blood,  it  shines  refulgent  bright,        'i 

I  see  him  yet 1  cannot  Jose  him  quite,  !■ 

But  still  pursue  him  od — and — lose  my  sight."      ) 

The  gradual  disappearance  of  the  Colonel's  soul  is  now  finely  indi- 
cated, and  so  is  her  grief :  when  showing  the  body  to  Sir  Charles, 
she  says,  "  Behold  the  mangled  cause  of  all  my  woes."  The  sorrow 
of  youth,  however,  is  but  transitory  ;  and  when  her  lover  bids  her  dry 
her  gushisk  tears,  she  lakes  out  her  pocket-handkerchief  with  the 
elasticity  of  youth,  and  consoles  herself  for  the  father  in  the  husband. 
Act  III.  represents  the  English  camp  :  Cinkcil  and  his  Generals 
discourse;  the  armies  are  engaged.  In  Act  IV.  the  English  are 
worsted  IB  spite  of  their  valour,  which  Sarsfield  greatly  describes. 
"  View,"  says  he — 

"  View  how  the  foe  like  an  impetuous  flood 

Breaks  through  the  smoke,  the  water,  and— the  mud  !  " 

It  becomes  exceedingly  hot.    Colonel  Earles  says — 
"  In  vain  Jove's  lightnings  issue  from  the  sky,. 
For  death  more  sure  from  British  tnsigiis  fly. 
Their  messengers  of  death  much  blood  have  spilled, 
■  And  full  three  hundred  of  the  Irish  killed." 

A  description  of  war  (Herbert)  :— 

"  Now  bloody  colours  wave  in  all  their  pride. 
And  eaih  proud  hero  ^a  Ms  btait  batride." 

General  Dorrington's  descriptioii  of  the  fight  is,  if  possible,  stiU 

"Dor.    Haste,  noble  friends,  and  save  your  lives  by  flight. 
For  'tis  but  madness  if  you  stand  to  fight. 
Our  cavalry  the  balde  have  forsook, 
Aud  death  appears  in  each  dejected  look  ; 
Nothing  Init  dread  confusion  can  be  seen. 
For  severed  heads  and  trunks  o'eispread  the  green ; 
The  fields,  the  vales,  the  hills,  and  vanquished  plain. 
For  five  iniles  round  are  covered  with  the  slain. 
Death  in  each  quarter  does  the  eye  alarm. 
Here  lies  a  leg,  and  there  a  shattered  ann. 
There  heads  appear,  which,  cloven  by  mighty  hangs. 
And  severed, quite,  on  either  shoulder  hongs  : 
This  is  the  awliil  scene,  my  lords  I    Oh,  fly 
The  impending  danger,  for  your  jate  is  nigh." 
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Whioh  party, however,  is  to  win— the  Irish  or  English?  Their 
heroism  is  equal,  and  young  Godfrey  especially,  on  the  Irish  side,  is 
carrying  all  before  him — when  he  is  interrupted  in  the  slaughter  by 
the  ghost  of  kis  father  :  of  old  Sir  Edmundbiuy,  whose  monument  we 
may  see  in  Westminster  Abbey.  Sir  Charles,  at  first,  doubts  about 
the  genuineness  of  this  venerable  old  apparition;  and  thus  puts  a  case 
to  the  ghost : — 

"  Were  ghosts  in  heaven,  in  heaven  they  there  would  stay, 
.  Qi  \{  \a\v^  ihey  could  not  get  c^aia]!." 

A  clincher,  certainly,  as  one  would  imagine ;  but  the  ghost  jumps  over 
the  horns  of  the  fancied  dilemma,  by  saying  that  he  is  not  at  liberty  to 
state  where  he  comes  from. 

"  Ghost.     Where  visions  rest,  or  souls  imprisoned  dwell. 
By  heaven's  command,  we  sre  forbid  to  tell ; 
Bat  in  the  obscure  grave^where  corpse  deeay. 
Moulder  in  dust  anil  putrefy  away, — 
No  rest  is  there ;  for  the  immortal  soul 
Taltea  ils  full  flight  and  flutters  round  the  Pole  ; 
Sometimes  I  hover  over  the  Euiine  S*a— 
From  Pole  to  Sphere,  until  the  judgment  day- 
Over  the  Thracian  Bosphotus  do  I  float, 
And  pass  the  Stygian  lake  in  Charon's  boat, 
O'er  Vulcan's  fiery  court  and  sulph'rous  cav^ 
And  ride  like  Neptune  on  a  briny  wave  \ 
List  to  the  blowing  noise  of  Etna's  flames. 
And  court  the  shades  of  Amazonian  dames ; 
Then  take  my  flight  up  to  the  gleamy  moon  1 
Thus  do  I  wander  till  the  day  of  doom. 
Proceed  I  dare  not,  or  I  would  unfold 
A  horrid  tale  would  make  your  blood  run  cold. 
Chill  all  your  nerves  and  sinews  in  a  trice 
Like  whispering  rivulets  congealed  to  ice. 

"  Sir  Char.     Ere  you  depart  me,  ghost,  I  here  demand 
You'll  let  me  know  your  last  divine  command  1 " 

The  ghost  says  that  the  young  man  must  die  in  the  battle ;  that  it 
will  go  ill  for  him  if  he  die  In  the  wrong  cause  ;  and,  therefore,  that 
he  had  best  go  over  to  the  Protestants~^which  poor  Sir  Charles  (not 
without  many  sighs  for  Jemima)  consents  to  do.  He  goes  off  then, 
saying, — 

"111  join  my  countrymen,  and  yet  proclahn 
Nassau's  great  title  to  the  crimson plaiit." 

In  Act  v.,  that  desertion  turns  the  fete  of  the  day.    Sarsiield  enters 
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with  his  sword  drawn,  and   acknowledges   his   fate.     "Aughrim," 
exclaims  Lord  Lucan, 

*'  Aughrim  is  now  no  more,  SL  Ruth  la  dead, 

And  all  his  guards  are  from  the  battle  fled. 

As  be  rode  down  the  hill  he  met  his  &U, 

And  died  a  vittim  to  a  cannon  ball. " 
And  he  bids  the  Frenchman's  body  to 

" lie  like  Pompey  in  his  gpte, 

^Vhose  hero's  blood  encircles  the  Egyptian  shore." 
"  Four  hundred  Irish  prisoners  we  have  got,"  exclaims  an  English 
General,  "and  seven  thousand  lyeth  on  the  spot,"  In  fact,  they  are 
entirely  discomfited,  and  retreat  off  the  stage  altogether  ;  while,  in  the 
moment  of  victory,  poor  Sir  Charles  Godfrey  enters,  wounded  to  death, 
according  to  the  old  gentleman's  prophecy.  He  is  racked  by  bitter 
remorse  :  he  tells  his  love  of  his  treachery,  and  declares  "  no  crocodile 
was  ever  more  unjust."  His  agony  increases,  the  "optic  nerves  grow  dim 
and  lose  their  sight,  and  all  his  veins  are  now  exhausted  quite  ; "  and 
he  dies  in  the  arms  of  his  Jemima,  who  stabs  herself  in  the  usual  way. 
And  so  every  one  being  disposed  of,  the  drums  and  trumpets  give  a 
£reat  peal,  the  audience  huzzas,  and  the  curtain  falls  on  Ginkell  and 
his  friends  exclaiming — 

IS  evening  bless, 
irrums  with  success  1 " 
And  questioning  the  prosody,  what  Englishman  will  not  join  in  the 
sentiment  ? 

In  the  interlude  the  band  (the  pipe)  performs  a  favourite  air.  Jack 
the  waiter  and  candle -snuffer  looks  to  see  that  all  is  ready ;  and  after 
the  dire  business  of  the  tragedy,  comes  in  to  sprinkle  the  stage  with 
water  [and  perhaps  a  little  whisky  in  it).  Thus  all  things  being 
arranged,  the  audience  takes  its  seat  again  and  the  afterpiece  begins. 

Two  of  the  little  yellow  volumes  purchased  at  Ennis  are  entitled 
"  The  Irish  and  Hibernian  Tales."  The  former  are  modem,  and  the 
latter  of  an  ancient  sort ;  and  so  great  is  the  superiority  of  the  old 
stories  over  the  new,  in  fancy,  dramatic  interest,  and  humour,  that  one 
can't  help  fancying  Hibemia  must  have  been  a  very  superior  country 
to  Ireland. 

These  Hibernian  novels,  too,  are  evidently  intended  for  the  hedge- 
school  miiversities.  They  have  the  old  tricks  and  some  of  the  old 
plots  that  one  has  read  in  many  popular  legends  of  almost  all  coun- 
tries, European  and  Eastern  :  successful  cunning. is  the  great  virtue 
applauded  ;  and  the  heroes  pass  through  a  thousand  wild  extravagant 
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dangers,  such  as  could  only  have  been  invented  when  art  was  young 
and  faith  was  large.  And  as  the  honest  old  author  of  the  tale  says 
"  they  are  suited  to  the  meanest  as  w^  as  the  highest  capacity,  tending 
both  to  improve  the  fancy  and  enrich  the  mind,"  let  us  conclude  the 
night's  entertainment  by  reading  one  or  two  of  them,  and  reposing 
after  the  doleful  tr^edy  which  has  been  represented.  The  "Black 
Thief"  is  worthy  of  the  Arabian  Nights,  I  think, — as  wild  and  odd  as 
an  Eastern  tale. 

It  begins,  as  usual,  with  a  King  and  Queen  who  Uved  once  on  a 
time  in  the  South  of  Ireland,  and  had  three  sons ;  but  the  Queen 
being  on  her  death-bed,  and  fiincying  her  husband  might  marry  again, 
and  unwilling  that  her  children  should  t>e  under  the  jurisdiction  of 
any  other  woman,  besought  his  Majesty  to  place  them  in  a  tower  at 
her  death,  and  keep  them  there  safe  until  the  young  Princes  should 
come  of  age. 

The  Queen  dies  :  the  King  of  course  marries  again,  and  the  new 
Queen,  who  bears  a  son  too,  hates  the  offspring  of  the  former  marriage, 
and  looks  about  for  means  to  destroy  them. 

"At  length  the  Queen,  having goi  some  business  with  the  hen-wife, 
went  herself  to  her,  and  after  a  long  conference  passed,  was  taking 
leave  of  her,  when  the  hen-wife  prayed  that  if  ever  she  should  come 
back  to  her  again  she  might  break  her  neck.  The  Queen,  greatly 
incensed  at  such  a  daring  insult  from  one  of  her  meanest  subjects,  to 
make  such  a  prayer  on  her,  demanded  immediately  the  reason,  or  .she 
would  have  her  put  to  death.  '  It  was  worth  your  while,  madam,'  says 
the  hen-wife,  '  to  pay  me  well  for  it,  for  the  reason  1  prayed  so  on  you 
concerns  you  much.'  '  What  must  I  pay  you  P"  asked  the  Queen. 
'  You  must  give  me/  says  she, '  the  full  of  a  pack  of  wool ;  and  I  have 
an  ancient  crock  which  you  must  fill  with  butter ;  hkewise  a  banel 
which  you  must  fill  for  me  full  of  wheat.'  '  How  much  wool  will  it 
take  to  the  pack?'  says  the  Queen.  'It  will  take  seven  herds  of 
sheep,'  said  she, '  and  their  increase  for  seven  years.'  '  How  much 
butter  will  it  take  to  fill  your  crock?'  'Seven  dairies,'  said  she,  'and 
the  increase  for  seven  years.'  'And  how  much  will  it  take  to  fill  the 
barrel  you  have  ? '  says  the  Queen.  '  It  will  take  the  increase  of  seven 
barrels  of  wheat  for  seven  years.'  'That  is  a  great  quantity,'  says  the 
Queen,  'but  the  reason  must  be  extraordinary,  and  before  I  want  it  I 
will  give  you  all  you  demand.' " 

The  hen-wife  acquaints  the  Queen  with  the  existence  of  the  three 
sons,  and  giving  her  Majesty  an  enchanted  pack  of  cards,  bids  her  to 
get  the  young  men  to  play  with  her  with  these  cards,  and  on  their 
losing,  to  inflict  upon  them  such  a  task  as  must  infallibly  end  in  their 
ruin.  All  j-oung  prmces  are  set  upon  such  tasks,  and  it  is  a  sort  of 
opening  of  the  pantomime,  before  the  tricks  and  activity  begin.    The 
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Queen  went  home,  and  "got  speaking"  to  the  King  "  in  regard  of  his  ■ 
children,  and  she  broke  it  eff  to  him  in  a  very  polite  and  engaging 
manner,  so  that  he  could  see  no  muster  or  design  in  it."  The  Kii^ 
agreed  to  bring  his  sons  to  court,  and  at  night,  when  the  royal  party 
"  began  to  sport,  and  play  at  all  kinds  of  diversions,"  the  Queen 
cunningly  challenged  the  three  Princes  to  play  cards.  They  lose,  and 
she  sends  them  in  consequence  to  bring  her  back  the  Knight  of  the 
Glen's  wild  steed  of  bells. 

On  their  road  (as  wandering  young  princes,  Indian  or  Irish,  always 
do)  they  meet  with  the  Black  Thief  of  Sloan,  who  tells  them  what  they 
must  do.  But  they  are  caught  in  the  attempt,  and  brought  "  into  that 
dismal  part  of  the  palace  where  the  Knight  kept  a  furnace  always 
boiling,  in  which  ha  threw  all  offenders  tiat  ever  came  in  his  way, 
which  in  a  few  minutes  would  entirely  consume  them.  'Audacious 
villains  ! '  says  the  Knight  of  the  Glenj '  how  dare  you  attempt  so  bold 
an  action  as  to  steal  my  steed?  see  now  the  reward  of  your  folly  :  for 
yogr  greater  punishment,  I  will  not  boil  you  all  together,  but  one  after 
the  other,  so  that  he  that  survives  may  witness  the  dire  afflictions  of 
his  unfortunate  companions.'  So  saying,  he  ordered  his  servants  to 
Stir  up  the  fire.  '  We  will  boil  the  eldest-looking  of  these  young  men 
first,'  says  he,  'and  so  on  to  the  last,  which  will  be  this  old  champion  ■ 
with  the  black  cap.  He  seems  to  be  the  captain,  and  looks  as  if  he 
had  come  through  many  tolls.' — '  I  was  as  near  death  once  as  this 
Prince  is  yet,'  says  the  Black  Thief,  'and  escaped  ;  and  so  will  he  too.' 
'  No,  you  never  were,'  said  the  Knight,  '  for  he  is  within  two  or  three 
minutes  of  his  latter  end'  '  But,'  says  the  Black  Thief, '  I  was  within 
one  moment  of  my  death,  and  1  am  here  yet'  '  How  was  that?'  says 
the  Kidght.  '  I  would  be  glad  to  hear  it,  for  it  seems  to  be  impossible. 
'If  you  think.  Sir  Knight,'  says  the  Black  Thief,  'that  the  danger  I 
was  in  surpassed  that  of  this  young  man,  will  you  pardon  him  his 
crime?'     '  I  will,'  says  the  Knight, '  so  go  on  with  your  story.' 

" '  I  was,  sir,'  says  he,  '  a  very  wild  boy  in  my  youth,  and  came 
through  many  distresses :  once  in  particular,  as  I  was  on  my  rambling, 
I  was  benighted,  and  could  find  no  lodging.  At  length  I  came  to  an 
old  kiln,  and  being  much  fatigued,  I  went  up  and  lay  on  the  ribs.  I 
had  not  been  long  there,  when  I  saw  three  witches  coming  in  with. 
three  bags  of  gold.  Each  put  her  bag  of  gold  under  her  head  as  if  to 
sleep.  I  heard  the  one  say  to  ihe  other  that  if  the  Black  Thief  came 
on  them  while  they  slept  he  would  not  leave  them  a  penny,  I  found 
by  their  discourse  that  everybody  had  got  my  name  into  their  mouth, 
though  I  kept  silent  as  death  during  their  discourse.  At  length  they 
fell  fast  asleep,  and  then  I  stole  softly  down,  and  seeing  some  turf 
cenveniint,  I  placed  one  under  each  of  their  heads,  and  off  I  went  with 
thdr  gold  as  fast  as  I  could. 
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"'I  had  not  gone  far/  continued  the  Thief  of  Sloan,  'unttt  I  saw  a 
greyhound,  a  hare,  and  a  hawk  in  pursuit  of  me,  and  began  to  think  it 
must  be  tlie  witches  that  had  taken  that  metamorphosis,  in  orderthat 
I  might  not  escape  them  unseen  either  by  land  or  water.  Seeing  they 
did  not  appear  in  any  formidable  shape,  I  was  more  than  once  resolved 
to  attack  them,  thinking  that  with  my  broad-sword  I  could  easily 
destroy  them.  But  considering  again  that  it  was  perhaps  stiU  in  their 
power  to  become  so,  1  gave  over  the  attempt,  and  cUmbed  with  diffi- 
culty up  a  tree,  bringing  my  sword  in  my  hand,  and  all  the  gold  along 
with  me.  However,  when  they  came  to  the  tree  they  found  what  I  had 
done,  and,  making  further  use  of  their  licllish  art,'  one  of  them  was 
changed  into  a  smith's  anvil,  and  another  into  a  piece  of  iron,  of  which 
the  third  one  soon  made  a  hatchet.  Having  the  hatchet  made,  she 
fdl  to  cuttbg  down  the  tree,  and  in  course  of  an  hour  it  began  to  shake 
with  me,' " 

This  is  very  good  ^id  original  The  "  boiling"  is  in  the  first  fee- 
faw-fum  style,  ahd  the  old  allusion  to  "the  old  champion  in  the  black 
cap"  has  the  real  Ogresque  humour.  Nor  is  that  simple  contrivance 
of  the  honest  witches  without  its  charm :  for  if,  instead  of  wasting 
their  tune,  the  one  in  turning  herself  into  an  anvil,  the  other  into  a 
piece  of  iron,  and  so  hammering  out  a  hatchet  at  considerable  labour 
and  expense — if  either  of  them  had  turned  herself  into  a  hatchet  at 
once,  they  might  have  chopped  down  the  Black  Thief  before  cock- 
crow, when  they  were  obliged  to  fly  off  and  leave  him  in  possession  of 
the  bags  of  gold. 

The  eldest  Prince  is  ransomed  by  the  Knight  of  the  Glen  in  conse- 
quence of  this  story ;  and  the  second  Prince  escapes  on  account  of  the 
merit  of  a  second  story ;  but  the  great  story  of  all  is  of  course  reserved 
for  the  youngest  Prince, 

"  1  was  one  day  on  my  travels,"  says  the  Black  Thief,  "  and  I  came 
into  a  large  forest,  where  I  wandered  a  long  time  and  could  not  get  out 
of  it.  At  length  I  came  to  a  large  castle,  and  fatigue  obliged  me  to 
call  into  the  same,  where  I  found  a  young  woman,  and  a  child  sitting 
on  her  knee,  and  she  crying.  I  asked  her  what  made  her  cry,  and 
where  the  lord  of  the  castle  was,  for  1  wondered  greatly  that  I  saw  no 
Stir  of  servants  or  any  person  about  the  place.  'It  is  well  for  you,' 
says  the  young  woman, '  Chat  the  lord  of  this  castle  is  not  at  home  at 
present ;  for  he  is  a  monstrous  giant,  with  but  one  eye  on  his  forehead, 
who  lives  on  human  flesh.  He  brought  me  this  child,'  says  she — 
'  I  do  not  know  where  he  got  it — and  ordered  me  to  make  it  into 
a  pie,  and  I  cannot  help  crying  at  the  command.'  1  told  her  that  if 
she  knew  of  any  place  convenient  that  I  could  leave  the  child  safely, 
I  would  do  it,  rather  than  that  it  should  be  buried  in  the  bowels  of 
such  a  monster.    She  told  of  a  house  a  distance  off,  vheie  J  would 
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get  a  woman  who  would  take  care  of  it  '  But  what  win  I  do  in 
regard  of  the  pie  ? '  '  Cut  a  finger  off  it,'  said  I,  '  and  I  will  bring  you 
in  a  yoang  wild  pig  out  of  the  forest,  which  you  may  dress  a£  if  it 
was  the  child,  and  put  the  firmer  in  a  certain  place,  that  if  the  giant 
doubts  anything  about  it,  you  may  know  where  to  turn  it  over  at 
first,  and  when  he  sees  it  he  will  be  fully  satisfied  that  it  is  made 
of  the  chUd.'  She  agreed  to  the  plan  I  proposed ;  and,  cutting  off 
the  child's  finger,  by  her  direction  I  soon  had  it  at  the  house  she 
told  me  of  and  brought  her  the  little  pig  in  the  place  of  it  She  then 
made  ready  the  pie ;  and,  after  eating  and  drinldng  heartily  myself 
I  was  just  taking  my  leave  of  the  young  woman  when  we  observed 
the  ^ant  coming  through  the  castle-gates.  '  Lord  bless  me  ! '  said 
she,  'what  will  you  do  now?  run  away  and  lie  down  among  the  dead 
bodies  that  he  has  in  the  room'  (showing  me  the  place],  'and  strip  off 
your  clothes  that  he  may  not  know  you  from  the  rest  if  he  has  occasion 
to  go  that  way.'  1  took  her  advice,  and  laid  myself  down  among  the 
rest,  as  if  dead,  to  see  how  he  would  behave.  The  first  thing  I  heard 
was  him  calling  for  his  pie.  When  she  set  it  down  before  him,  he 
swore  it  smelt  Mke  swine's  flesh ;  but,  knowing  where  to  find  the  finger, 
she  immediately  turned  it  up — which  fairly  convinced  him  of  the  con- 
trary. The  pie  only  served  to  sharpen  Us  appetite,  and  1  heard  him 
sharpen  his  knife,  and  saying  he  must  have  a  collop  or  two,  for  he  was 
not  near  satisfied.  But  what  was  my  terror  when  I  heard  the  giant 
groping  among  the  bodies,  and,  fancying  myself,  cut  the  half  of  my  hip 
ofi^  and  took  it  with  him  to  be  roasted.  You  may  be  certain  I  was  in 
great  pain;  but  the  {ear  of  being  killed  prevented  me  from  makiog  any 
complaint  However,  when  he  had  eat  all,  he  began  to  drink  hot 
liquors  in  great  abundance,  so  that  in  a  short  time  he  could  not  hold 
up  his  head,  but  threw  himself  on  a  lai^  creel  he  had  made  for  the 
purpose,  and  fell  fast  asleep.  Wkenfver  I  heard  him  snoring,  bad  as 
1  was,  I  went  up  and  caused  the  woman  to  bind  my  wound  with  a 
handkerchief;  and  taking  the  giant's  spit,  1  reddened  it  in  the  fire,  and 
ran  it  through  the  eye,  but  was  not  able  to  kill  him.  However,  I  left 
the  spit  sticking  in  his  head  and  took  to  my  heels ;  but  I  soon  foimd 
he  was  in  pursuit  of  me,  although  blind  ;  and,  having  an  enchanted 
ring,  he  threw  it  at  me,  and  it  fell  on  my  big  toe  and  remained  fastened 
to  it  The  giant  then  called  to  the  ring,  'Where  it  was?'  and  to  my 
great  surprise  it  made  him  answer, '  On  my  foot,'  and  he,  guided  by 
the  same,  made  a  leap  at  me — which  I  had  the  good  luck  to  observe, 
and  fortunately  escaped  the  danger.  However,  1  found  running  was 
of  no  use  in  saving  me  as  long  as  I  had  the  ring  on  my  foot ;  so  I  took 
my  sword  and  cut  off  the  toe  it  was  fastened  on,  and  threw  both  into 
a  large  fish'pond  that  was  convenient  The  giant  called  again  to  the 
ring,  which,  by  the  power  of  enchantment,  always  made  answer ;  but 
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he,  not  knovring  what  I  bad  done,  Imagined  it  vm  still  on  some  part 
of  me,  and  made  a  violent  leap  to  seize  me — when  he  went  into  the 
pond  over  head  and  ears  and  was  drowned.  Now,  Sir  KnighE," 
said  the  Thief  of  Sloan,  "  you  see  what  dangers  I  came  through  and 
always  escaped  ;  but  indeed  1  am  lame  for  want  of  my  toe  ever  since." 

And  now  remains  but  one  question  to  be  answered,  vie.  How  is 
the  Black  Thief  himself  to  come  off?  This  difficulty  is  solved  in  a 
very  dramatic  way  and  with  a  sudden  turn  in  the  narrative  that  is  very 
wild  and  curious. 

"  My  lord  and  master,"  says  an  old  woman  that  was  listening  all 
the  time,  "that  story  is  but  too  true,  as  I  well  know  :_/&/■/«« /Arwfy 
■woman  tkat  was  in  tht  gianes  castle,  and  you,  my  lord,  the  ckild  thai 
I  was  to  maie  into  a  pie;  and  this  is  the  very  man  that  saved  your  life, 
which  you  may  know  by  the  want  of  your  finger  that  was  taken  off,  as 
you  have  heard,  to  deceive  the  giant." 

That  fantastical  way  of  bearing  testimony  to  the  previous  tale,  by 
producing  an  old  womian  who  says  the  tale  is  not  only  true,  but  she  was 
the  very  old  woman  who  hved  in  the  giant's  casde,  is  almost  a  stroke 
of  genius.  It  is  fine  to  think  that  the  simple  chronicler  found  it  neces- 
sary to  have  a  proof  for  bis  story,  and  be  was  no  doubt  perfectly  con- 
tented with  the  proof  found. 

"  The  Knight  of  the  Glen,  greatly  surprised  at  what  he  had  heard 
the  old  woman  tell,  and  knowing  he  wanted  his  finger  from  his  child- 
hood, began  to  understand  that  the  story  was  true  enough.  'And  is 
this  my  dear  deliverer?'  says  he.  '  O  brave  fellow,  I  not  only  pardon 
you  all,  but  I  will  keep  you  with  myself  while  you  live ;  where  you 
shall  feast  like  princes  and  have  every  attendance  that  I  have  myself.' 
They  all  returned  thanks  on  their  knees,  and  the  Black  Thief  told  him 
the  reason  they  attempted  to  steal  the  steed  of  bells,  and  the  necessity 
they  were  under  of  going  home.  '  Well,'  says  the  Knight  of  the  Glen, 
'  if  that's  the  case,  I  bestow  you  my  steed  rather  than  this  brave  fellow 
should  die  ;  so  you  may  go  when  you  please :  only  remember  to  call 
and  see  me  betimes,  that  we  may  know  each  other  well.'  They  pro- 
mised they  would,  and  with  great  joy  they  set  off  for  the  King  their 
father's  palace,  and  the  Black  Thief  along  with  them.  The  wicked 
Queen  was  standing  all  this  time  on  the  tower,  and  hearing  the  bells 
ringing  at  a  great  distance  off,  knew  very  well  it  was  the  Princes  coming 
homt,  and  the  steed  with  them,  and  through  spite  and  vexation  pre- 
cipitated herself  from  the  tower  and  was  shattered  to  pieces.  The  three 
Princes  lived  happy  and  well  during  their  father's  reign,  always  keeping 
the  Black  TMef  along  with  them ;  but  how  they  did  after  the  old  King's 
death  is  not  known." 

Then  we  come  upon  a  story  that  exists  in  many  a  European 
language— of  the  man  cheating  Death  j  then  to  the  history  of  the 
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Apprentice  Thief,  who  of  course  cheated  his  Tneatcrs :  which,  too,  is 
an  old  t^e,  and  may  have  been  told  very  likely  among  those  Phosni- 
cianswiiawere  the  fathers  of  the  Hibernians,  for  whom  tiiese  tales  were 
derised.  A  very  curious  tale  is  there  concerning-  Maitus  O'Malaghan 
and  theFauieB  : — "  In  the  parish  of  Ahoghill  lived  ManusO'Malaghan. 
As  he  was  searching  for  a  aalf  that  had  itrayrdiht  heard  many  people 
talking.  Drawi:^  near,  he  distinctly  heard  them  repeating,  one  after 
the  other,  '  Get  me  a  horse,  get  me  a  horse ; '  and  '  Get  me  a  horse 
too,'  says  Manus,  Manus  was  instantly  mounted  on  a.  steed,  sur- 
rounded  with  a  vast  crowd,  who  galloped  off,  taking  poor  Manus  with 
them.  In  a. short  time  they  suddenly  stopped  in  a  lat^e  wide  street, 
asking  Manus  if  be-knew where  he  was  ?  'Faith,'  says  he, '  I  do  not' 
'  You  are  ru  Spain,'  said  they." 

Here  we  have  again  the  wild  mixture  of  the  positive  and  tlie 
fanciful.  The  chronicler  is  careful  to  tell  us  why  Manus  went  out 
searching  for  a  calf,  and  this  positiveness  prodigiously  increases  the 
reader's  wonder  at  the  subsequent  events.  And  the  question  and 
answer  of  the  mysterious  horsemen  is  fine ;  "  Don't  you  know  where 
you  are?  In  Spain."  A  vague  solution,  such  as  one  has  of  occur- 
rences in  dreams  sometimes. 

The  history  of  Robin  the  Blacksmith  is  full  of  these  strange 
flights  of  poetry.  He  is  followed  about  "by  a  litde  boy  in  a  green 
jacket,"  whopeifonss  the  nost  wondrous  feats  of  the  blacksmith's 
art,  as  follows  : — 

"  RolHfi  was  asked  to  do  something,  who  wisely  shifted  it,  saying 
he  would  be  very  sorry  not  to  give  Ihe  honour  of  the  first  trick  to  his 
lordship's'  smith— at  which  the  latter  was  called  forth  to  the  bellows. 
When  the  fire  was  weH  kindled,  to  the  great  surprise  of  all  present,  he 
blew  a'  great  'shower  of  wheat  out  of  the  fire,  whi«h  fell  through  all  the 
shop.  TTiey  then  demanded  ofRobin  to  try  what  he  could  do.  'Pho." 
said  Robin,'a5ifhethoughtnothingofwhat  was  done.  'Come,  said  he 
to  the  boy, '  I  think  I  showed  you  something  like  that.'  The  boy  goes 
then  to  the  bellows  and  blew  out  a  great  flock  of  pigeons,  who  soon 
devoured  all  the  grain  and  then  disappeared, 

"  The  Dublin  smith,  sorely  vexed  that  such  a  boy  sbould  outdo 
him,  goes  a.  second  time  to  the  bellows  and  blew  a  fine  trout  out  of 
the  hearth,  who  jumped  into  a  little  river  that  was  running  by  the  shop- 
door  and  was  seen  no  more  at  that  time. 

"  Robin  then  said  to  the  boy,  '  Come,  you  must  bring  us  yon  trout 
back  again,  to  let  the  gendemen  see  we  can  do  something.'  Away 
the  boy  goes  and  blew  a  large  otter  out  of  the  hearth,  who  immediately 
leaped  into  the  river  and  in  a  short  time  returned  with  the  trout  in  his 
mouth,  and  then  disappeared.  All  present  allowed  that  it  was  a 
folly  to  attempt  a  competition  any  further," 
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The  boy  in  the  green  jacket  was  one  "  of  a  kind  of  sma^  beings 
called  fairies ; "  and  not  a  little  does  it  add  to  the  charm  of  these  wild 
tales  to  feel,  as  one  reads  them,  that  the  writer  must  have  believed 
in  his  heart  a  great  deal  of  what  he  told.  Ybu  see  the  tremor  as  it 
were,  and  a  wild  look  of  the  eyes,  as  the  story-teller  sits  in<his  nook 
and  recites,  afld  peers  wistfully  round  lest  the  beings  he  talks  of  be 
really  at  hand. 

Let  us  give  a  couple  of  the  little  tales  entire.  They  are  not  so 
fanciful  as  those  before  mentioned,  but  of  the  comic  sort,  and  suited 
to  the  tirst  kind  of  capacity  mentioned  by  the  author  in  his  preface  ; — 

Scmani  anil  tw  Ji'eigi&tDUTS. 

"  HUDDEN  and  Dudden  and  Donald  O'Neary  were  near  neighbours 
in  the  barony  of  Ballinconlig,  and  ploughed  with  three  bullocks  {  but 
the  two  former,  envying  the  present  prosperity  of  the  latter,  determined 
to  kill  his  bullock  to  prevent  hie  farm  being  properly  cultivated  and 
laboured— that  gdng  back  in.  the  world,  be  might  be  hidiieed  to  sell 
his  lands,  wfiich  they  meant  to  get  possession  of.  Poor  Donald, 
finding  his  bullock  killed,  immediately  skinned  it,  and  throwing  the 
skin  over  his  shoulder,  with  the  fleshy  side  out,  set  off  to  the  next 
town  with  it,  to  dispose  of  it  to  the  best  advantage.  Going  along  the 
road,  a  magpie  flew  on  the  top  of  the  Idde,  and  began  picking  it, 
chattering  all  the  time.  This  bird  had  been  taught  to  speak  and 
imitate  the  human  voice,  and  Donald,  thinking  he  understood  some 
words  it  was  saying,  put  round  his  hand  and  caught  hold  of  it  Having 
got  possession  of  it,  he  put  it  under  his  great-coat,  and  so  went  on  to  the 
town.  Having  sold  the  hide,  he  went  into  an  inn  to  take  a  dram ; 
and,  following  the  landlady  into-  the  cellar,  he  gave  the  bird  a  squeeze, 
which  caused  it  to  chatter  some  broken  accents  that  surprised  her 
very  much.  '  What  is  that  I  hear }'  said  she  to  Donald  :  '  I  think  it 
is  talk,  and  yet  I  do  not  understand.'  '  Indeed,'  said  Donald,  '  it  is 
a  bird  I  have  that  tells  me  everything,  and  I  always  carry  it  with  me 
to  know  when  there  is  any  danger.  Faith,'  says  he,  '  it  says  you 
have  far  better  liquor  than  you  are  giving  me.'  '  That  is  strange,' 
said  she,  going  to  another  cask  of  better  quality,  and  asking  him  if 
he  would  sdl  the  bird.  '  I  will,'  said  Donald, '  if  I  get  enough  for  it. 
'  I  wiU  fill  your  hat  with  silver  if  you  will  leave  it  with  me.'  Donald 
was  glad  to  hear  the  news,  and,  taking  the  silver,  set  off,  rejoicing  at 
his  good  luck.  He  had  not  been  long  home  when  he  met  with  Hudden 
and  Dudden.  '  Ha  I '  said  he, '  you  thought  you  did  me  a  bad  turn, 
but  you  could  not  have  done  me  a  better :  for  look  here  what  I  have 
got  for  the  hide,*  showing  them  the  hatful  of  silver.  '  Yoa  never  saw 
such  a  draoand  for  bides  in  your  life  as  there  is  at  present'    Huddea 
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and  Duddeo  that  very  night  killed  their  bullocks,  and  set  out  the  nevt 
morning  to  sell  their  hides.  On  coming  to  the  place  they  went  to  all 
the  merchants,  but  could  only  get  a  trifle  for  them.  At  last  they  had 
to  take  what  they  could  get,  and  came  home  in  a  great  rage  and  vowing 
revenge  on  poor  Donald.  He  had  a  pretty  good  guess  how  matters 
would  turn  out,  and  his  bed  being  under  the  kitchen- window,  he  was 
afraid  they  would  rob  him,  or  perhaps  kill  him  when  asleep  ;  and  on 
that  account,  when  he  was  going  to  bed,  he  left  his  old  mother  in  his 
bed,  and  lay  down  in  her  place,  which  was  in  the  other  side  of  the 
house,  and  they,  taking  the  old  woman  for  Donald,  choked  her  in 
the  bed ;  but  he  making  some  noise,  they  had  to  retreat  and  leave  the 
money  behind  them,  which  grieved  them  very  much.  However,  by 
daybreak,  Donald  got  his  mother  on  his  back,  and  carried  her  to  town. 
Stopping  at  a  well,  he  fixed  his  mother  with  her  staff  as  if  she  was 
stooping  for  a  drink,  and  then  went  into  a  public-house  convenient  and 
called  for  a  dram.  '  I  wish,'  said  he  to  a  woman  that  stood  near  him, 
'  you  would  tell  my  mother  to  come  in.  She  is  at  yon  well  trying  to 
get  a  drink,  and  she  is  hard  in  hearing  ;  if  she  does  not  observe  you, 
give  her  a  littie  shake,  and  tell  her  that  I  want  her.'  The  woman 
called  her  several  times,  but  she  seemed  to  take  no  notice :  at  length 
she  went  to  her  and  shook  her  by  the  arm ;  but  when  she  let  her  go 
again,  she  tumbled  on  her  head  into  the  well,  and,  as  the  woman 
thought,  was  drowned.  She,  in  great  fear  and  surprise  at  the  accident, 
told  Donald  what  had  happened.  '  0  mercy,'  said  he,  'what  is  this  V 
He  ran  and  pulled  her  out  of  the  well,  weeping  and  lamenting  all  the 
time,  and  acting  in  such  a  manner  that  you  would  imagine  that  he  had 
lost  bis  senses.  The  woman,  on  the  other  hand,  was  far  worse  than 
Donald :  for  his  grief  was  only  feigned,  but  she  imagined  herself  to 
be  the  cause  of  the  old  woman's  death.  The  inhabitants  of  the  town, 
hearing  what  had  happened,  agreed  to  make  Donald  up  a  good  sum 
of  money  for  his  loss,  as  the  accident  happened  in  their  place  ;  and 
Donald  brought  a  greater  sum  home  with  him  than  he  got  for  the 
magpie.  They  buried  Donald's  mother ;  and  as  soon  as  he  saw 
Hudden  and  Dudden,  he  showed  them  the  last  purse  of  money  he 
had  got.  '  You  thought  to  kill  me  last  night,'  said  he  ;  '  but  it  was 
good  for  me  it  happened  on  my  mother,  for  I  got  all  that  purse  for  her 
to  make  gunpowder.' 

"  That  very  night  Hudden  and  Dudden  killed  their  mothers,  and 
the  next  morning  set  off  with  them  to  town.  On  coming  to  the  town 
with  theu:  burden  on  their  backs,  they  went  up  and  down  crying, 
'  Who  will  buy  old  wives  for  gunpowder  ?'  so  that  every  one  laughed 
at  them,  and  the  boys  at  last  clodded  them  out  of  the  place.  They 
then  saw  the  cheat,  ;ind  vowing  revenge  on  Donald,  buried  the  old 
women  and  set  off  in  pursuit  of  him.    Coming  to  his  house,. they  found 
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him  sitting  aX  his  breakfast,  and  seizing  him,  put  him  in  a  sack,  and 
went  to  drown  him  in  a  river  at  some  distance.  As  they  were  going 
along  the  highway  they  raised  a  hare,  which  they  saw  had  but  three 
feet,  and,  throwing  off  the  sack,  ran  after  her,  thinking  by  appearance 
she  would  be  easily  taken.  In  their  absence  there  came  a  drover  thai 
way,  and  hearing  Donald  singing  in  the  sack,  wondered  greatly  what 
could  be  the  matter.  '  What  is  the  reason,'  said  he,  '  that  you  are 
singing,  and  you  confined  f '  '  Oh,  I  am  going  to  heaven,'  said  Donald : 
'  and  in  a  short  time  I  expect  to  l>e  free  from  trouble.'  '  Oh,  dear,'  said 
the  drover,  '  wl^at  will  I  give  you  if  you  let  me  to  your  place  V 
' Indeed  I  do  not  know,'  said  he :  'it  would  take  a  good  sum.'  ' I  have 
not  much  money,'  said  the  drover ;  '  but  I  have  twenty  head  of  fine 
cattle,  which  I  will  give  you  to  exchange  places  with  me.'  '  Well, 
well,'  says  Donald,  '  I  don't  care  if  I  should :  loose  the  sack  and  I 
will  come  out.'  In  a  moment  the  drover  liberated  him,  and  went  into 
the  sack  himself:  and  Donald  drove  home  the  fine  heifers  and  left 
them  ia  his  pasture. 

"Hudden  and  Dudden  having  caught  the  hare,  returned,  and 
getting  the  sack  on  one  of  their  backs,  carried  Donald,  as  they 
thought,  to  the  river,  and  threw  him  in,  where  he  immediately  sank. 
They  then  marched  home,  intending  to  take  immediate  possession 
of  Donald's  property ;  but  how  great  was  their  surprise,  when  they 
found  him  safe  at  home  before  them,  with  such  a  fine  herd  of 
cattle,  whereas  they  knew  he  had  none  before  ?  '  Donald,'  said  they, 
'  what  is  all  this  ?  We  thought  you  were  drowned,  and  yet  you  are 
here  before  us  ? '  '  Ah  1  *  said  he,  '  if  I  had  but  help  along  with  me 
when  you  threw  me  in,  it  would  have  been  the  best  job  ever  I  met 
with ;  for  (rf  all  the  sight  of  cattle  and  gold  that  ever  was  seen,  is 
there,  and  no  one  to  own  them  ;  but  I  was  not  able  to  manage  more 
than  what  you  see,  and  I  could  show  you  the  spot  where  you  might 
get  hundreds.'  They  both  swore  they  would  be  his  friends,  and  Donald 
accordingly  led  them  to  a  very  deep  part  of  the  river,  and  lifting  up  a 
stone,  'Now,'  said  he,  'watch  this,'  throwing  it  into  the  stream. 
'  There  is  the  very  place,  and  go  in,  one  of  you,  first,  and  if  you  want 
help  you  have  noting  to  do  but  call.'  Hudden  jumping  in,  and 
sinking  to  the  bottom,  rose  up  again,  and  making  a  bubbling  noise  as 
those  do  that  are  drowning,  seemed,  trying  to  speak  but  could  not 
'  What  is  that  he  is  saying  now  ? '  says  Dudden.  '  Faith,'  says  Donald, 
'  he  is  calling  for  help— don't  you  hear  him  ?  Stand  about,'  continued 
he,  running  back, '  tUl  I  leap  in.  I  know  how  to  do  better  than  any 
of  you,'  Dudden,  to  have  the  advantage  of  him,  jumped  in  off  the 
bank,  and  was  drowned  along  with  Hudden.  And  this  was  the  end  of 
Hadden  and  Dudden." 
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"A  POOS  man  in  the  Nimh  of  Ireland  iras  undv  the  d 
sdlii^  his  coir  to  help  to  suppoit  his  &mily.  Having  acrid  his  cow, 
he  went  into  an  inn  and  called  far  some  liquor.  Ha.ving  drunk  pretty 
heartily,  he  fell  asleep,  and  when  he  awdce  he  found  he  had  been 
robbed  of  his  money.  Poor  Roger  was  at  a  loss  to  know  bow  to  act ; 
and,  as  is  often  the  case,  when  the  landlord  found  that  his  money  mis 
gone,.he  turned  him  out  of  doors.  The  night  was  extremdy  dark,  and 
the  poorman  was  compelled  to  take  up  hie  loc^ng  inanold  unin- 
habited house  at  the  end  of  the  town. 

"  Roger  had  not  remained  long  here.until  he  was  smprised  by  the 
noise  of  three  men,  whom  he  observed  making  a  hole,  and,  havii^ 
deposited  something  therein,  closing  it  carefully  up  i^ain  and  then 
going  away.  The  next  morning,  as  Roger  was  walking  towards  the 
town,  he  heanl  that  a  cloth-ahop  had  been  robbed  to  a  great  amount, 
and  that  a  reward  of  thirty  pounds  was  offered  to  any  person  who  could 
discover  the  thieves.  This  was  joyful  news  to  Rc^er,  who  recollected 
what  he  had  been  witness  to  the  night  befote;,  He  accordingly  went 
to  the  siiop  and  told  the  gentleman  that  for  the  reward  he  would 
recover  the  goods,  and  secure  the  robbers,  pnmded  he  got  dx  stout 
men  to  attend  him.    All  which  was  thankfully  granted  hira. 

"At  night  Roger  and  his  men  concealed  themselves  in  the  old 
house,  and  in  a  short  time  after  the  robbers  came  to  the  spot  f(nr  the 
purpose  of  removing  their  booty ;  but  they  were  instantly  seiied  and 
canied.into  the  tovn.i prisoners,  with  the  goods.  Roger- received  the 
'  reward  and  returned  ibome,  well,  satisfied  with  his  good  luck,  Not 
many  days  after,  it  was  noised  over  the  country  that  tiiis  -robbery  was 
discovered  by  the  help  of  one  of  the  best  Spaemen  to  be  found — 
insomuch  that  it  reached  the  ears  of  a  worthy  gentleman  of  the  county 
of  Derry,  who  made  strict  inquiry  to  find  him  ouL  Having  at  length 
discovered  his  abode,  he  seat  for  Rc^er,  and  told  him  ho  was  every 
day  losing  some  valuable  article,  and  as  he  was  famed  fbr  discovering 
lost  things,  if  he  could  find  out  the  same,  he  should  be  handsomely 
rewarded.  Poor  Roger  was  put  to  a  stand,  not  knowii^  Wh«t  answer 
to  make,  as  he  had  not  the  smallest  knowledge  of  the  Uke.  But 
recovering  himself  a  litde,  he  resolved  to  humour  the  joke ;  and, 
thinking  he  would  make  a  good  dinner  and  some  drink  of  it,  told  the 
gentleman  he  would  try  what  he  could  do,  but  that  he  mlist  have  a 
room. to  himself  for  three  hours,  during  which  time  he  must  have  three 
bottles  of  strong  ale  and  his  dinner.  All  which  the  gentleman  told 
him  he  should  bav&  No  soonerwas  it  made  known  that  the  SpaemaA 
was  in  the  house  than  the  servants  were  all  in.  confijsion,  wishing  to 
know  what  would  be  said 
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"  As  sooD  as  Roger  had  takeii  his  diooer,  he  was  shown  into  an 
elegant  room,  where  the  gentleman  sent  him  a.  quart  of  ale  by  the 
butler.  No  sooner  had  he  set.  down.  the. ale  than  Boger  said, '  These 
■  comes  one  of  them'  (intimating  the  bM'gain  he  had  made  with  the 
gendeman  for  the  three  quarts),  which  the  butler  took. in  a  wrong 
light  and  imagined  it  .was  himsell  He  «ent  a^way  in  great  confusimi 
and  told  his  wife.  '  Poor  fool,'  said  she, '  the  fear  makes  you  think  it 
is  you  he  means;  but  I.will  attend  in  your  place,  and  hearwhat  hewill 
say  to  me.'..  Accordingly  she  cairied.the  second  quant:  but.no  sooner 
had  she  opened  the  door  than  Roger  cried,  '  There  comes  two  of 
them.'  The  woman,  no  less  surprised  than  her  huri}and,  told  him  the 
Spaeman  knew  her  too.  '  And  what  will  we  do  I  '.said  he.  '  We  will 
be  hanged.'  '  I  will  tell  you  what  we  must  do,'  said  she>:.  'we  must  ' 
send  the  groom  the  next  time ;  and  if  he  is  known,  ne  must  offer  him 
a  good  sum  not  to  discover  on  us.'  The  butler  went  to  Williim  and 
told  him  the  whoie  story,  and  that  he  must  go  next  to  see  what  the 
Spaeman  would  say  to  him,  telling  him  at  the  same  time  what  to  do 
in  case  he  was  known  also.  When  the  hour  was  expired,  William  was 
sent  with  the  third  quart  of  ale — which,  when  Roger  observed,  he  cried 
out,  '  There  is  the  third  and  last .  of  them  \ '  At  which  the  groom 
changed  colour,  and  told  him  '  that  if  he  would  not  discover  on  them, 
they  would  show  him  where  tbe  goods  were  all  concealed  wd  give  him 
five  pounds  besides.'  Roger,  not  a  little  surprised  at  llwdtscovery  he 
had  made,  told  him  Mf  he  recovered  the  goods,  he  would  follow,  them 
no  further." 

"  By  this  time  the  gentleman  called  Roger  to  know,  how  he  had 
succeeded.  He  toldhim  'he  could  find  the  goods,  but,  that  the  thief 
was  gone.!  '  I  will  be  weU  satisfied,'  said  he,  '  with  th?  gpods,  fpr  some 
of  them  are  very  valuable,'  '  Let  the  butler  come  along  with  me,  and 
the  whole  shall  be  recovered.'  Rog»  was  accordingly  conducted  to 
the  back  of  the  stables,  where  the  articles  were  concealed,— such  as 
silver  cups,  spoons,  bowls,  knives,  forks,  and  a  variety  of  other  articles 
«f  great  value. 

When  the  supposed  spaeman  brought  back  the  stolen  goods,  the 
gcntfeman  was  so  highly  pleased  with  Roger  that  he  insisted  on  his 
remaining  with  him  always,  as  he  supposed  he  would  be  perfectly 
safe  as  long  as  he  was  about  his  house.  Roger  gladly  embraced 
the  offer,  and  in  a  few  days  took  possession  of  a  piece  of  land 
which  the  gentleman  had  given  to  him  in  consideration  of  his  great 
abilities. 

"  Some  time  after  this  the  gentleman  was  relating  to  a  large  com- 
pany the  discovery  Roger  had  made,  and  that  he  could  tell  anything. 
One  of  the  gentlemen  said  he  would  dress  a  dish  of  meat,  and  bet  fifty 
pounds  that  he  could  not  tell  what  was  in  it,  though  he  would  allow  him 
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to  taste  it  The  bet  being  taken  and  the  dish  dressed,  the  gentleman 
sent  for  Roger  and  told  him  the  bet  that  was  depending  on  him.  Poor 
Roger  did  not  know  wha.t  to  do ;  but  at  last  consented  to  the  trial  The 
dish  being  produced,  he  tasted  it,  but  could  not  telJ  what  it  was.  At 
last,  seeing  he  was  fairly  beat,  he  said,  '  Gentlemen,  it  is  folly  to  talk  : 
the  fox  may  run  awhile,  but  he  is  caught  at  last,' — allowing  with  him- 
self that  he  was  found  out.  The  gentleman  that  had  made  the  bet  then 
confessed  that  it  was  a  fou  he  had  dressed  in  the  dish  ;  at  which  they 
all  shouted  out  in  favour  of  the  Spaeman,— particularly  his  master,  who 
had  more  conlidence  in  him  than  ever. 

"  Roger  then  went  home,  and  so  famous  did  he  become,  that  no  one 
dared  take  anything  but  what  belonged  to  them,  fearing  that  the  Spae- 
man  would  discover  on  them." 


And  so  we  shut  up  the  Hedge-school  Libraiy,  and  close  the  Galway 
Nights'  Entertainments.  They  are  not  quite  so  genteel  as  Almack's  to 
be  sure :  but  many  a  lady  who  has  her  opera-box  in  London  has  listened 
to  a  piper  in  Ireland. 

Apropos  of  pipers,  here  is  a  young  one 

——-^^"^1,  that  I  caught  and  copied  to-day.     He  was 

paddling  in  the  mud,  shining  in  the  sun 

careless  of  his  rays,  and  playing  his  little  tin 

music  as  happy  as  Mr.  Cooke  with  bis  oboe. 

Perhaps  the  above  verses  and  tales  arc 

not  unlike  my  little  Galway  musician.    They 

are  grotesque  and  nigged ;  but    they  are 

pretty  and  innocent-hearted  too  ;    and  as 

such,  poUte  persons  may  deign  to  look  at 

'^^;iC;_^j  -5"  them  for  once  in  a  way.     While  we  have 

— "  Signor  Costa  in  a  white  neckcloth  ordering 

opera-bands  to  play  for  us  the  music  of  Doniietti,  which  is  not  only 

sublime  but  genteel :  of  course  such  poor  little  operatives  as  he  wha 

plays  the  wind  instrument  yonder  cannot  expect  to  be  heard  often. 

But  is  not  this  Galway  F  and  how  far  is  Galway  from  the  Haymarketf 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

PROM  CALWAY  TO  BALLmAHIMCU. 

THE  Oifden  car,  which  carries  the  Dublin  letters  into  the  heart  of 
Conuemara,  conducts  the  passenger  over  one  of  the  most  wild 
and  beautiful  districts  that  it  is  ever  the  fortune  of  a  traveller  to 
examine ;  and  I  could  not  help  thinking,  as  we  passed  through  it,  at 
how  much  pains  and  expense  honest  English  cockneys  are  to  go  and 
look  after  natural  beauties  iar  inferior,  in  countries  which,  though  more 
distant,  are  not  a  whit  more  strange  than  this  one.  No  doubt,  ere 
long,  when  people  know  how  easy  the  task  is,  the  rush  of  London 
tourism  will  come  this  way :  and  I  shall  be  very  happy  if  these  pages 
shall  be  able  to  awaken  in  one  bosom  beating  in  Tooley  Street  or  the 
Temple  the  desire  to  travel  towards  Ireland  next  year. 

After  leaving  the  quaint  old  town  behind  us,  and  ascending  one  or 
two  small  eminences  to  the  north-westward,  the  traveller,  from  the  car, 
gets  a  view  of  the  wide  sheet  of  Lough  Corrib  shining  in  the  sun,  as  we 
saw  it,  with  its  low  dark  banks  stretching  round  it.  If  the  view  is 
gloomy,  at  least  it  is  characteristic  :  nor  are  we  delayed  by  it  very 
long ;  for  though  the  lake  stretches  northwards  into  the  very  midst  of 
the  Joyce  country,  (and  is  there  in  the  dose  neighbourhood  of  another 
huge  lake,  Lough  Mask,  which  again  is  near  to  another  sheet  of  water,) 
yet  from  this  road  henceforth,  after  keeping  company  with  it  for  some 
five  miles,  we  only  get  occasional  views  of  it,  passing  over  hills  and 
through  trees,  by  many  rivers  and  smaller  lakes,  which  are  dependent 
upon  that  of  Corrib.  Gentlemen's  seats,  on  the  road  from  Gsilway  to 
Moycullen,  are  scattered  in  great  profusion.  Perhaps  there  is  grass 
growing  on  the  gravel-walks,  and  the  iron  gates  of  the  tumble-down  old 
lodges  are  rather  rickety ;  but,  for  all  that,  the  places  look  comfortable, 
hospitable,  and  spacious.  As  for  the  shabbiness  and  want  of  finish 
here  and  there,  the  English  eye  grows  quite  accustomed  to  it  in  a 
month ;  and  I  find  the  bad  condition  of  the  Galway  houses  by  no 
ifteans  so  painful  as  that  of  the  places  near  Dublin.  At  some  of  the 
lodges,  as  we  pass,  the  mail-carman,  with  a  waming  shout,  flings  a  bag 
of  letters.  I  saw  a  little  party  looking  at  one  which  lay  there  in  the 
road  crying,  "  Come,  take  me  j "  but  nobody  cares  to  steal  a  bag  of 
letters  in  this  country,  I  suppose,  and  the  caiman  drove  on  without 
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any  alarm.  Two  days  afterwards  a  gentleman  with  yrhom  I  was  in 
company  left  on  a  rock  his  book  of  fishing-flies  ;  and  I  can  assure 
you  there  was  a  very  different  feeling  expressed  about  the  safety  of 
that. 

In  the  first  part  of  the  journey,  the  neighbourhood  of  the  road 
seemed  to  be  as  populous  as  in  other  parts  of  the  country  :  troops  of 
red-j>etticoated  peasantry  peering  from  their  stone-cabins  j  yelling 
children  following  the  car,  and  crying,  "Lash,  lash  I"  It  was  Sunday, 
and  you  would  see  many  a  white  cJ»pel  among  the  green  bare  plains 
to  the  right  of  the  road,  the  court-yard  blackened  with  a  swarm  of 
cloaks.  The  service  seems  to  continue  (on  the  pvt  of  the  people]  all 
day.  Troops  of  people  issuing  from.the  chapel  met  us  at  Moycullen ; 
and  ten  miles  further  on,  at  Oughteraid,  their  devotions  did  not  yet 
seem  to  be  concluded. 

A  more  beautiful  village  can  scarcely  be  seen  than  this.  It  stands 
upon  Lough  Corrib,  the  banks  of  which  are  here,  for  once  at  least, 
picturesque  and  romantic  :  and  a  pretty  river,  the  Feogh,  comes 
rushing  over  rocks  and  by  woods  until  it  passes  the  town  and  meets 
the  l^ke.  Some  pretty  buildings  in  the  village  stand  on  -each  bank  of 
this  stream  :  a  Roman  Catholic  chapel  with  a  curate's  neat  lodge  ;  a 
litde  church  on  one. side  of  it,  a  fine  court-house  of  gray  stone  on  the 
other.  And  here  it  is  that  we  get  into  the  famous  district  of  Conne- 
inara,  so  celebrated  in  Irish  stories,  so  mysterious  to  the  London 
tOuiisL  "It  presents  itself,"  says  the  Guide-book,  "under  every potsiUe 
combination  of  heathy  moor,  bog,  lake,  and  mountain.  Extensive 
mossy  plains  and  wild  pastoral  valleys  lie  embosomed  among  the 
mountains,  and  support  numerous  herds  of  cattle  and  horses,  for  which 
the  district  has  long  been  celebrated.  These  wild  solitudes,  which 
occupy  by  far  the  greater  part  of  the  centre  of  the  country,  are  held  by 
a  hardy  and  ancient  race  of  graring  farmers,  who  live  in  a  very 
primitive  state,  and  generally  speaking,  till  little  beyond  what  supplies 
their  inmiediate  wants.  For  the  first  ten  miles  the  country  is  com- 
paratively open  ;  and  the  mountains  on  the  left,  which  are  not  of  great 
eleration,  can  be  distinctly  traced  as  they  rise  along  the  edge  of  the 
heathy  plain. 

"  Our  road  continues  along  the  Feogh  river,  wluch  expands  itself 
into  several  considerable  lakes,  and  at  five  miles  from  Oughterard  we 
.  reach  Lough  Bofin,  which  the  road  also  skirts.  Passing  in  succession 
Lough-a-Preaghvi,  the  lakes  of  Anderran  and  Shindella,  at  ten  miles 
from  Oughtcrard  we  reach  Slyme  and  Lynn's  Inn,  or  Half-way  House, 
which  is  near  the  shore  of  Loughonard.  Now,  as  we  advance  towards 
the  group  of  Blnabola,  or  the  Twelve  Pins,  the  most  gigantic  scenery 
is  displayed." 

But  the  best  guide-book  Aat  ever  w^s  written  cannot  set  the  view 
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before  the  mind's  eye  of  the  reader,  and  I  won't  attempt  to  pile  up 
big  Words  in  place  of  these  wild  mountains,  over  which  the  clouds  aa 
Ihej'  passed,  or  the  sunshine  as  it  went  and  came,  cast  every  variety  of 
tint,  light,  and  shadow  :  nor  can  it  be  expected  that  long,  level  sen- 
tences, however  smooth  and  shining,  can  be  made  to  pass  as  representa- 
tions of  those  calm  lakes  by  which  we  took  our  way.  Aii  one  can  do 
is  to  lay  down  the  pen  and  ruminate,  and  cry,  "Beautiful !"  once  more; 
And  to  the  reader  say,  "  Come  and  see  !" 

Wild  and  wide  as  the  prospect  around  us  is,  it  has  somehow  a 
kindly,  friendly  look ;  diSering  in  this  from  the  fierce  loneliness  of  some 
similar  scenes  im  Wales  that  I  have  viewed.  Ra^^d  women  and  chil- 
dren come  out  of  rude  stone-huts  to  see  the  car  as  it  passes.  But  it  is 
impossiWe  for  the.  pencil  to  give  due  raggedness  to  the  rags,  or  to 
convey  a  certain  picturesque  mellowness  of  colour  that  the  garments 
assume.  The  sexes,  with  regard  to  raiment,  do  not  seem  to  be  par- 
ticular. There  were  many  boys  on  tha  road  in  the  national  red  pettit 
coat,  havU^  no  other  covering  for  their  lean  brown  legs.  As  for  shoes, 
the  women  eschew  them  almost  entirely  %  and  I  saw  a  peasant  trudging 
from  mass  in  a  handsome  scarlet  cloak,  a  fine  blue-cloth  gown,  turned 
up.  to  show  a  new  lining  of  the  same  colonr,  and  a  petticoat  quite 
white  and  neat— in  a  dress  of  which  the  cost  roust  have  been  at 
least  10/. ;  and  her  husband  walked  in  front  carrying  her  shoes  and 
stockings. 

The  road  had  conducted  us  for  miles  throjgh  the  vast  property  of 
the  gentleman  to  whose  house  I  was  bound,  Mr.  Martin,  the  Member 
for  the  county  ;  and  the  last  and  prettiest  part  of  [he  journey  was  round 
the  Lake  of  Ballinabinch,  with  tall  mountains  rising  immediately  above 
us  on  the  right,  pleasant  woody  hills  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  lake, 
with  the  roofs  of  the  houses  rising  above  the  trees  ;  and  in  an  island  in 
the  midst  ofthe  water  a  ruined  old  castle  cast  a  long  white  reflection  into 
the  blue  waters  where  it  lay.  A  land-pirate  used  to  live  in  that  castle, 
one  of  the  peasants  told  me,  in  the  time  of  "  Oliver  Cromwell."  And  a 
fine  fastness  it  was  for  a  robber,  truly ;  for  there  was  no  road  through 
these  wild  countries  in  his  time — nay,  only  thirty  years  since,  this  lake 
was  at  three  days'  distance  of  Galway,  Then  comes  the  question. 
What,  in  a  country  where  there  were  no  roads  and  no  travellers,  and 
where  the  inhabitants  have  been  wretchedly  poor  from  time  imme- 
morial,— what  was  there  for  the  land-piraie  to  rob  ?  But  let  us  not  be 
too  curious  about  times  so  early  as  those  of  Oliver  Cromwell,  I  have 
heard  the  name  many  times  from  the  Irish  peasant,  who  still  has  an 
awe  of  the  grim,  resolute  Protector. 

The  builder  of  Ballinabinch  House  has  placed  it  to  command  a  view 
of  a  pretty  melancholy  river  that  runs  by  it,  through  many  green  flats 
and  picturesque  rocky  grounds ;  but  from  the  lake  it  is  scarcely  visible. 
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'  Aod  so,  in  like  m^ner,  I  hai  it  must  remain  invisible  to  the  reader  Xsxr, 
with  ajl  its  Idnd  inmates,  and  frank,  cordial  hospitality ;  unless  he  may 
take  a  fancy  to  visit  Galway  himself,  when,  as  I  can  vouch,  a  very  smalt 
pretext  will  make  him  enjoy  both. 

It  will,  however,  be  only  a  small  breach  of  confidence  to  say  that 
the  major-domo  of  the  establishment  (who  has  adopted  accurately  the 
voice  and  manner  of  his  master,  with  a  severe  dignity  of  his  own  which 
is  quite  original,)  ordered  me  on  going  to  bed  "  not  to  move  in  the 
morning  till  he  called  me,"  at  the  same  time  expressing  a  hearty  hope 
that  I  should  "want  nothing  more  that  evening."  Who  would  dare, 
after  such  peremptory  orders,  not  to  fall  asleep  immediately,  and  in  this 
way  disturb  the  repose  of  Mr.  J — n  M-U-y  ? 

There  may  be  many  comparisons  drawn  between  English  and  Irisb 
gentlemen's  houses  ;  but  perhaps  the  most  striking  point  of  difference 
between  the  two  is  the  immense  following  of  the  Irish  house,  such  as 
would  make  an  English  housekeeper  crazy  almost.  Three  comfortable, 
well-c!othed,  good-humoured  fellows  walked  down  with  me  from  the 
car,  persisting  in  carrying  one  a  bag,  another  a  sketching-stool,  and  so 
on.  Walking  about  uie  premises  in  the  morning,  sundry  others  were- 
visible  in  the  court-yard  and  near  the  kitchen-door.  In  the  grounds  a 
gentleman,  by  name  Mr.  Marcus  C-rr,  began  discoursing  to  me  regard- 
ing the  place,  the  planting,  the  fish,  the  grouse,  and  the  Master  ;  being' 
himself,  doubtless,  one  of  the  irregulars  of  the  house.  As  for  maids, 
there  were  half-a-score  of  them  skurrying  about  the  house ;  and  I  am 
not  ashamed  to  confess  that  some 'of  them  were  exceedingly  good- 
looking.  And  if  I  might  venture  to  say  a  word  more,  it  would  be  re- 
specting Connemara  breakfasts ;  but  this  would  be  an  entire  and 
flagrant  breach  of  confidence  ;  and,  to  be  sure,  the  dinners  were  just 
as  good. 

One  of  the  days  of  my  three  days'  visit  was  to  be  devoted  to  the 
lakes ;  and  as  a  party  had  been  arranged  for  the  second  day  after  my 
arrival,  I  was  glad  to  take  advantage  of  the  society  of  a  gentleman    ' 
staying  in  the  house,  and  ride  with  him  to  the  neighbouring  town  of 
Clifden. 

The  ride  thither  from  Ballinahinch  is  surprisingly  beautiful ;  and  as 
you  ascend  the  high  ground  from  the  two  or  three  rude  stone-huts 
which  face  the  entrance-gates  of  the  house,  there  are  views  of  the 
lakes  and  the  surrounding  country  which  the  best  parts  of  Killamey 
do  not  surpass,  I  think  ;  although  the  Connemara  lakes  do  not  pos- 
sess the  advantage  of  wood  which  belongs  to  the  famous  Kerry 
landscape. 

But  the  cultivation  of  the  country  is  only  in  its  infancy  as  yet,  and 
it  is  easy  to  see  how  vast  its  resources  are,  and  what  capital  and  culti- 
vation may  do  for  it    In  the  green  patches  among  the  rocks  and  on 
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n-sides,  wherever  crops  were  grown,  they  flourished ; 
plenty  <rf  natural  wood  is  springing  up  in  various  places ;  and  there  is 
no  end  to  what  the  planter  may  do,  and  to  what  time  and  care  may 
etfect  The  carriage-road  to  Clifden  is  but  ten  years  old :  as  it  has 
brought  the  means  of  communication  into  the  country,  the  commerce 
will  doubtless  follow  it ;  and  in  fact,  in  going  through  the  whole  king- 
dom, one  can't  but  be  struct  with  the  idea  that  not  one  hundredth  part 
of  its  capabilities  are  yet  brought  into  action,  or  even  known  perhaps, 
and  that,  by  the  easy  and  certain  progress  of  time,  Ireland  will  be  poor 
Ireland  no  longer. 

For  instance,  we  rode  by  a  vast  green  plain,  skirting  a  lake  and 
river,  which  is  now  useless  almost  for  pasture,  and  which  a  little  drain- 
ii^  will  convert  into  thousands  of  acres  of  rich  productive  land. 
Streams  and  fidls  of  water  dash  by  everywhere^they  have  only  to 
utilise  this  water-power  for  mills  and  factories — and  haid  by  are  some 
of  the  finest  bays  in  the  world,  where  ships  can  deliver  and  receive 
foreign  and  home  produce.  At  Roundstone  especially,  where  a  lifde 
town  has  been  erected,  (he  bay  is  said  to  be  unexampled  for  size,  depth, 
and  shelter  ;  and  the  Government  is  now,  through  the  rocks  and  hills 
on  their  wild  shore,  cutting  a  coast-road  to  Bunown,  the  most  westerly 
part  of  Connemara,  whence  there  is  another  good  road  to  Clifden. 
Among  the  charges  which  the  "  Repealers"  bring  against  the  Union, 
they  should  include  at  least  this :  they  would  never  have  had  these 
roads  but  for  the  Union :  roads  which  are  as  much  at  the  charge 
of  the  London  tax-payer  as  of  the  most  ill-used  Milesian  in  Con- 
naughL 

A  siring  of  small  lakes  follow  the  road  to  Clifden,  with  mountains 
on  the  right  of  the  traveller  for  the  chief  part  of  the  way.  A  few 
figures  at  work  in  the  bog-lands,  a  red  petticoat  passing  here  and 
there,  a  goat  or  two  browsing  among  the  stones,  or  a  troop  of  r^^ed 
whitey-brown  children  who  came  out  to  gaze  at  the  car,  form  the  chief 
society  on  the  road.  The  first  house  at  the  entrance  to  Clifden  is  a 
gigantic  poor-house — tall,  laif  e,  ugly,  comfortable ;  it  commands  the 
town,  and  looks  almost  as  big  as  every  one  of  the  houses  therein. 
The  town  itself  is  but  of  a  few  years'  date,  and  seems  to  thrive  in 
its  small  way.  Clifden  Caslle  is  a  fine  chiteau  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, and  belongs  to  another  owner  of  immense  lands  in  Galway — 
Mr.  D'Arcy. 

Here  a  drive  was  proposed  along  the  coast  to  Bunown,  and  I  was 
glad  to  see  some  more  of  the  country,  and  its  character.  Nothing 
can  be  wilder.  We  passed  little  lake  after  lake,  lying  a  few  fiirlongs 
inwards  from  the  shore.  There  were  rocks  everywhere,  some  patches 
of  cultivated  land  here  and  there,  nor  was  there  any  want  of  inhabi- 
tants along  this  savage  coast.     There  were  numerous  cottages,  if 
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cottages  they  may  be  called,  and  women,  and  above  all,  children  in 

plenry.    Here  is  one  of  the  fonner— her  altitude  as  she  stood  gajing 

at  the  car.     To  depict  the 

multiplicity  of  her  rags  woidd 

require  a  month's  Study. 

At  length  we  came  in 
sight  of  a  half-built  edifice 
which  is  approached  by  a 
rocky,  dismal,  gray  road, 
guarded  by  two  or  three 
broken  gates,  gainst  which 
rocks  and  stones  were  piled, 
which  had  to  be  removed  to 
give  an  entrance  to  our  car. 
The  gates  were  closed  so 
kiboiiously,  I  presume,  to 
prevent  the  egress  of  a  single 
black  consumptive  pig,  far 
gone  in  the  family-way — a 
teeming  skeleton — that  was 
cropping  the  thin  dry  grass 
~'        ' —  that  grew  upon  a  round  hill 

which  rises  behind  this  most  dismal  castle  of  Bunown. 

If  the  traveller  only  seeks  for  strange  sights,  this  place  will  Mpay 
his  curiosity.  Such  a  dismal  house  is  not  to  be  seen  in  all  England  : 
or,  perhaps,  such  a  dismal  situation.  The  sea  lies  before  and  behind  ; 
and  on  each  side,  likewise,  are  rocks  and  copper- coloured  meadows, 
by  which  a  few  trees  have  made  an  attempt  to  grow.  The  owner  of 
the  house  had,  however,  begun  to  add  to  it ;  and  there,  unfinished,  is 
a  whole  apparatus  of  turrets,  and  staring  raw  stone  and  mortar,  and 
fresh  ruinous  carpenters'  work.  And  then  the  court-yard  ! — tumbled- 
down  out-houses,  staring  empty  pointed  windows,  and  new-smeared' 
plaster  cracking  from  the  walls— a  black  heap  of  turf,  a  mouldy  pump, 
a  wretched  old  coal-skuttle  emptily  sunning  itself  in  the  midst  of  this 
cheerful  scene  I  There  was  an  old  Gorgon  who  kept  the  place,  an4 
who  was  in  perfect  unison  with  it : — Venus  herself  would  become 
bearded,  blear-eyed,  and  haggard,  if  left  to  l>e  the  housekeeper  of  this 
dreary  place. 

In  the  house  was  a  comfortable  parlour,  inhabited  by  the  priest 
who  has  the  panful  charge  of  the  district.  Here  were  his  books  and 
his  breviaries,  his  reading  desk  with  the  cross  engraved  upon  it,  and 
his  portrait  of  Daniel  O'Connetl  the  Liberator  to  grace  the  walls  of  his 
loiiely  celL  There  was  a  dead  crane  hanging  at  the  door  on  a  gaff:  his 
red  fiih-Iike  eyes  were  staring  open,  and  his  eager  grinning  bill  A  rifle- 
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ball  had  passed  throagh  his  body.    And  this  was  doubtless  the  only    ' 
game  about  the  place  ;  for  we  saw  the  sportsman  who  had  killed  the 
bird  hunting  vainly  up  the  round  hill  for  other  food  for  powder.    This 
gendeman  had  had  good  sport,  he  said,  shooting  seals  upon  a  neigh- 
bouring island,  fdur  of  which  animals  be  had  slain. 

Mounting  up  the  roundhill,  we  had  aviewof  the  Sline  Lights— the 
most  westerly  point  in  Ireland, 

Here  too  was  a  niiiicd  sort  of  summer-house,  dedicated  "  DEO 
HiBERNLE  LiBERATORi."  When  these  lights  were  put  up,  1  am  told 
the  proprietor  of  Bunown  was  recommended  to  apply  for  compensation, 
to  Parliament,  inasmuch  as  there  would  be  no  more  •antcks  -on  the 
coast:  from  which  branch  of  commerce  the- inhabitants  of  the  district 
used  foitoerly  to  derive  a  considerate  profit.  Between  these  Sline  . 
Lights  and  America  nothing  lies  bucthe  Atlantic  It  was  beautifully 
bhie  and  bright  on  this  day,  and  the  sky:  almost  cloudless ;  but  I  thbik 
the  brightness  coily  madexhe  scene  more  dismal,  it  being  of  that  order 
of  beauties  which  cannot  bear  the  full  llghtj  but  reqnire  a  cloud  or  a 
curtain  to  set  them  off  to '  advantage:  A'  pret^  staiy  wa:3  told  me  by 
the  genOeman  who  bad  killed  the  seals.  The  place-Where  he  had  been 
staying  for  sport  was  almost  as  lonely  as  this  Bunown,  and  inhabited 
by  a  priest  too — a  young,  lively,  well-educated  man.  "  When  I  came 
here  first,"  the  priest  said,  "  I  cried  for  two  days :"  but  afterwards  he 
grew  to  like  the  place  exceedingly,  his  whole  heart  being  directed 
towards  it,  his  chapel,  and  his  cure.  Who  Would  not  honour  such  mis- 
sionaries— the  virtues  they  silwitly  practise,  and  the  doctrines  they 
preach  7  After  hearing  that  story,  I  think  Bunown  looked  not  quite  so 
dismal,  as  it  is  inhabited,  they  say,  by  such  another  character.  What 
a  pity  it  is  that  John  Tuam,  in  the  next^countyof  Mayo^  could  not  find 
such  another  hermitage  to  learn  modesty  in,  and  forget  his  Graceship, 
his  Lordship,  and  the  sham  titles  by  which  he  sets  such  store. 

A  moon  as  round  and  bright  as  any  moon  that  ever  shone,  and 
riding  in  a  sky  perfectly  cloudless,  gave  us  a  good  promise  of  a  fine  day 
for  the  moiTow,  which  was  to  be  devoted  to  the  lakes  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Baltinahinch ;  one  of  which,  Lough  Ina,  is  said  to  be  of  exceed- 
ing beauty.  But  no  man  can  speculate  upon  Irish  weather,  I  have 
seen  a  day  beginning  with  torrents  of  rain  that  looked  as  if  a  deluge 
was  at  hand,  clear  up  in  a  fewminutes,  without  any  reason,  and  against 
the  prognostications  of  the  glass  and  all  other  weather-prophets.  So 
in  like  manner,  after  the  astonishingly  fine  night,  there  came  avillanous 
dark  day ;  which,  however,  did  not  set  in  fairly  for  rain,  until  we  were 
an  hour  on  our  journey,  with  a  couple  of  stout  boatmen  rowing  us  over 
Ballinahinch  Lake.  Being,  however,  thus  fairly  started,  the  water  began 
to  come  down,  not  in  torrents  certainly,  but  in  that  steady,  creeping, 
insinuating  mist,of  which  we  scarce  know  the  luxury  in  England;  and 
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which,  I  am  bound  to  say,  will  wet  a  man's  jacket  as  satisfactorily  as  a 
cataract  would  do, 

It  was  just  such  another  day  as  that  of  the  famous  stag-hunt  at 
Killamey,  in  a  word;  and  as,  in  the  first  instance,  we  went  Co  see  the 
deer  killed,  and  saw  nothing  thereof,  so,  in  the  second  case,  we  went  to 
see  the  landscape  with  precisely  the  same  good  fortune.  The  mountains 
covered  their  modest  beauties  in  impenetrable  veils  of  clouds;  and  the 
only  consolation  to  the  boat's  crew  was,  that  it  was  a  remarkably  good 
day  for  trout-fishing— which  amusement  some  people  are  said  to  prefer 
to  the  examination  of  landscapes,  however  beautiful 

O  you  who  laboriously  throw  flies  in  English  rivers,  and  catch,  at 
the  expiration  of  a  hard  day's  walking,  casting,  and  wadiag,  two  or 
three  f^ble  little  brown  trouts  of  two  or  three  ounces  in  weight,  how 
would  you  rejoice  to  have  but  an  hour's  sport  in  Derryclcar  or  BalK- 
nahinch ;  where  you  have  but  to  cast,  and  lo  !  a  big  trout  springs  at 
your  fly,  and,  after  making  a  vain  struggling,  splashing,  and  plunging 
for  a  while,  is  infallibly  landed  in  the  net  and  thence  into  the  boat. 
The  single  rod  in  the  boat  caught  enough  fish  in  an  hour  to  feast  the 
crew,  consisting  of  five  persons,  and  the  family  of  a  herd  of  Mr. 
Martin's,  who  has  a  pretty  cottage  on  Derryclcar  Lake,  inhabited  by 
a  cow  and  its  calf,  a  score  of  fowls,  and  I  don't  know  how  many  sons 
and  daughters. 

Having  caught  enough  trout  to  satisfy  any  moderate  appetite,  like 
true  sportsmen  the  gentlemen  on  board  our  boat  became  eager  to 
hook  a  salmon.  Had  they  hooked  a  few  salmon,  no  doubt  they  would 
have  trolled  for  whales,  or  for  a  mermaid ;  one  of  which  finny  beauties 
the  watennan  swore  he  bad  seen  on  the  shore  of  Derryclear — he  with 
Jim  Mullen  being  above  on  a  rock,  the  meimaid  on  the  shore  directly 
beneath  them,  visible  to  the  middle,  and  as  usual  "racking  her  hair." 
It  was  fair  hair,  the  boatman  said;  and  he  appeared  as  convinced  of 
the  existence  of  the  mermaid  as  he  was  of  the  trout  just  landed  in  the 

In  regard  of  mermaids,  there  is  a  gendeman  living  near  Killala 
Bay,  whose  name  was  mentioned  to  me,  and  who  declares  solemnly 
that  one  day,  shooting  on  the  sands  there,  he  saw  a  mermaid,  and 
determined  to  try  her  with  a  shot.  So  he  drew  the  small  charge  from 
his  gun  and  loaded  it  with  ball — that  he  always  had  by  him  for  seal- 
shooting— lired,  and  hit  the  mermaid  through  the  breast.  The  screams 
and  moans  of  the  creature — whose  person  he  describes  most  accurately 
— were  the  most  horrible,  heart-rending  noises  that  be  ever,  he  said, 
heard ;  and  not  only  were  they  heard  by  him,  but  by  the  fishermen 

along  the  coast,  who  were  furiously  angry  against  Mr.  A n,  because, 

they  said,  the  injury  done  to  the  mermaid  would  cause  her  to  drive  all 
the  (ish  away  from  the  bay  for  years  to  come. 
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But  we  did  not,  to  my  disappoiDtment,  catch  a  glimpse  of  one  of 
these  interesting  beings,  nor  of  the  great  sea-horse  which  is  said  to 
inhabit  these  waters,  nor  of  any  fairies  (of  whom  the  stroke-oar,  Mr. 
Marcus,  told  us  not  to  speak,  for  they  didn't  like  bdn'  spoken  of) ;  nor 
even  of  a  salmon,  though  the  fishermen  produced  the  most  tempting 
flies.  The  only  ajiimal  of  any  size  that  was  visible  we  saw  while  lying 
by  a  swifl  black  river  that  comes  jumping  with  innumerable  little  waves 
into  Deirydeai,  and  where  the  salmon  are  especially  suffered  to 
"  stand : "  this  animal  was  an  eagle — a  real  wild  eagle,  with  grey  wings 
and  a  white  head  and  belly :  it  swept  round  us,  within  gun-shot  reach, 
once  or  twice,  throi^h  the  leaden  sky,  and  then  settled  on  a  grey  rock 
and  began  to  scream  its  shrill,  ghastly  aquiline  note. 

The  attempts  on  the  salmon  having  failed,  the  rain  continuing  to 
fall  steadily,  the  herd's  cottage  before  named  was  resorted  to  :  when 
Marcus,  the  boatman,  commenced  forthwith  to  gut  the  fish,  and  tahii^ 
down  some  charred  turf-ashes  from  the  blazing  fire,  on  which  about  a 
hundredweight  of  potatoes  were  boiling,  he — Marcus — proceeded  to 
grill  on  the  floor  some  of  the  trout,  which  we  afterwards  ate  with 
immeasurable  satisfaction.  They  were  such  trouts  as,  when  once 
tasted,  remain  for  ever  in  the  recollection  of  a  commonly  grateful 
mind— rich,  flaky,  creamy,  full  of  flavour.  A  Parisian  gourmand 
would  have  paid  ten  fia,ncs  for  the  smallest  cooUen  among  them ;  and, 
when  transported  to  his  capital,  how  different  in  flavour  would  they 
have  been ! — how  inferior  to  what  they  were  as  we  devoured  them, 
fresh  from  the  fresh  waters  of  the  take,  and  jerked  as  it  were  from  the 
water  to  the  gridutin  t  The  world  had  not  had  time  to  spoil  those 
innocent  beings  before  they  were  gobbled  up  with  pepper  and  salt,  and 
missed,  no  doubt,  by  their  friends.  I  should  like  to  know  more  of 
their  "utP  But  enough  of  this:  my  feelings  overpower  me:  suffice  it 
to  say,  they  were  red  or  salmon  trouts — none  of  your  white-fleshed 
brown-sldnned  river  fellows. 

When  the  gentlemen  had  finished  their  repast,  the  boatmen  and 
the  family  set  to  work  upon  the  ton  of  potatoes,  a  number  of  the 
remaining  fish,  and  a  store  of  other  good  things ;  then  we  all  sat 
round  the  tuif-flre  in  the  dark  cottage,  the  rain  coming  down  steadily 
outside,  and  veiling  everything  except  the  shrubs  and  verdure  imme- 
diately about  the  cottage.  The  herd,  the  herd's  wife,  and  a  nonde- 
script female  friend,  two  healthy  young  herdsmen  in  corduroy  rags, 
the  herdsman's  daughter  paddling  about  with  bare  feet,  a  stout  black- 
eyed  wench  with  her  gown  over  her  head  and  a  red  petticoat  not  quite 
so  good  as  new,  the  two  boatmen,  a  badger  just  killed  and  turned 
inside  out,  the  gentlemen,  some  bens  cackling  and  flapping  about 
amoi^  the  rafters,  a  calf  in  a  comer  cropping  green  meat  and  occa- 
sionally visited  by  the  cow  her  mamma,  formed  the  society  of  the 
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place.  It  was  rather  a  strange  picture ;  but  as  for  about  two  hours  we 
sat  there,  and  ■maintained  an  almost  unbroken  silence,  and  as  there 
was  no  other  amusement  but  to  look  at  the  rain,  I  began,  after  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  first  half-hour,  to  think  that  after  all  London  was  a 
bearable  place,  and  that  for  want  of  a  turf-fire  and  a  bench  in  Conne- 
mara,  one  might  put  up  with  a  sofa  and  a  newspaper  in  Fall  MalL 

This,  however,  is  according  to  tastes ;  and  I  must  say  that  Mr. 
Marcus  betrayed  a  most  bitter  contempt  for  all  cockney  tastes, 
awlnrardness,  and  ignorance  :  and  very  right  too.  The  night,  on  our 
return  home,  all  of  a  sudden  cleared ;  but  though  the  fishermen, 
much  to  my  disgust — at  the  expression  of  which,  however,  the  rascals 
only  laughed — persisted  in  making  more  casts  for  trout,  and  trying 
back  in  the  darit  upon  the  spots  which  we  had  visited  in  the  morning, 
it  appeared  the  fish  had  been  frightened  off  by  the  rain ;  and  the 
sportsmen  met  with  such  indifferent  success  that  at  about  ten  o'clock 
we  found  OQTsdves  at  Ballinahinch.  Dinner  was  served  at  eleven; 
and,  I  believe,  there  was  some  whisky-punch  afterwards,  recommended 
.  medicinally  and  to  prevent  the  ill  effects  of  the  wetting  :  but  that  is 
neither  here  nor  there. 

The  neirt  day  the  petty  sessions  were  to  be  held  at  Roundstone, 
a  little  town  which  has  lately  sprung  up  near  the  noble  bay  of  that 
name.  I  was  glad  to  see  some  specimens  of  Connemara  litigation,  as 
also  to  behold  at  least  one  thousand  beautifiil  views  that  lie  on  the 
five  miles  of  road  between  the  town  and  Ballinahinch.  Rivers  and 
rocks,  mountains  and  sea,  green  plains  and  bright  skies,  bow  (for  the 
hundred-and-fiftieth  time)  can  pen-and-ink  set  you  down  ?  But  if 
Berghem  could  have  seen  those  blue  mountains,  and  Karl  Dujardin 
could  have  copied  some  of  these  green,  airy  plains,  with  their  bril- 
liant little  coloured  groups  of  peasants,  be^ars,  horsemen,  many  an 
Englishman  would  know  Connemara  upon  canvas  as  he  does  Italy  or 
Flanders  now. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

KOUNDSTONE  fEITY  SESSIONS. 

*' '  I ''HE  temple  of  august  Themis,"  as  a  Frenchman  would  call  the 

i-  sessions-room  at  Roundstone,  is  an  apartment  of  some  twelve 
feet  square,  with  a  deal  table  and  a  couple  of  chairs  for  the  accommo-  - 
datioQ  of  the  magistrates,  and  a  Testament  with  a  paper  cross  pasted 
on  it  to  be  kissed  by  the  witnesses  and  complainants  who  frequent  the 
court.  The  law-papers,  warrants,  &c.  are  kept  on  the  sessions-clerk's 
bed  in  an  adjoining  apartment,  which  commands  a  fino  view  of  the 
court-yard— where  there  is  a  stack  of  turf,  a  pig,  and  a  shed  beneath 
which  the  magistrates'  horses  were  sheltered  during  the  sitting.  The 
sessions'- clerk  is  a  gentleman  "  having,"  as  the  phrase  is  here^^both  the 
English  and  Irish  languages,  and  interpreting  for  the  benefit  of  the 
worshipful  bench. 

And  if  the  cockney  reader  supposes  that  in  this  remote  country 
spot,  so  wild,  so  beautiful,  so  distant  from  the  hum  and  vice  of  qities, 
quarrelling  is  not,  and  litigation  never  shows  her  snaky  head,  he  is 
very  much  mistaken.  From  what  I  saw,  I  would  recommend  any 
ingenious  young  attorney  whose  merits  are  not  appreciated  in  the 
metropolis,  to  make  an  attempt  upon  the  village  of  Roundstone ; 
where  as  yet,  I  believe,  there  is  no  solicitor,  and  where  an  immense 
and  increasing  practice  might  speedily  be  secured.  Mr.  CConnell,  who 
is  always  crying  out  "Justice  for  Ireland,"  finds  strong  supporters 
among  the  Roundstonians,  whose  love  of  justice  for  themselves  is 
inordinate.  I  took  down  the  plots  of  the  five  first  little  litigious 
dramas  which  were  played  before  Mr.  Martin  and  the  stipendiary 
magistrate. 

Case  I. — A  boy  summoned  a  young  man  for  beating  him  so  severely 
that  he  kept  his  bed  for  a  week,  thereby  breaking  an  eng£^ement  with 
his  master,  and  losing  a  quarter's  wages. 

The  defendant  stated,  in  reply,  that  the  plaintiff  was  engaged— in  a 
field  through  which  defendant  pained  with  another  person — setting  two 
little  boys  to  fight ;  on  which  defendant  took  plairttiff  by  the  collar  and 
turned  him  out  of  the  field.  A  witness  who  was  present  swore  that 
defendant  never  struck  plaintiff  at  all,  nor  kicked  hJm,  nor  ill-used 
him,  further  than  by  pushing  him  out  of  the  field 
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As  to  the  loss  of  his  quajter's  wages,  the  plaintiff  ingeniousl}'  proved 
that  he  had  afterwards  returned  to  his  master,  that  he  had  noiked  out 
bis  time,  and  that  he  had  in  fact  received  already  the  greater  part  of 
his  hire;  Upon  which  the  case  was  dismissed,  the  defendant  quitting 
court  without  a  stain  upon  his  honour. 

Case  2  was  a  most  piteous  and  lamentable  case  of  killing  a  cow. 
The  plaintiff  stepped  forward-  with 
many  tears  and  much  gesticulation  to 
state  the  fact,  and  also  to  declare  that 
she  was  in  danger  of  her  life  from  the 
defendant's  family. 

It  appeared  on  the  evidence  that 
a  portion  of  the  defendant's  respect- 
able family  are  at  present  undergoing 
the  rewards  which  the  law  assigns  to 
those  who  make  mistakes  in    fields 
with  regard  to  the  ownership  of  sheep 
which  sometimes  graic  there.     The 
defendant's     father,     O' Damon,     for 
having  appropriated  one  of  the  fleecy 
'  bleaters  irf  O'Melibceus,  was  at  pre- 
sent passed  beyond  sea  to  a  country 
where  wool,  and  consequently  mutton, 
is  so  plentifiil,  that  he  will  have  tbe 
less  temptation.    Defendant's  brothers  tread  the  Ixiontc  wheel  for  the 
same  offntce.    Plaintiff's  son  had  been  the  informer  in  the  case :  hence 
the  feud  between  the  families,  the  threats  on  the  part  of  tbe  defendant, 
the  murder  of  the  innocent  cow. 

But  »^n  investigation  of  the  business,  it  was  discovered,  and  on 
the  plaintifTs  own  testimony,  that  the  cow  had  not  been  killed,  nor 
even  been  injured ;  but  that  the  defendant  bad  flung  two  stones  at 
it,  which  might  have  inflicted  great  injury  had  they  bit  the  animal  with 
greater  force  in  the  eye  or  in  any  delicate  place. 

Defendant  admitted  flin|^g  the  stones,  but  alleged  as  a  reason 
that  tbe  cow  was  trespassing  on  his  grounds  ;  which  plaintiff  did  not 
seem  inclined  to  d«iy.  Case  dismissed. — Defendant  retires  with 
unblemished  honour ;  on  which  bis  mother  steps  forward,  and  lifting 
up  her  bands  with  tears  and  shrieks,  calls  upon  God  to  witness  that 
the  defendant's  own  brotber-in-Iaw  had  sold  to  her  husband  the  very 
sheep  on  account  of  which  be  bad  been  transported. 

Not  wishing  probaUy  to  doubt  the  justice  of  tbe  vodict  of  an  Irish 
jury,  the  magistrate  abruptly  put  an  end  to  the  lamentation  and  oaths 
of  the  injured  woman  by  causing  her  to  be  sent  out  of  court,  and 
called  tbe  third  cause  on. 
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This  was  a  case  of  thrilling  interest  and  a  complicated  nature. 
Involving  two  actions,  which  ought  each  perhaps  to  ha^-e  been  gone  into 
separately,  but  were  taken  together.  In  thefirst  place  Timothy  Horgan 
brought  an  action  against  Patrick  Dolan  for  breach  of  contract  in  not 
remaining  with  him  for  the  whole  of  six  months  during  which  Dolan 
had  agreed  to  serve  Horgan.  Then  Dolan  brought  an  action  against 
Horgan  for  not  paying  him  his  wages  for  sii  months'  labour  done — 
the  wages  being  two  guineas. 

Horgan  at  once,  and  with  much  candour,  withdrew  his  charge 
v^inst  Dolan,  that  the  latter  had  not  remained  with  him  for  six 
months  :  nor  can  I  understand  to  this  day  why  in  the  first  place  he 
-swore  to  the  charge,  and  why  afterwards  be  withdrew  it.  But  imme- 
-diately  advancing  another  charge  against  his  late  servant,  he  pleaded 
that  he  had  given  him  a  suit  of  clothes,  which  should  be  considered 
■as  a  set-off  against  part  of  the  money  claimed. 

Now  such  a  suit  of  clothes  as  poor  Dolan  had  was  never  seen — 
i  will  not  say  merely  on  an  English  scarecrow,  but  on  an  Irish  beggar. 
Strips  of  rags  fell  over  the  honest  fellow's  great  brawny  chest,  and  the 
■covering  on  his  big  brown  legs  hung  .on  by  a  wonder.  He  held  out 
^is  arms  with  a  grim  smile,  and  told  his  worship  to  look  at  the  clothes ! 
The  argument  was  irresistible :  Horgan  was  ordered  to  pay  forthwith. 
He  ought  to  have  been  made  to  pay  another  guinea  for  clothing  a 
fellow-creature  in  rags  so  abominable. 

And  now  came  a  case  of  trespass,  in  which  there  was  nothing 
interesting  but  the  attitude  of  the 
poor  wonuui  who  trespassed,  and  who 
meekly  acknowledged  the  fact  She 
-stated,  however,  that  she  only  got 
-over  the  wall  as  a  short  cut  home  ; 
but  the  wall  was  eight  feet  high,  with 
a  ditch  too ;  and  I  fear  there  were 
cabbages  or  potatoes  in  the  bdosure. 
They  fined  her  a  sixpence,  and  she 
■    <ould  not  pay  it,  and  went  to  gaol  for 

three  days — where  she  and  her  baby  '• 

at  any  rate  will  get  a  meal. 

I.ast  on  the  list  which  1  took  down 
•came  a  man  who  will  make  thefortune 

of  the  London  attorney  that  I  hope  -v 

is  on  his  way  hither ;   a  rather  old,  ^_ 

■curty-headed  man,  with  a  sly  sniile 

{>erpetuallylybgonhisface[thereader  ""  '        "i 

•may  give  whatever  interpretation  he 
please  to  Ihe  "lying").    He  comes  before  the  court  almut  every  fort- 
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night,  they  say,  with  a  complaint  of  one  land  or  other.  His  present 
charge  was  against  a  man  for  breaking  into  his  court-yard,  and  wishisg 
to  take  piossefision  of  the  same.  It  appeared  that  he,  die  defendant,  and 
another  lived  in  a  row  of  houses  ;  the  plaintiffs  house  was,  however, 
first  huilt ;  and  as  his  agreement  specified  that  the  plot  of  ground 
behind  his  house  should  be  his  likewise,  he  chose  to  imagine  that 
the  plot  of  grotmd  behind  all  the  three  houses  was  his,  and  huilt  his 
lutf-Stack  against  his  neighhour's  window.  The  magistrates  of 
course  pronounced  against  this  ingenious  discoverer  of  wrongs,  and 
he  left  the  court  still  smUing  and  twisting  round  his  little  wicked  eyes, 
and  declaring  solemnly  that  he  would  put  in  an  appale.  If  one  could 
have  purchased  a  kickii^  at  a  moderate  price  off  that  fellow's  back, 
it  would  have  been  a  pleasant  httle  piece  of  self-indulgence,  and  I 
confess  I  longed  to  ask  him  the  price  of  the  article. 

And  so,  after  a  few  more  such  great  cases,  the  court  rose,  and  I  had 
leisure  to  make  moral  reflections,  if  so  minded  :  sighing  to  think  that 
cruelty  and  felsehood,  selfishness  and  rapacity,  dwell  not  in  crowds 
alone,  but  flourish  all  the  world  over— sweet  flowers  of  human  nature, 
they  bloom  in  all  climates  and  seasons,  and  are  just  as  much  at 
borne  in  a  hot  house  in  Thavies'  Iim  as  on  a  lone  mountain  or  a 
rocky  sea-coast  in  Ireland,  where  never  a  tree  will  grow ! 

We  walked  along  this  coast,  after  the  judicial  proceedings  were- 
over,  to  see  the  country,  and  the  new  road  that  the  Board  of  Work*  is 
forming.  Such  a  wilderness  of  rocks  I  never  saw  !  The  district  for 
miles  is  covered  with  huge  stones,  shining  white  in  patches  of  green, 
with  the  Binabola  on  one  side  of  the  spectator,  and  the  Atlantic  running 
in  and  out  of  a  thousand  little  bays  on  the  other.  The  country  is  very 
hilly,  or  wavy  rather,  being  a  sort  of  ocean  petrified ;  and  the  engineers 
have  hard  work  with  these  numerous  abrupt  little  ascents  and  descents, 
which  they  equalize  as  best  they  may— by  blasting,  cutting,  filling 
cavities,  and  levelling  eminences.  Some  hundreds  of  men  were- 
employed  at  this-.work,  busy  with  their  hand-barrows,  thnr  picking 
and  poring.    Their  pay  is  eighteenpence  a  day. 

There  is  Uttlc  to  see  in  the  town  of  Roundstone,  except  a  Presby- 
terian chapel  in  process  of  erection— that  seems  big  enough  to  accom- 
modate the  Presbyterians  of  the  county — and  a  sort  of  lay  convent,, 
being  a  community  of  brothers  of  the  third  order  of  Saint  Francis. 
They  are  all  artisans  and  workmen,  taking  no  vows,  but  living  together 
in  common,  and  undergoing  a  certain  religious  regimen.  Their  work 
is  said  to  be  very  good,  and  all  are  employed  upon  some  labour  or 
other.  On  the  front  of  this  unpretending  little  dwelling  is  an  inscrip- 
tion with  a  great  deal  of  pretence,  staling  that  the  establishment  was 
founded  with  the  approbation  of  "  His  Grace  the  Most  Reverend  the- 
Lord  Archbishop  of  Tuam." 
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The  Most  Reverend  Dr.  MacHale  is  a  cle^yman  of  great  learning, 

talents,  and  honesty,  but  his  Grace  the  Lord  Archbishop  of  Tuam 

'  strikes  me  as  being  no  better  than  a  mountebank  ;  and  some  day  I 

hope  even  his  own  party  will  laugh  this  humbug  down.     It  is  bad 

enough  to  be  awed  by  big  titles  at  all  ;■  but  to  respect  sham  ones  1 

O  stars  and  garters  !    We  shall  have  his  Grace  the  Lord  Chief  Rabbi 
next,  or  his  lordship  the  Arch-Imaum ! 
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CHAPTER   XIX 

CLIFDEN  TO  WESTPORT. 

ON  leaving  Ballinahinch  (with  sincere  regret,  as  any  lonely  tourist 
may  imagine,  who  is  called  upon  to  quit  the  hospitable  friendli; 
oess  of  such  a  place  and  society),  my  way  lay  back  to  Clifden  again, 
and  thence  through  the  Joyce  country,  by  Uie  Killery  mountains,  to 
Westport  in  Mayo.  The  road,  amounting  in  all  to  four-and-foTty  Irish 
miles,  is  performed  in  cars,  in  different  periods  of  time,  according  to 
your  horse  and  your  luck.  Sometimes,  both  being  bad,  the  traveller 
is  two  days  on  the  road ;  sometimes  a  dozen  hours  will  suflice  for  the 
journey — which  was  the  case  with  me,  though  I  confess  to  having 
found  the  twelve  hours  long  enough.  Afler  leaving  Clifden,  the 
friendly  look  of  the  country  seemed  to  vanish ;  and  though  picturesque 
enough,  was  a  thought  too  wild  and  dismal  for  eyes  accustomed  to 
admire  a  hop-garden  in  Kent,  or  a  view  of  rich  meadows  in  Surtey, 
with  a  dump  of  trees  and  a  comfortable  vill^e  spire.  "  Inglis," 
the  Guide-book  says, "  compares  the  scenes  to  the  Norwegian  Fiords." 
Well,  the  Norwegian  Fiords  must,  in  this  case,  be  very  dismal  sights  ! 
and  I  own  that  the  wildness  of  Hampstead  Heath  (with  the  imposing 
walls  of  "Jack  Straw's  Castle  "  rising  sternly  in  the  midst  of  the  green 
wilderness)  is  more  to  my  taste  than  the  general  views  of  yesterday. 

We  skirted  by  lake  after  lake,  lying  lonely  in  the  midst  of  lonely 
boglands,  or  bathing  the  sides  of  mountains  robed  in  sombre  rifle 
green,  Two  or  three  men,  and  as  many  huts,  you  see  in  the. course 
of  each  mile  perhaps,  as  toiling  up  the  bleak  hills,  or  jingling  more 
rapidly  down  them,  you  pass  through  this  sad  region.  In  the  midst 
of  the  wilderness  a  chapel  stands  here  and  there,  solitary,  on  the  hill- 
side ;  or  a  ruinous,  useless  school-bouse,  its  pale  walls  contrasting 
with  the  general  surrounding  hue  of  sombre  purple  and  green.  But 
though  the  country  looks  more  dismal  than  Connemara,  it  is  clearly 
more  fertile :  we  passed  miles  of  ground  that  evidently  wanted  but 
little  cultivation  to  make  them  profitable ;  and  along  the  mountain- 
sides, in  many  places,  and  over  a  great  extent  of  Mr.  Blake's  country 
especially,  the  hills  were  covered  with  a  thick  natural  plantation  that 
may  yield  a  little  brushwood  now,  but  might  in  fifty  years'  time  bring 
thousands  of  pounds  of  revenue  to  the  descendants  of  the  Blakes. 
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Tliis  spectacle  of  a  country  going  to  waste  is  enough  to  make  the 
cheetfuUest  landscape  look  dismal :  it  gives  tbis  wild  district  a  wolul 
look  indeed.  The  names  of  the  lakes  by  which  we  came  I  noted 
down  ia  a  pocket-book  as  we  passed  along  ;  but  the  names  were  Irish, 
the  car  was  rattling,  and  the  only  name  readable  in  the  catalogue  i$ 
Letterirack. 

The  little  hamlet  of  Leenane  is  at  twenty  miles'  distance  from 
Clifden  ;  and  to  arrive  at  it,  you  sldit  the  mountain  along  one  side  of 
a  vast  pass,  through  which  the  ocean  runs  from  Killery  Bay,  separating 
the  mountains  of  Mayo  from  the  mountains  of  Galway.  Nothing 
can  be  more  grand  and  gloomy  than  this  pass ;  and  as  for  the  cha- 
racter of  the  scenery,  it  must,  as  the  Guide-book  says,  "be  seen  to 
be  understood,"  Meanwhile,  let  the  reader  imagine  huge  dark  moun- 
t^ns  in  their  accustomed  livery  of  purple  and  green,  a  dull  grey  sky 
above  them,  an  estuary  silver-bright  below :  in  the  water  lies  a  fisher- 
man's boat  or  two  ;  a  p^r  of  sea-gulls  undulating  with  the  little  waves 
of  the  water ;  a  pair  of  curlews  wheeling  overhead  and  piping  on  the 
-wing ;  and  on  the  hill-side  a  jingling  car,  with  a  cockney  in  it, 
oppressed  by  and  yet  admiring  all  these  things.  Many  a  sketcher 
and  tourist,  as  1  found,  has  visited  this  picturesque  spot ;  for  the 
hostess  of  the  inn  had  stories  of  English  and  American  painters,  and 
of  illustrious  book-writers  too,  travelling  in  the  sendee  of  our  Lords  of 
Paternoster  Row. 

The  landlord's  son  of  Qifden,  a  very  intelligent  young  fellow,  was 
here  exchanged  for  a  new  carman,  in  the  person  of  a  raw  Irisher  of 
twenty  years  of  age,  "  having"  little  English,  and  dressed  in  that  very 
pair  of  pantaloons  which  Humphrey  Clinker  was  compelled  to  cast 
off  some  years  since  on  account  of  the  offence  which  they  gave  to 
Mrs.  Tabitha  Bramble.  This  fellow,  emerging  from  among  the  boats, 
went  off  to  a  field  to  seek  for  the  black  horse,  which  the  landlady 
assured  me  was  quite  fresh  and  had  not  been  out  all  day,  and  would 
carry  me  to  Westport  in  three  hours.  Meanwhile  I  was  lodged  in  a 
neat  little  parlour,  surveying  the  Mayo  side  of  the  water,  with  some 
cultivated  fields  and  a  show  of  a  village  at  the  spot  where  the  estuary 
ends,  and  above  them  lodges  and  fine  dark  plantations  climbing  over 
the  dark  hills  that  lead  to  Lord  Sligo's  seat  of  Delphi.  Presently, 
with  a  curtsey,  came  a  young  woman  who  sold  worsted  socks  at  a 
shilling  a  pair,  and  whose  portrait  is  given  on  the  next  page. 

It  required  no  small  pains  to  entice  this  rustic  beauty  to  stand 
while  a  sketch  should  be  made  of  her.  Nor  did  any  compliments  or 
cajolements,  on  my  part  or  the  landlady's,  bring  about  the  matter ;  it 
was  not  until  money  was  offered  that  the  lovely  creature  consented. 
I  offered  (such  is  the  ardour  of  the  real  artist)  either  to  give  her  six- 
pence, or  to  purchase  two  pairs  of  her  socks,  if  she  would  stand  still 
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for  five  minutes.  On  which  she  said  she  would  prefer  selling  the  socks. 
Then  she  stood  still  for  a  moment  in  the  comer  of  the  room  j  then  she 
turned  her  face  towards  the  comer 
and  the  other  pact  of  her  person  . 
towards  the  artist,  and  exclaimed 
in  that  attitude,  "  I  must  have  a 
shilling  more."  Then  I  told  her  to 
go  to  the  deuce.  Then  she  made 
a  proposition,  involving  the  stock- 
ings and  sixpence,  which  was  simi- 
larly Injected ;  and,  finally,  this 
splendid  design  was  completed  at 
the  price  first  stated. 

However,  as  we  went  off,  this 
timid  little  dove  barred  the  door  for 
a  moment,  and  said  that  "  1  ought 
to  give  her  another  shilling ;  that  a 
gentleman  would  give  her  another 
shilling,"  and  so  on.  She  might 
have  trod  the  London  streets  for 
ten  years  and  not  have  been  more 
•^-^^^^  impudent  and  more  greedy. 

By  this  time  the  famous  fresh 
horse  was  produced,  and  the  driver,  by  means  of  a  wraprascal,  had 
covered  a  great  part  of  the  rags  of  his  lower  garment  He  carried  a 
whip  and  a  stick,  the  former  lying  across  his  knees  ornamentally,  the 
latter  being  for  service;  and  as  his  feet  were  directly  under  the  horse's 
tail,  he  had  full  command  of  the  brute's  back,  and  belaboured  it  for  six 
hours  without  ceasing. 

What  litdc  English  the  fellow  knew  he  uttered  with  a  howl,  roarir^ 
into  my  ear  answers^which,  for  the  most  part,  were  wrong — to  various 
questions  put  to  him.  The  lad's  voice  was  so  hideous,  that  I  asked 
htm  if  he  could  sing ;  on  which  forthwith  he  began  yelhng  a  most 
horrible  Irish  ditty — of  which  he  told  me  the  title,  that  I  have  for- 
gotten. He  sang  three  stanzas,  certainly  keeping  a  kind  of  tune,  and 
the  latter  lines  of  each  verse  were  in  rhyme ;  but  when  I  asked  him  the 
meaning  of  the  song,  he  only  roared  out  its  Irish  title. 

On  questioning  the  driver  further,  it  turned  out  that  the  horse, 
warranted  fresh,  had  already  performed  a  journey  of  eighteen  miles 
that  morning,  and  the  consequence  was  that  1  had  full  leisure  to  survey 
the  country  through  which  we  passed.  There  were  more  lakes,  more 
mountains,  more  bog,  and  an  excellent  road  through  this  lonely  dis- 
trict, though  few  only  of  the  human  race  enlivened  it.  At  ten  miles 
from  Leenane,  we  stopped  at  a  roadside  hut,  where  the  drii-er  pulled 
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out  El  bag  of  oats,  and  borromng  an  iron  pot  from  the  good  people,  half 
filled  it  with  com,  which  the  poor  tired,  galled,  bewhipped  bladk  horse 
began  eagerly  to  devour.  The  young  charioteer  himself  hinted  very 
broadly  his  desire  for  a  glass  <rf  whisl^y,  which  was  the  only  kind  .mf 
refieshment  that  this  remote  house  of  entertainment  supplied. 

In  the  various  cabins  I  have  entered,  I  have  fourid  talking  a  vain 
matter:  the  people  are  suspicious  of  the  stranger  within  their  wretched 
gates,  and  are  shy,  sly,  and  silent  1  have,  commonly,  only  been  able 
to  get  half-answers  in  reply  to  my  questions,  given  in  a  manner  that 
seemed  plainly  to  intimate  that  the  visit  was  unwelcome.  In  this  rTide 
hostel,  however,  the  landlord  was  a  Uttle  less  reserved,  offered  a  seat  at 
the  tutf-Gre,  where  a  painter  might  have  had  a  good  sahject  for  his  skill. 
There  was  no  chimney,  hut  a  hole  in  the  roof,  up  which  a  small  portion 
of  the  smoke  ascended  (the  rest  preferring  an  egress  by  the  door,  or 
'  else  to  remain  in  the  apartment  altogether) ;  and  this  light  from  above 
lighted  up  as  rude  a  set  of  figures  as  ever  were  seen.  There  were  two 
brown  women  with  black  ^es  and  locks,  the  one  knitting  stockings  on 
the  floor,  the  other  "racking"  (with  that  natural  comb  which  five 
homy  fingers  supply)  the  elf-locks  of  a  dirty  urchin  between  her  knees. 
An  idle  fellow  was  smoldng  his  pipe  hy  the  fire ;  and  by  his  side  sat  a 
stranger,  who  had  been  made  welcome  to  the  shelter  of  the  place — a 
sickly,  well-looking  man,  whom  I  mistook  for  a  deserter  at  first,  for  he 
had  evidently  been  a  soldier. 

But  there  was  nothing  so  romantic  as  desertion  in  his  history. 
He  had  been  in  the  Dragoons,  hut  his  mother  had  purchased  his  dis- 
charge :  he  was  married,  and  had  lived  comfortably  in  Cork  for  some 
time,  in  the  glass-blowing  business.  Trade  failing  at  Cork,  he  had 
gone  to  Belfast  to  seek  for  work.  There  was  no  work  at  Belfast ;  and 
he  was  so  far  on  his  road  home  again  ;  sick,  without  a  penny  in  the 
world,  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles  to  travel,  and  a  starving  wife  and  ■ 
children  to  receive  him  at  his  journey's  end.  He  had  been  thrown 
off  a  caravan  that  day,  and  had  almost  broken  his  back  in  the  fall. 
Here  was  a  cheering  story !  I  wonder  where  he  is  now  :  how  far  has 
the  poor  starving  lonely  man  advanced  over  that  weary  desolate  road, 
that  in  good  health,  and  with  a  hoTSe  to  carry  me,  I  thought  it  a 
penalty  to  cress?  What  would  one  do  under  such  circumstances,  ' 
with  solitude  and  hunger  for  present  company,  despair  and  starvation 
at  the  end  of  the  vista  ?  There  are  a  score  of  lonely  lakes  along  the 
.road  which  he  has  to  pass  :  would  it  be  well  to  stop  at  one  of  them 
and  fitng  into  it  the  wretched  load  of  cares  which  that  poor  broken 
back  has  to  carry  ?  Would  the  world  he  would  light  on  then  be  worse 
for  him  than  that  he  is  pining  in  now  P  Heaven  help  us  I  and  on  this 
very  day,  throi^hout  the  three  kingdoms,  there  are  a  million  such 
stones  to  be  told  1    Who  dare  doubt  of  heaven  after  that  ?  of  a  place 
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where  there  is  at  last  a  wdcome  to  the  heart- stricken  prodigal  and  a 
h^py  home  to  the  wretched  ? 

The  crumbs  of  oats  which  fell  from  the  mouth  of  the  feasting  Dives 
of  a  horse  were  battled  for  outside  the  door  by  a  dozen  Lazaruses 
in  the  shape  of  fowls  ;  and  a  lanky  young  pig,  who  had  been  grunting 
in  an  old  chest  in  the  cabin,  or  in  a  miserable  recess  of  huddled  rags 
and  straw  which  formed  the  couch  of  the  family,  presently  came  out 
and  drove  the  poultry  away,  picking  up,  with  great  accuracy,  tlie 
solitary  grains  lying  about,  and  more  than  once  trying  to  shove  his 
snout  into  the  com-pot,  and  share  with  the  wretched  old  galled  horse. 
Whether  it  was  that  he  was  refreshed  by  his  meal,  or  that  the  car-boy 
was  invigorated  by  his  glass  of  whisky,  or  inflamed  by  the  sight  of 
■eighteenpence— which  munificent  sum  was  tendered  to  the  soldier~I 
don't  know ;  but  the  remaining  eight  miles  of  the  journey  were  got 
over  in  much  quicker  time,  although  the  road  was  exceedingly  bad  ■ 
and  hilly  for  the  greatest  part  of  the  way  to  Westport.  However,  by 
running  up  the  hiUs  at  the  pony's  side,  the  animal,  fired  with  emu- 
lation, trotted  up  them  too — descending  them  with  the  proverbial 
surefootedness  of  his  race,  the  car  and  he  bouncing  over  the  rocks  and 
stones  at  the  rate  of  at  least  four  Irish  miles  an  hour. 

At  about  five  miles  from  Westport  the  cultivation  became  much 
more  frequent.  There  were  plantations  upon  the  hills,  yellow  corn 
and  potatoes  in  plenty  in  the  fields,  and  houses  thickly  scattered. 
We  had  the  satisfaction,  too,  of  knowing  that  future  tourists  will  have 
a.n  excellent  road  to  travel  over  in  this  district :  for  by  the  side  of  the 
old  road,  which  runs  up  and  down  a  hundred  Uttle  rocky  steeps, 
according  to  the  ancient  plan,  you  see  a  new  one  running  for  several 
miles, — the  latter  way  being  conducted,  not  over  the  hills,  but  around 
them,  and,  considering  the  circumstances  rf  the  country,  extremely 
broad  and  even.  The  car-boy  presentiy  yelled  out  "  Reek,  Reek  ! " 
with  a  shriek  perfectly  appalling.  This  howl  was  to  signify  that  we 
were  in  sight  of  that  famous  conical  mountain  so  named,  and  from 
which  St.  Patrick,  after  inveigling  thither  ail  the  venomous  reptiles  in 
Ireland,  precipitated  the  whole  noisome  race  into  Clew  Bay.  The  road 
also  for  several  miles  was  covered  with  people,  who  Were  flocking  in 
hundreds  from  Wesport  market,  in  cars  and  carts,  on  horseback  single 
and  double,  and  on  foot. 

And  presently,  from  an  eminence,  I  caught  sight  not  only  of  a  fine 
view,  but  of  the  most  beautiful  view  I  ever  saw  in  (he  world,  1  think  ; 
and  to  enjoy  the  splendour  of  which  I  would  travel  a  hundred  miles  in 
that  car  with  that  very  horse  and  driver.  The  sun  was  just  about  to 
set,  and  the  country  round  about  and  to  the  east  was  almost  in 
twilight  The  mountains  were  tumbled  about  in  a  thousand  fantastic 
ways,  and  swarming  with  people.    Trees,  corn-fields,  cottages,  made 
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the  scene  indescribably  cheerful ;  noble  woods  stretched  towards  the 
sea,  and  abutting  on  them,  between  two  highlands,  lay  the  smoking 
town.  Hard  by  was  a  large  Gothic  building — it  is  but  a  poor-house  ( 
but  it  looked  like  a  grand  castle  in  the  grey  evening.  But  the  Bay — 
and  the  Reek  which  sweeps'  down  to  the  sea — and  a  hundred  islands 
in  it,  were  dressed  up  in  gold  and  purple  and  crimson,  with  the  whole 
cloudy  west  in  a  flame.  Wonderful,  wonderful  !  .  .  The  valleys  in  the 
road  to  Leenane  have  lost  all  ghmpses  of  the  sun  ere  this  ;  and  1 
suppose  there  is  not  a  soul  to  be  seen  in  the  black  landscape,  or  by  the 
shores  of  the  ghastly  lakes,  where  the  poor  glass-blower  from  the 
whisky-shop  is  f^tly  travelling  now. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 


NATURE  has  done  mucli  for  this  pretty  town  of  Westport;  and 
afler  Nature,  the  traveller  ought  to  be  thankful  to  Lord  Sligo, 
ydxo  has  done  a  great  deal  too.  In  the  first  place,  he  has  established 
one  of  the  prettiest,  comfortablest  inns  in  Ireland,  in  the  best  part  of 
his  little  town,  stocking  the  cellars  with  good  wines,  filling  the  house 
with  neat  furniture,  and  lending,  it  is  said,  the  whole  to  a  landlord 
gratis,  on  condition  that  he  should  keep  the  house  warm,  and  furnish 
the  larder,  and  entertain  the  traveller.  Secondly,  Lord  Sligo  has  given 
up,  for  the  use  of  the  townspeople,  a  beautiful  little  pleasure-ground 
about  his  house.  "  You  may  depand  upon,  it,"  said  a  Scotchman  at 
the  inn,  "that  they've  right  of  pathway  through  the  groonds,  and 
that  the  marquess  couldn't  shut  them  oot."  Which  is  a  pretty  fair 
specimen  of  charity  in  this  world — this  kind  world,  that  is  always 
ready  to  encourage  and  applaud  good  actions,  and  find  good  motives 
for  the  same.  I  wonder  how  much  would  induce  that  Scotchman  to 
allow  poor  people  to  walk  in  his  park,  if  he  had  one  ! 

In'the  midst  of  this  pleasure-ground,  and  surrounded  by  a  thousand 
fine  trees,  dressed  up  in  all  sorts  of  verdure,  stands  a  pretty  httle 
church  ;  paths  through  the  wood  lead  pleasantly  down  to  the  bay  ; 
and,  as  we  walked  down  to  it  on  the  day  after  our  arrival,  one  of  the 
green  fields  was  suddenly  black  with  rooks,  making  a  huge  cawing 
and  clanging  as  they  settled  down  to  feed.  The  house,  a  handsome 
massive  structure,  must  command  noble  views  of  the  bay,  over  which 
all  the  colours  of  Titian  were  spread  as  the  sun  set  behind  its  purple 
islands. 

Printer's  ink  will  not  give  these  wonderful  hues  j  and  the  reader 
will  make  his  picture  at  his  leisure.  That  conical  mountain  to  the  left 
is  Croaghpatrick :  it  is  clothed  in  the  most  magnificent  violet-colour, 
and  a  couple  of  round  clouds  were  exploding  as  it  were  from  the 
summit,  that  part  of  them  towards  the  sea  Ughted  up  with  the  most 
delicate  gold  and  rose  colour.  In  the  centre  is  the  Clare  Island,  of  which 
the  edges  were  bright  cobalt,  whilst  the  middle  was  lighted  up  with  a 
brilliant  scarlet  tinge,  such  as  1  would  have  laughed  at  in  a  picture, 
never  having  seen  in  nature  before,  but  looked  at  now  with  wonder 
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and  pleasure  until  the  hue  disappeared  as  the  sun  went  a.way.  The 
islands  in  the  bay  (which  was  of  a.gold  colour)  looked  like  so  many 
dolphins  and  whales  basking  there.  The  rich  park-woods  stretched 
down  to  the  shore ;  and  the  immediate  foreground  consisted  of  a 
yellow  corn-field,  whereon  stood  innumerable  shocks  of  corn,  casting 
immense  long  purple  shadows  over  the  stubble.  The  farmer,  with 
some  little  ones  about  him,  was  superintending  his  reapers ;  and  I 
heard  him  say  to  a  Lttle  girl,  "  Norey,  I  love  you  the  best  of  all  my 
children  ! "  Presently,  one  of  the  reapers  coming  up,  says,  "  It's 
always  the  custom  in  these  parts  to  ask  strange  gentlemen  to  give 
something  to  drink  the  first  day  of  reaping ;  and  we'd  like  to  drink 
your  honour's  health  in  a  bowl  of  coffee."  O  fortunatos  nimium ! 
The  cockney  takes  out  sixpence,  and  thinks  that  he  never  passed  such 
a  pleasant  half-hour  in  all  his  life  as  in  that  corn-field,  looking  at  that 
wonderful  bay. 

A  car  which  I  had  ordered  presently  joined  me  from  the  town,  and 
going  down  a  green  lane  very  like  England,  and  across  a  causeway 
near  a  building  where  the  carman  proposed  to  show  me  "me  lard's 
caffin  that  he  brought  from  Rome,  and  a  mighty  big  caffin  entirely," 
we  came  close  upon  the  water  and  the  port.  There  was  a  long  hand- 
some pier  (which,  no  doubt,  remains  at  this  present  minute),  and  one 
solitary  cutter  lying  alongside  it ;  which  may  or  may  not  be  there  now. 
There  were  about  three  boats  lying  near  the  cutter,  and  six  sailors, 
with  long  shadows,  lolling  about  the  pier.  As  for  the  warehouses,  they 
are  enormous  ;  and  might  accommodate,  I  should  think,  not  only  the 
trade  of  Westport,  but  of  Manchester  too.  There  are  huge  streets  of 
these  houses,  ten  storeys  high,  with  cranes,  owners'  names,  &c.,  marked 
Wine  Stores,  Flour  Stores,  Bonded  Tobacco  Warehouses,  and  so 
forih.  The  six  sailors  that  were  singing  on  the  pier  no  doubt  are  each 
admirals  of  as  many  fleets  of  a  hundred  sail  that  bring  wines  and 
tobacco  from  all  quarters  of  the  world  to  fill  these  enormous  ware- 
houses. These  dismal  mausoleums,  as  vast  as  pyramids,  are  the 
places  where  the  dead  trade  of  Westport  lies  buried — a  trade  that,  in 
its  lifetime,  probably  was  about  as  big  as  a  mouse.  Nor  is  this  the 
first  nor  the  hundredth  place  to  be  seen  in  this  country,  which  sanguine 
builders  have  erected  to  accommodate  an  imaginary  commerce.  Mill- 
owners  over-mill  themselves,  merchants  over- warehouse  themselves, 
squires  over-castle  themselves,  lilde  tradesmen  about  Dublin  and  the 
cities  over-villa  and  over-gig  themselves,  and  we  hear  sad  tales  about 
hereditary  bondage  and  the  accursed  tyranny  of  England 

Passing  out  of  this  dreary,  pseudo-commercial  port,  the  road  lay 
along  the  beaijtiful  shores  of  Clew  Bay,  adorned  with  many  a  rickety 
villa  and  pleasure-house,  from  the  cracked  windows  of  which  may  be 
seen  one  of  the  noblest  views  in  the  world.    One  of  the  villas  the 
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guide  pointed  out  with  peculiar  exultation :  it  is  called  by  a  grand 
name — Waterloo  Park,  and  has  a  lodge,  and  a  gate,  and  a  field  of  a 
couple  of  acres,  and  belongs  lo  a  young  gendeman  who,  being  able  tu 
write  Waterloo  Park  on  his  card,  succeeded  in  carrying  off  a  young 
London  heiress  with  a  hundred  thousand  pounds.  The  young  couple 
had  just  arrived,  and  one  of  them  must  have  been  rather  astonished, 
no  doubt,  at  the  "  park,"  But  what  will  not  love  do  ?  With  love  and 
a  hundred  thousand  pounds,  a  cottage  may  be  made  to  look  like  a 
castle,  and  a  park  of  two  acres  may  be  brought  to  extend  for  a  mile. 
The  night  began  now  lo  fall,  wrapping  up  in  a  sober  gray  livery  the 
bay  and  mountains,  which  had  just  been  so  gorgeous  in  sunset ;  and 
we  turned  our  backs  presently  upon  the  bay,  and  the  villas  with  the 
cracked  windows,  and  scaling  a  road  of  perpetual  ups  and  downs, 
went  back  to  Westport.  On  the  way  was  a  pretty  cemetery,  lying  on 
each  side  of  the  road,  with  a  ruined  chapel  for  the  ornament  of  one 
division,  a  holy  well  for  the  other.  In  the  holy  well  lives  a  sacred 
trout,  whom  sick  people  come  to  consult,  and  who  operates  great  curea 
in  the  neighbourhood.  If  the  patient  sees  the  trout  floating  on  his 
back,  he  dies ;  if  on  his  belly,  he  lives  j  or  vice  virsA.  The  litde  spot 
is  old,  ivy-grovm,  and  picturesque,  and  I  can't  fancy  a  better  place  for 
a  pilgrim  to  kneel  and  say  his  beads  at 

But  considering  the  whole  country  goes  to  mass,  and  that  the 
priests  can  govern  it  as  they  will,  teaching  what  shall  be  believed  and 
what  shall  be  not  credited,  would  it  not  be  well  for  their  reverences,  in 
the  year  eighteen  htmdred  and  fort)'-two,  to  discourage  these  absurd 
Ues  and  superstitions,  and  teach  some  simple  truths  to  their  flock  t 
Leave  such  figments  to  magazine-writers  and  ballad-makers  ;  but, 
corbleu !  it  makes  one  indignant  to  think  that  people  in  the  United 
Kingdom,  where  a  press  is  at  work  and  good  sense  is  abroad,  and 
clergymen  are  eager  to  educate  the  people,' should  countenance  such 
savage  superstitions  and  silly,  grovelling  heathenisms. 

The  chapel  is  before  the  inn  where  I  resided,  and  on  Sunday,  from 
a  very  early  hour,  the  side  of  the  street  was  thronged  with  worshippers, 
who  came  to  attend  the  various  services.  Nor  are  the  Catholics  the 
only  devout  people  of  this  remote  district  There  is  a  large  Presby- 
terian church  very  well  attended,  as  was  the  Established  Church  service 
in  the  pretty  church  in  the  park.  There  was  no  organ,  but  the  cleric 
and  a  choir  of  children  sang  hymns  sweetly  and  truly ;  and  a  charity 
sermon  being  preached  for  the  bene6t  of  the  diocesan  schools,  I  saw 
many  pound-notes  in  the  plate,  showing  that  the  Protestants  here  were 
as  ardent  as  their  Roman  Catholic  brethren.  The  sennon  was  extem- 
pore, as  usual,  according  to  the  prevailing  taste  here.  The  preacher 
by  putting  aside  his  sermon-book  may  gain  in  wannth,  which  we  don't 
want,  but  lose  in  reason,  which  we  do.    If  I  were  Defender  of  the 


WESTPORT.  449 

Faith,  I  would  issue  an  order  to  all  priests  and  deacons  to  take  to  the 
book  again  j  weighing  well,  before  they  uttered  it,  every  word  they 
proposed  to  say  upon  so  great  a  subject  as  that  of  religion  ;  and  mis- 
trusting that  dangerous  facility  given  by  active  jaws  and  a  hot  imagina- 
tion. Reverend  divines  have  adopted  this  habit,  and  keep  us  for  an 
hour  listening  to  what  might  well  be  told  in  ten  minutes.  They  are 
wondrously  fluent,  considering  all  things  ;  and  though  I  have  heard 
many  a  sentence  begun  whereof  the  speaker  did  not  evidently  know 
the  conclusion,  yet,  somehow  or  other,  he  has  always  managed  to  get 
through  the  paragraph  without  any  hiatus,  except  perhaps  in  the  sense. 
And  as  far  as  I  can  remark,  it  is  not  calm,  plain,  downright  preachers 
who  preserve  the  extemporaneous  system  for  the  most  part,  but  pompous 
orators,  indulging  in  all  the  cheap  graces  of  rhetoric — exaggerating 
words  and  feelings  to  make  effect,  and  dealing  in  pious  caricature. 
Church-goers  become  excited  by  this  loud  talk  and  captivating  manner, 
and  can't  go  back  afterwards  to  a  sober  discourse  read  out  of  a  grave 
old  sennon-book,  appealing  to  the  reason  and  the  gentle  feelings, 
instead  of  to  the  passions  and  the  imagination.  Beware  of  too  much 
talk,  0  parsons  !  If  a  man  is  to  give  an  account  of  every  idle  word 
he  utters,  for  what  a  number  of  such  loud  nothings,  windy  emphatic 
trapes  and  metaphors,  spoken,  not  for  God's  glory,  but  the  preacher's, 
will  many  a  cushion-thumper  have  to  answer  \  And  this  rebuke  may 
properly  find  a  place  here,  because  the  clergyman  by  whose  discourse 
it  was  elicited  is  not  of  the  eloquent  dramatic  sort,  but  a.  gentleman,  it 
is  said,  remarkable  for  old-fashioned  learning  and  quiet  habits,  that  do 
not  seem  to  be  to  the  taste  of  the  many  boisterous  young  clergy  of  the 
present  day. 

The  Catholic  chapel  was 'built  before  their  graces  the  most  reverend 
lord  archbishops  came  into  fashion.  It  is  large  and  gloomy,  with  one 
or  two  attempts  at  ornament  by  way  of  pictures  at  the  altars,  and  a 
good  inscription  warning  the  in-comer,  in  a  few  bold  words,  of  the 
sacredness  of  the  place  he  stands  in.  Bare  feet  bore  away  thousands 
of  people  who  came  to  pray  there :  there  were  numbers  of  smart 
equipages  for  the  richer  Protestant  congregation.  Strolling  about  the 
town  in  the  balmy  summer  evenmg,  I  heard  the  sweet  tones  of  a  hymn 
A\)m  the  people  in  the  Presbyterian  praying-house.  Indeed,  the 
country  is  full  of  piety,  and  a  warm,  sincere,  undoubting  devotion. 

On  week-days  the  street  before  the  chapel  is  scarcely  less  crowded 
than  on  the  Sabbath :  but  it  is  with  women  and  children  merely ;  for  a 
stream  bordered  with  lime-trees  runs  pleasantly  down  the  street,  and 
hither  come  innimierable  girls  to  wash,  while  the  children  make  diit- 
pies  and  look  on.  Wilkie  was  here  some  years  since,  and  the  place 
affords  a  great  deal  of  amusement  to  the  painter  of  character.  Sketch- 
ing, iant  bien  qut  mat,  the  bridge  and  the  trees,  and  some  of  the 
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nymphs  engaged  m  the  stream,  the  wriier  became  an  object  of  no 
small  attention  ;  and  at  Ieast*a  score  of  dirty  brats  left  their  dirt-pies 
to  look  on,  the  bare-legged  washing-girls  grinning  from  the  water. 


One,,  a  regular  rustic  beauty,  whose  face  and,  figure  would  have 
made  the  fortune  of  a  frontispiece,  seemed  particularly  amused  and 
aga^anU;  and  I  walked  round  to  get  a  drawing  of  her  fresh  jolly  face ; 
but  directly  I  came  npar  she  pulled  her  gown  over  her  head,  and 
resolutely  turned  round  her  back  ;  and,  as  that  part  of  her  person  did 
not  seem  to  differ  in  character  from  the  backs  of  the  rest  of  Europe, 
there  is  no  need  of  taking  its  likeness,  ■  ■     , 
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CHAPTER  XXI, 

THE  PATTERN  AT  CHOAGHPATRrCK. 

ON  the  Pattern  day,  however,  the  washerwomen  and,  children  had 
all  disappeared— nay,  the  stream,  too,  seemed  to  be  gone  out  of 
town.  There  wasa  r^ort  ciurent,  aiso,  that  on  the  occasion  of  the 
Pattern,  six. hundred  teetotallers  had  sworn  lo  revolt ;  and  I  fear  that 
it  vras  the  hope  of  witnessing  this  awful  rebellion  which  induced  me  to 
stay  a  couple  of  days  at  Westport.  The. Pattern  wascnminenced  on 
the  Sunday,  and  the  priests  goijig  up  to  the  mountain  took,  care  that 
there  should  be  no  ^orts  nor  dancing  on  that  day  ;  but  that  the  people 
should  only  content  themselves  with  the  perfbnnance  of  what  are  called 
reUgious  duties.  Religious  duties  t  Heaven  help  us !  If  these 
reverend. geMlemen  were  worshippers. of  Moloch. or. Baal,  or  any  deity 
.whose  honour  demanded  bloodshed,,  aad  savage  rites,  and  degradation, 
.and  torture^  one  might  fxacy  them  encouraging  the  people  to  the  dis- 
gusting penances  the.  pooi:.  things  here  perform.  But  it's  too  hardto 
think  that  in  our  days  any  pristts  of  any  religion  should  be  found 
superintending  such  ahideou&senesiofself-saoifices  as  are,  it  aii^ars^ 
p^ormed  on  this  hill. 

A  friend  who  ascended  the  hill  brought  down  the  following  accojmt 
of  it.  The  a5cent.is.a  very  ste^  and  hard  one,  he  says;  but  it  was 
perfonnfid  in  company  of  thousands,  of  people  .who  were  making  thw 
way  barefoot  to.  the  several  "  stations  "  upon  the  hill. 

"  The  first  station  consists  at  one  heap  of  stones,  roun4  which  they 
must  walk  seven  times,  casting  a  stone  on  the  heap  each  time,  and 
before  and  afler  every  stone's  throw  saying  a  prayer. 

"  The  second  stalxon  is  on  the  top  of  [he  mountain.  Here  there  is 
a  great  altar— a.  shapeless  heap  of  stones.  The  poor  wretches  crawl 
en  their  knees  into  this  place,  say,  fifteen  prayers,  and  afteu  going 
round  the  entire  top  of  the  mountain  fifteen  timea,  say  fifteen  prayers 
^ain. 

"  The  tliird  station  is  near  the  bottom  of  the  mountain  at  the  fiirther 
side  from  .Westport  It  consists  of  three  heaps.  The  penitents  must  go 
seven  times  round  these  collectively,  and  seven  times  afterwards  round 
each  individually,  saying  a  prayer  before  and  after  each  progress." 

My  informant  describes  the  people  as  coming  away  from  this 
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"frightful  exhibition  suflfering  severe  pain,  wounded  and  bleeding  in 
the  Icnees  and  feet,  and  some  of  the  women  shrieking  with  the  pain  of 
their  wounds,"  Fancy  thousands  of  these  bent  upon  their  work,  and 
priests  standing  by  to  encourage  them  !~For  shame,  for  shame.  If 
all  the  popes,  cardinals,  bishops,  heimits,  priests,  and  deacons  that 
ever  lived  were  to  come  forward  and  preaoh  this  as  a  truth — that  to 
please  God  you  must  macerate  your  body,  that  the  sight  of  your  agonies 
is  welcome  to  Him,  and  that  your  blood,  groans,  and  degradation  find 
favour  in  His  eyes,  1  would  not  believe  them.  Better  have  over  a 
company  of  Fakeers  at  once,  and  set  the  Suttee  going. 

Of  these  tortures,  however,  1  had  not  the  fortune  to  witness  a  sight ; 
for  going  towards  the  mountain  for  the  first  four  miles,  the  only  con- 
veyance I  could  find  was  half  the  pony  of  an  honest  sailor,  who  said, 
when  applied  to,  "  I  tell  you  what  I  do  wid  you  r  I  give  you  a  spell 
about."  But,  as  it  turned  out  we  were  going  ditferent  ways,  this  help 
was  but  a  small  one.  A  car  with  a  spare  seat,  however,  (there  were 
hundreds  of  others  quite  full,  and  scores  of  rattling  country-carts 
covered  with  people,  and  thousands  of  bare  legs  trudging  along  the 
road,) — a  car  with  a  spare  seat  passed  by  at  two  miles  from  the  Pattern, 
and  that  just  in  time  to  get  comfortably  wet  through  on  aniving  there. 
The  whole  mountain  was  enveloped  in  mist ;  and  we  could  nowhere 
see  thirty  yards  before  us,  The  women  walked  forward,  with  their 
gowns  over  their  heads  :  the  men  sauntered  on  in  the  rain,  with  the 
utmost  indifference  to  it.  The  car  presently  came  to  a  cottage,  the 
court  in  front  of  which  was  black  with  two  hundred  horses,  and  where 
as  many  drivers  were  janglmg  and  bawling  j  and  here  we  were  told  to 
descend.  You  had  to  go  over  a  wall  and  across  a  brook,  and  heboid 
the  Pattern. 

The  pleasures  of  the  poor  people — for  after  the  business  on  the 
mountain  came  the  dancing  and  love-making  at  its  foot— were  wofully 
spoiled  by  the  rain,  which  rendered  dancing  on  the  grass  impossible  ; 
nor  were  the  tents  big  enough  for  that  exercise.  Indeed,  the  whole 
sight  was  as  dismal  and  half-savage  a  one  as  I  have  seen.  There  may 
have  been  fiftyof  these  tents  squatted  round  a  plain  of  the  most  brilliant 
green  grass,  behind  which  the  mist-curtains  seemed  to  rise  immediately ; 
for  you  could  not  even  see  the  mountain-side  beyond  them.  Here  was 
a  great  crowd  of  men  and  women,  all  ugly,  as  the  fortune  of  the  day 
would  have  it  (for  the  sagacious  reader  has,  no  doubt,  remarked  that 
there  are  ugly  and  pretty  days  in  life).  Stalls  were  spread  about, 
whereof  the  owners  were  shrieking  out  the  praises  of  their  wares — great 
coarse  damp-looking  bannocks  of  bread  for  the  most  part,  or,  mayhap, 
a  dirty  collection  of  pigsfeet  and  such  refreshments.  Several  of  the 
^  booths  professed  tobelong  to  "confectioners"  from  Westport  or  Castle- 
bar,  the  confectionery  consisting  of  huge  biscuits  and  doubtful-looking 
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ginger-beer — ginger-ale  or  gingeretta  it  is  called  in  this  country,  by  a 
fanciful  people'who  love  the  finest  titles.  Add  to  these,  c^drons  con- 
taining water  for  "  tay  "  at  the  doors  of  the  booths,  other  pots  full  of 
masses  of  pale  legs  of  mutton  (the  owner  "prodding,"  every  now  and 
then,  for  a  bit,  and  holding  it  up  and  asking  the  passenger  to  bu^).  In 
the  booths  it  was  impossible  to  stand  upright,  or  to  see  much,  on 
account  of  smoke.  Men  and  women  were  crowded  in  these  nide  tents, 
huddled  together,  and  disappearing  in  the  darkness.  Owners  came 
bustling  out  to  replenish  the  empty  water-jugs :  and  landladies  stood  out- 
side in  the  rain  calling  strenuously  upon  all  passers-by  to  enter.  Here  is 
a  design  taken  from  oneof  the  booths,  presenting  ingeniously  an  outside 
and  an  inside  view  of  the  same  place— an  artifice  seldom  practised  in 
pictures. 


Meanwhile,  high  up  on  the  invisible  mountain,  the  people  were 
dragging  their  bleeding  knees  from  altar  to  altar,  flinging  stones,  and 
muttering  some  endless  litanies,  with  the  priests  standing  by.  I  think 
I  was  not  sorry  that  the  rain,  and  the  care  of  my  precious  health,  pre- 
vented me  from  mounting  a  severe  hiU  to  witness  a  sight  that  could 
only  have  caused  one  to  be  shocked  and  ashamed  that  servants  of  God 
should  encourage  it.  The  road  home  was  very  pleasant ;  everybody 
was  wet  through,  but  everybody  was  happy,  and  by  some  miracle  we 
were  seven  on  the  car.  There  was  the  honest  Englishman  in  the 
military  cap,  who  sang  "The  sea,  the  hopen  sea's  my  'ome,"  although 
not  any  one  of  the  company  called  upon  him  for  that  air.  Then  the 
music  was  taken  up  by  a  good-natured  lass  from  Castlebar ;  then  the 
Englishman  again,  "With  burnished  brand  and  musketoon;"  and 
there  was  no  end  of  pushing,  pinching,  squeezing,  and  laughing.    The 
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Englishman,  especially,  bad  a  favourite  yell,  with  which  he  saluted 
and  astonished  all  cottagers,  passengers,  cars,  that  we  met  or  overlook. 
Presently  came  jH^ncing  by  two  dandies,  who  were  especially  frightened 
by  the  noise.  "  Thim's  two  tailors  from  Westport,"  said  the  carman, 
grinning  with  all  his  might  "  Come,  gat  out  of  the  nay  there,  gat 
along  I "  piped  a  small  English  voice  from  above  somewhere.  1  looked 
up,  and  saw  a  little  creature  perched  on  the  top  of  a  tandem,  which  he 
was  driving  with  the  most  knowing  air— a  dreadftil  young  hero,  with  a 
white  hat,  and  a  white  face,  and  a  blue  bird's-eye  neckcloth.  He  was 
five  feet  high,  if  an  inch,  an  ensign,  and  sixteen ;  and  it  was  a  great 
comfort  to  think,  in  case  of  danger  or  riot,  that  one  of  his  years  and 
personal  strength  was  at  hand  to  give  help. 

"  Thim's  the  afficers,"  said  the  carman,  as  the  tandem  wheeled  by, 
a  small  groom  quivering  on  behind — and  the  carman  spoke  with  the 
greatest  respect  this  time.  Two  days  before,  on  arriving  at  Wcslport, 
1  had  seen  the  same  equipage  at  the  door  of  the  inn^where  for  a 
moment  there  happened  to  be  no  waiter  to  receive  me.  So,  shoulder- 
ing a  carpet-hag,  I  walked  into  the  iim-hali,  and  asked  a  gentleman 
standing  there  where  was  the  ooffee-room  ?  It  was  the  military 
tandem-driving  youth,. who  with  much  grace  looked,  iip.  in  my  face, 
and  said  calmly,  "  /  dawn'l  know."  I  believe  the  little  creature  had 
just  been  dining  in  the  very  room— and  so  present  my  best  compli- 
ments to  him. 

The  Guide-book  will  inform  the  traveller  of  many  a  beautillil  spot 
which  lies  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Westport,.anil.which  I  had  not  the 
time  to  visit^i-but,  I,  roust  not  take  leave. ofthe-excellent  little  inn 
without  speafaing.caice  more  of  its  extreme  comfort;  nor  of  the  place 
itself,  without  another  parting  word  regarding  its  beauty.  It  forms  an 
event  in  one's  life  to  have  seen  that  place,  so  beautiful  is  it,  and  so 
unlike  all  other  beauties  that  1  know  of.  Were  such  beauties  lying 
upon  English  shores  it  would  he  a  world's  wonder:  perhaps,  if  it  were 
on  the  Mediterranean,  or  the  Baltic,  English  travellers  would  dock  to 
it  by  hundreds ;  why  not  come  and  see  it  in  Ireland?  Remote  as  the 
spot  is,  Westport  is  only  two  days'  journey  from  London  noff,  and  lies 
in  a  country  far  more  strange  to  most  travellera  than  France  or  Geimany 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

FROM  WESTPORT  TO  BALLINASLOE. 

THE  mail-coach  took  us  next  day  by  CastlebarandTuam  toBallin- 
asloe,  a  joumey  of  near  eighty  miles.  The  country  b  interspersed 
■ivith  innumerable  seats  belonging  to  the  Blakes,  the  Browns,  and  the 
Lynches ;  and  we  passed  many  large  domains  belonging  to  bankrupt 
lords  and  fugitive  squires,  with  fine  lodges  adorned  with  moss  and 
.  liattered  windows,  and  parks  where,  if  the  grass  was  growing  on  the 
roads,  on  the  other  hand  the  trees  had  been  weeded  out  of  the  glass. 
Abbut  these  seats  and  their  owners  the  guard — an  honest,  shrewd 
fellow — had  all  the  gossip  to  tell.  The  Jolly  guard  himself  was  a  niin, 
it  turned  out:  he  told  me  his  grandfather  was  a  man  of  large  properly; 
his  lather,  he  said,  kept  a  pack  of  hounds,  and  had  spent  everything 
by  the  time  he,  the  guard,  was  sixteen :  so  the  lad  made  interest  to  get 
-a  mail-car  to  drive,  whence  he  had  been  promoted  to  the  guard's  seat, 
and  now  for  forty  years  had  occupied  it,  travelling  eighty  miles,  and 
«aming  seven-and-twopence  every  day  of  his  life.  He  had  been  once 
ill,  he  said,  for  three  days ;  and  if  a  man  may  be  judged  by  ten  hours' 
talk  with  him,  there  were  few  more  shrewd,  resolute,  simple-minded 
men  to  be  found  on  the  outside  of  any  coaches  or  the  inside  of  any 
houses  in  Ireland. 

During  the  first  five-and-twenty  miles  of  the  journey,— for  the  day 
■was  very  suimy  and  bright, — Croaghpatrick  kept  us  company ;  and, 
seated  with  your  back  to  the  horses,  you  could  see,  "  on  the  left,  that 
Tast  ^gregation  of  mountains  which  stretches  southwards  to  the  Bay 
of  Galway ;  on  the  right,  that  gigantic  assemblage  which  sweeps  in 
circular  outline  northward  to  Killule."  Somewhere  amongst  those  hills 
the  great  John  Tuam  was  bom,  whose  mansion  and  cadiedral  are  to 
be  seen  in  Tuam  town,  but  whose  fame  is  spread  everywhere.  To 
■arrive  at  Castlebar,  we  go  over  the  undulating  valley  which  lies  between 
the  mountains  of  Joyce  country  and  Erris ;  and  the  first  object  which 
you  see  on  entering  the  town  is  a  stately  Gothic  castle  that  stands  at 
a  short  distance  from  it 

On  the  gate  of  the  stately  Gothic  castle  was  written  an  inscription 
mot  very  hospitable;  "without  beware,  WITHIN  amend;"— just 
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beneath  which  is  an  iron  crane  of  neat  construction.  The  castle  is 
the  county  gaol,  and  the  iron  crane  is  the  gallows  of  the  district  The- 
town  seems  neat  and  lively  :  there  is  a  line  church,  a  grand  barracks 
(celebrated  as  the  residence  of  the  young  fellow  with  the  bird's-eye 
neckcloth),  a  club,  and  a  Whig  and  Tory  newspaper.  The  road  hence 
to  Tuam  is  very  pretty  and  lively,  from  the  number  of  country  seats 
aloi^  the  way,  giving  comfortable  shelter  to  more  Blakes,  Browns,  and 
Lynches. 

Id  the  cottages,  the  inhabitants  looked  healthy  and  rosy  in  their 
rags,  and  the  cots  themselves  in  the  sunshine  almost  comfortable.  After- 
a  couple  of  months  in  the  country,  the  stranger's  eye  grows  somewhat 
accustomed  to  the  rags :  they  do  not  frighten  him  as  at  first ;  the. 
people  who  wear  them  look  for  the  most  part  healthy  enough ;  especiaUy 
the  small  children-'those  who  can  scarcely  totter,  and  are  sitting 
shading  their  eyes  at  the  door,  and  leaving  the  unfinished  dirt-pie  to. 
shout  as  the  coach  passes  by — are  as  healthy  a  looking  race  as  one 
will  often  see.  Nor  can  any  one  pass  through  the  land  without  being 
touched  by  the  extreme  love  of  children  among  the  people:  they  swarm  ' 
everywhere,  and  the  whole  country  rings  with  cries  of  affection  towards 
the  children,  with  the  songs  of  young  ragged  nurses  dandling  babies.  - 
on  their  knees,  and  warnings  of  mothers  to  Patsey  to  come  out  of  the 
mud,  or  Norey  to  get  off  the  pig's  back. 

At  Tuam  the  coach  stopped  exactly  for  fourteen  minutes  and  a 
half,  during  which  time  those  who  wished  might  dtne  ;  but  instead,  T 
had  the  pleasure  of  inspecting  a  very  mouldy,  dirty  town,  and  made 
my  way  to  the  Catholic  cathedral — a  very  handsome  edifice  indeed  j 
handsome  without  and  within,  and  of  the  Gothic  sort.  Over  the 
door  is  a  huge  coat  of  arms  surmounted  by  a  cardinal's  hat — the  arms 
of  the  see,  no  doubt,  quartered  with  John  Tuam's  own  patrimonial 
coat;  and  that  was  a  frieze  coat,  from  all  accounts,  passably  ragged  at 
the  elbows.  Well,  he  must  be  a  poor  wag  who  could  sneer  at  an  old 
coat,  because  it  was  old  and  poor ;  but  if  a  man  changes  it  for  a  tawdry 
gimcrack  suit  bedizened  with  twopenny  tinsel,  and  struts  about  call' 
ing  himself  his  grace  and  my  lord,  when  may  we  laugh  if  not  then  ? 
There  is  something  simple  in  the  way  in  which  these  good  people  belord 
their  clergymen,  and  respect  titles  real  or  sham.  Take  any  Dublin 
paper — a  couple  of  columns  of  it  are  sure  to  be  filled  with  movements- 
of  the  small  great  men  of  the  world.  Accounts  from  Derrynane  state 
that  the  '■  Right  Honourable  the  Lord  Mayor  is  in  good  health^his. 
lordship  went  out  with  his  beagles  yesterday ; "  or  "  his  Grace  the. 
Most  Reverend  the  Lord  Archbishop  of  Ballywhack,  assisted  by  the 
Right  Reverend  the  Lord  Bishops  of  Trincomalee  and  Hippopotamus, 
assisted,"  &c.  j  or  "  Colonel  Tims,  of  Castle  Tims,  and  lady,  have 
quitted  the  '  Shelbume  Hotel,'  with  a  party  for  Kilballybathershins,. 
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where  the  august  •  party  propose  to  enjoy  a  few  days'  shrimp-fishing," 
— and  so  on.  Our  people  are  not  witty  and  keen  of  perceiving  the 
ridiculous,  like  the  Irish  ;  but  the  bluntnessand  honesty  <rf  the  English 
have  well  nigh  kicked  the  fashionable'humbug  down;  and  except 
perhaps  among  footmen  and  about  Baker  Street,  this  curiosity  about 
the  aristocracy  is  wearing  fast  away.  Have  the  Irish  so  much  reason 
to  respect  their  lords  that  they  should  so  chronicle  all  their  movements  ; 
and  not  only  admire  real  lords,  but  make  sham  ones  of  their  own  to 
admire  them  f 

There  is  no  object  of  special  mark  upon  the  road  from  Tuam  to 
Ballinasloe — the  country  being  flat  for  the  most  part,  and  the  noble 
Galway  and  Mayo  mount^ns  having  disappeared  at  length — until  you 
come  to  a  glimpse  of  Old  England  in  the  pretty  village  of*  Ahascragh. 
An  old  oak-tree  grows  in  the  neat  street,  the  houses  are  as  trim  and 
white  as  eye  can  desire,  and  about  the  church  and  the  town  are  hand- 
some plantations,  forming  on  the  whole  such  a  picture  of  comfort  and 
plenty  as  is  rarely  to  be  seen  in  the  part  of  Ireland  I  have  traversed. 
All  these  wonders  have  been  wrought  by  the  activity  of  an  excellent 
resident  agent.  There  was  a  countryman  on  the  coach  deploring  tbat> 
through  family  circumstances,  this  gentleman  should  have  been  dis- 
possessed of  his  agency,  and  declaring  that  the  village  had  already 
begun  to  deteriorate  in  consequence.  The  marks  of  such  decay  were 
not,  however,  visible — at  least  to  a  new  comer  ;  and  being  reminded  of 
it,  I  indulged  in  many  patriotic  longings  for  England  r  as  every 
Englishman  does  when  he  is  travelling  out  of  the  country  which  he 
is  always  so  willing  to  quit. 

That  a  place  should  instantly  begin  to  deteriorate  because  a  certain 
individual  was  removed  from  it— that  cottagers  should  become  thrift- 
less, and  houses  dirty,  and  house-windows  cracked, — all  these  are 
points  which  public  economists  may  ruminate  over,  and  can't  fail  to 
give  the  carelessest  traveller  much  matter  for  painful  reflection.  How 
is  it  that  the  presence  of  one  man  more  or  less  should  affect  a  set  of 
people  come  to  yeais  of  manhood,  and  knowing  that  Ihey  have  their 
duty  to  do  ?  Why  should  a  man  at  Ahascragh  let  his  home  go  to  ruin, 
and  stuff  his  windows  with  ragged  breeches  instead  of  glass,  because 
Mr.  Smith  is  agent  in  place  of  Mr.  Jones  ?  Is  he  a  child,  that  won't 
work  unless  the  schoolmaster  be  at  hand  ?  or  are  we  to  suppose,  with 
the  "  Repealers,"  that  the  cause  of  all  this  degradation  and  misery  is 
the  intolerable  tyranny  of  the  sister  country,  and  the  pain  which  poor 
Ireland  has  been  made  to  endure  ?  This  is  very  well  at  the  Corn 
Exchange,  and  among  patriots  after  dinner;  but,  after  all,  granting  the 
grievance  of  the  franchise  (though  it  may  not  be  unfair  to  presimie 

*  This  epithet  is  applied  to  the  party  of  a  Colonel  somebody,  in  a  Dublin 
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that  a  man  who  has  not  strength  of  mind  enough  to  mend  his  own 
breeches  or  his  own  windows  will  always  be  the  tool  of  one  party  or 
■  another),  there  is  no  Inquisitian  set  up  in  the  country  :  the  law  tries  to 
defend  tie  people  as  much  as  they  will  allow  ;  the  odious  tithe  has  even 
been  whisked  off  from  their  shoulders  to  the  landlords' ;  they  may  live 
pretty  much  as  they  like.  Is  it  not  too  monstrous  to  howl  about 
English  tyranny  and  suffering  Ireland,  and  call  for  a  Stephen's  Green 
Parliament  to  make  the  country  quiet  and  the  people  industrious  ?  The 
people  are  not  politically  worse  treated  than  their  neighbours  in 
England.  The  priests  and  the  landlords,  if  they  chose  to  co-operUe, 
might  do  more  for  the  country  now  than  any  kings  or  laws  could. 
What  you  want  here  is  not  a  Catholic  or  Protestant  party,  but  an  Irish ' 
party. 

In  the  midst  of  these  reflections,  and  by  what  the  reader  will 
doubtless  think  a  blessed  interruption,  we  came  in  sight  of  the  town  of 
Ballinasloe  and  its  "gash-lamps,"  which  a  fellow-passenger  did  not 
fail  to  point  out  with  admiration.  The  road-menders,  however,  did 
not  appear  to  think  that  light  was'  by  any  means  necessary :  for, 
having  been  occupied,  in  the  morning,  in  digging  a  fine  hole  upon  the 
highway,  previous  to  some  alterations  to  be  effected  there,  they  had 
left  their  work  at  sun-down,  without  any  lamp  to  warn  coming 
travellers  of  the  hole — which  we  only  escaped  by  a  wonder.  The 
papers  have  much  such  another  story.  In  the  Galway  and  Ballinasloe 
coach  a  horse  on  the  road  suddenly  fell  down  and  died;  the  coachman 
drove  bis  coach  unicom-fashion  into  town ;  and,  as  for  (he  dead  horse, 
of  course  he  left  it  on  the  road  at  the  place  wher6  it  fell,  and  where 
another  coach  coming  up  was  upset  over  it,  bones  broken,  passengers 
maimed,  coach  smashed.  By  heavens  !  the  tyranny  of  England  is 
unenduraUe ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  it  had  a  hand  in  upsetting  that 
coach. 
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CHAPTER  XXI I  r. 

BALLINASI^E   TO   DUBLIN. 

DURING  the  caltle-fair  the  celebrated  town  of  Ballinasloe  b 
thronged  with  fanners  from  all  parts  of  the  kingdom — the  cattle 
being  picturesquely  exhibited  in  the  park  of  the  noble  propiietor  of  the 
town.  Lord  Clancarty.  As  it  was  not  fair-time  the  town  did  not  seem 
particularly  busy,  nor  was  there  much  to  remark  in  it,  except  a  church, 
and  a  magnificent  lunatic  asylum,  that  lies  outside  the  town  on  the 
Dublin  road,  and  is  as  handsome  and  stately  as  a  palace.  I  think  the 
beggars  were  more  plenteous  and  more  loathsome  here  than  almost 
anywhere.  To  one  hideous  wretch  I  was  obliged  to  give  money  to  go 
away,  which  he  did  for  a  moment,  only  to  obtrude'rhis  hoirible  face 
directly  afterwards  half  eaten  away  with  disease.  "  A  penny  for  the 
sake  of  poor  little  Mery,"  said  another  woman',  who  had  a  baby  sleep- 
ing OD  her  withered  breast ;  and  how  can  any  one  who  has  a  little 
Mery  at  home  resist  such  an  appeal  ?  "  Pity  the  poor  blind  man  ! " 
roared  a  respectably  dressed  grenadier  of  a  fellow.  1  told  him  to  go 
to  the  gentleman  with  a  red  neckcloth  and  fur  cap  (a  young  buck  from 
Trinity  College) — to  whom  the  blind  man  with  much  simplicity  imme- 
diately stepped  over  ;  and  as  for  the  rest  of  the  be^ars,  what  pen  or 
pencil  could  describe  their  hideous  leering  flattery,  their  cringing, 
swindling  humour  I 

The  inn,  hke  the  town,  heing  made  to  accommodate  the  periodical 
crowds  of  visitors  who  attended  the  fair,  presented  in  their  absence 
rather  a  faded  and  desolate  look  j  and  in  spite  of  the  live-stock  for 
which  the  place  is  lamous,  the  only  portion  of  their  produce  which  I 
could  get  to  my  share,  after  twelve  hours'  fasting  and  an  hour's  bell-ring- 
ing and  scolding,  was  one  very  lean  mutton-chop  and  one  very  small 
damp  kidney,  brought  in  by  an  old  tottering  waiter  to  a  table  spread 
in  a  huge  black  coffee-room,  dimly  lighted  by  one  little  jet  of  gas. 

As  this  only  served  very  faindy  to  light  up  the  above  banquet,  the 
waiter,  upon  remonstrance,  proceeded  to  light  the  other  i^cy  but  the 
lamp  was  sulky,  and  upon  this  attempt  to  force  it,  as  it  were,  refused  to 
act  alti^ether,  and  went  out.  The  big  room  was  then  accommodated 
with  a  couple  of  yellow  ronttou-caiuUes.  There  was  a  neat,  handsome, 
correct  young  English  officer  wanning  his  slippers  at  the  fire,  and 
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opposite  him  sat  a  worthy  gentleman,  with  a  glass  of  "  mingled  maie- 

rials,"  discoursing  to  him  in  a  very  friendly  and  confidential  way. 

As  I  don't  know  the  gentleman's  name,  and  as  it  is  not  at  all 
improbable,  from  the  situation  in  which  he  was,  that  he  has  quite 
forgotten  the  night's  conversation,  I  hope  there  will  be  no  breach  of 
confidence  in  recalling  some  part  of  it.  The  speaker  was  dressed  in 
deep  black— worn,  however,  with  that  <Ugagi  air  peculiar  to  the  votaries 
of  Bacchus,  or  that  nameless  god,  offspring  of  Bacchus  and  Ceres, 
who  may  have  invented  the  noble  liquor  called  whisky.  It  was  fine  to 
see  the  easy  folds  in  which  his  neckcloth  confined  a  shirt-collar  moist 
with  the  generous  drops  that  trickled  from  the  chin  above, — its  little 
per-centage  upon  the  punch.  There  was  a  fine  dashing  black-satin 
waistcoat  Hjat  called  for  its  share,  and  generously  disdained  to  be 
buttoned.  1  think  this  is  the  only  spe<^en  I  have  seen  yet  of  the 
person^^  still  so  frequently  described  in  the  Irish  novels — the  careless 
drinking  squire — the  Irish  Will  Whimble. 

"  Sir,"  says  he,  "  as  I  was  telling  you  before  this  gentleman  came  in 
(from  Westporl,  I  preshume,  sir,  by  the  mail?  and  my  service  to  you!) 
the  butchers  in  Tchume  (Tuam)— where  I  live,  and  shall  be  happy  to 
see  you  and  give  you  a  shakedown,  a  cut  of  mutton,  and  the  use  of  as 
good  a  brace  of  pointers  as  ever  you  shot  over — the  butchers  say  to  me, 
whenever  Hook  in  at  their  shops  and  askfora  joint  of  meat— they  say: 
'  Take  down  thai  quarther  o"  mutton,  boy ;  it's  no  use  weighing  it 
for  Mr.  Bodkin.  He  can  tell  with  an  eye  what's  the  weight  of  it  to  an 
ounce  I '  And  so,  sir,  I  can ;  and  I'd  make  a  bet  to  go  into  any  market 
in  Dublin,  Tchume,  Ballinasloe,  where  you  please,  and  just  by  looking 
at  the  meat  decide  its  weight." 

At  the  pause,  during  which  the  gentleman  here  designated  Bodkin 
drank  off  his  "  materials,"  the  young  officer  said  gravely  that  this  was 
a  very  rare  and  valuable  accomplishment,  and  thanked  him  for  the 
invitation  to  Tchume. 

The  honest  gentleman  proceeded  with  his  personal  memoirs  ;  and 
(with  a  charming  modesty  that  authenticated  his  tale,  while  it  inte- 
rested his  hearers  for  the  teller)  he  called  for  afresh  tumbler,  and  began 
discoursing  about  horses.  "Them  I  don't  know,"  says  he,  confessing 
the  fact  at  once  ;  "  or,  if  I  do,  I've  been  always  so  unlucky  with  them 
that  it's  as  good  as  if  I  didn't. 

"  To  give  you  an  idea  of  my  ill-fortune  :  Me  brother-'n-law  Burke 
once  sent  me  three  colts  of  his  to  sell  at  this  very  fair  of  Balhnasloe, 
and  for  all  I  could  do  I  could  only  get  a  bid  for  one  of  'em,  and  sold 
her  for  sixteen  pounds.  And  d'ye  know  what  that  mare  was,  sir?" 
says  Mr.  Bodkin,  giving  a  thump  that  made  the  spoon  jump  out  of  the 
punch-glass  for  fright.  " D'ye  know  who  she  was?  she  was  Water- 
Wagtail,  sir,— Water- Wagtail  !    She  won  fourteen  cups  and  plates. 
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in  Ireland  before  she  went  to  Liverpool ;  and  you  know  what  she  did 
thtnt"  (We  said,  "Oh  1  of  course.")  "  Well,  sir,  the  man  who  bought 
her  from  me  sold  her  for  four  hunder*  guineas  ;  and  in  England  she 
fetched  eight  Iiundei'  pounds. 

"  Another  of  them  very  horses,  gentlemen  (Tim,  some  hot  wither 
— screeching  hot,  you  divil— and  a  sthroke  of  the  limin)— another  of 
them  horses  that  I  was  refused  fifteen  pound  for,  me  brother-in-law  sould 
to  Sir  RufTordBufford  for  a  hunder'-and-fiAy  guineas.  Wasn't  jIAii^  luck? 

"  Well,  sir,  S.Ir  RulTord  gives  Burke  his  bill  at  six  months,  and 
-don't  pay  it  when  it  come  jue.  A  pretty  pickle  Tom  Burke  was  in,  as 
I  leave  ye  to  fancy,  for  he'd  paid  away  the  bill,  which  he  thought 
as  good  as  goold  ;  and  sure  it  ought  to  be,  for  Sir  Rufford  had  come 
of  age  since  the  bill  was  drawn,  and  before  it  was  due,  and,  as  I 
needn't  tell  you,  had  slipped  into  a  very  handsome  property. 

"On  the  protest  of  the  bill,  Burke  goes  in  a  fury  to  Gresham's  in 
Sackville  Street,  where  the  baronet  was  living,  and  {would  ye  believe 
it?)  the  latter  says  he  doesn't  intend  to  meet  the  bill,  on  the  score 
that  he  was  a  minor  when  he  gave  it.  On  which  Burke  was  in  such 
a  rac^  that  he  took  a  horsewhip  and  vowed  he'd  beat  the  baronet  to  a' 
jelly,  and  post  him  in  every  club  in  Dublin,  and  publish  every  circum- 
stance of  the  transaction." 

"  It  dots  seem  rather  a  queer  one,"  says  one  of  Mr.  Bodkin's  hearers. 

"  Queer  indeed  :  but  that's  not  it,  you  see ;  for  Sir  Rufford  is  as 
honourable  a  man  as  ever  lived ;  and  after  this  quarrel  he  paid  Burke 
his  money,  and  they've  been  warm  friends  ever  since.  But  what 
I  want  to  show  ye  is  our  infernal  luck.  Thru  months  be/ore.  Sir 
Rufford  had  sold  that  very  horse  for  three  hunder'  guineas." 

The  worthy  gentleman  had  just  ordered  in  a  fresh  tumbler  of  his 
favourite  Uquor,  when  we  wished  him  good-night,  and  slept  by  no 
means  the  worse,  because  the  bedroom  candle  was  carried  by  one  of, 
the  prettiest  young  chambermaids  possible. 

Next  morning,  surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  beggars  more  filthy, 
hideous,  and  importunate  than  any  I  think  in  the  most  favoured 
towns  of  the  south,  we  set  off,  a  coach-load,  for  Dublin.  A  clergy- 
man, a  guard,  a  Scotch  farmer,  a  butcher,  a  bookseller's  hack,  a  lad 
bound  for  Maynooth  and  another  for  Trinity,  made  a  varied,  pleasant 
partyenough,  where  each,  according  to  his  lights,  had  something  to  say, 

I  have  seldom  seen  a  more  dismal  and  uninteresting  road  than 
that  which  we  now  took,  and  which  brought  us  through  the  "old, 
inconvenient,  ill-built,  and  ugly  town  of  Athlone."  The  painter  would 
And  here,  however,  some  good  subjects  for  his  sketch-book,  in  spite  oi 
the  commination  of  the  Guide-book.  Here,  too,  great  improvements 
axe  taking  place  for  the  Shannon  navigation,  which  wiU  render  the 
It  as  at  present  it  is  stated  to  be;  and  hard  by 
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lies  4  little  iFillage  that '  is  known  and  loved  by  all  &e  worid  where 
English  is  spoken.  It  is  called  Lishoy,  but  its  real  name  is  Auburn, 
and  it  gave  hirth  to  one  Noll  Goldsmith,  whom  Mr,  Boswell  was  in 
the  habit  of  despising  very  heartily.  At  the  Quaker  town  of  Moate, 
the  butcher  and  the  farmer  dropped  off,  the  clergyman  went  inside, 
and  their  places  were  filled  by  four  Maynoothmns,  whose  vacation 
was  just  at  an  end.  One  of  them,  a  freshman,  was  iiiside  the  coaSh 
with  the  clei^man,  and  told  him,  with  rathei!  a.  long  face;  of  the 
dismal  discipline  of  his  college.  They  are  cot  allowed  to  quit  the 
gates  (except  on  general  walks) ;  they  are  expelled  if  they  read  a 
newspaper;  and  they  begin  term  with  "a  retreat"  of  i  week,  whidi 
time  they  are  made  ta  devote  to  silence,  and,  as  it  is  Suppased,-to 
.devotion  and  meditation. 

I  must  say  the  youi^  fellows  drank  plenty  of  whisky  on  the  road, 
to  prepare  Ihem  for  their  year's  abstinence  ;  and,'  when  at  length 
arrived  in  the  miserable  village  of  Mayhooth,  determined  nbt  to  go 
into  college  that  night,  bnt'to  devote  the  evening,  to  "a  Iwk."  They 
were  simple,  kind-hearted  young  men,  sons-of  fanners  or  tradesmen 
seemin^y;  and,  as  is  always  the  case  here, -escept, among  some:of  the 
gentry,  very -gentlentatilike  and  plaasing  in  manners.  Their,  talk  was 
of  this  companion  and  that ;  how  one  was  in  rhetoric,  and  anodier 
inf  logic,  and  a  fliird  had  got  his"cuiacy.  Waitfor.a  -while;  and 
with  the  happy  system  pursued  within  -the  walls  of  tludt  coifcge,  those 
sniilingi'gDOd-humoured  faces  will  come  oat  with  a  scowl,  and  down- 
cast eyes  that  seem  aft-aid  to  look  the  world  m  the  face.  When  the 
time  eoittes  for  them  to-takeJesve- of  yonder  demaJ-loOking  batraaks, 
they  will  be  men  no  longer,  but  bound  over  to  the  diurch,  body  and 
soul '.  their  free  thoughts  chained  down  and  kept  in  darkness,  their 
honest  affections  mutilated.  Well,  I  hc^  they  will  be  happy  to-night 
at' any  rate,  and  talk  and  laugh  to  their  .hearts'  content  The  po«r 
freshman,  whose  big  chest  is  carried  otF  by  the  porter  yonder  to  the 
inn,  has  but  twelve  hours  more  of  hearty,  natoral  human  life.  To- 
morrow, they  will  begin  .  their .  work  upon  him;  cramping  his  mind, 
and  biting  his  tongue,  and  firing  and  .cutting  at  bis  heart,— breaking 
him  to  pull  the  church  chariot.  Ah  !  why  didn't  he  stop  at  home,  and 
dig  potatoes  and  get  children  ? 

Part  of  the  drive  from  Maynooth  to  Dublin  is  exceedingly  pretty  : 
you  are  carried  through  Leixlip,  Lucan,  Chapelizod,  and  by  scores  of 
parks  and  villas,  until  the  gas-lamps  come  in  sight.  Was  there  ever 
a  cockney  that  was  not  glad  to. see  them.;. and  did  .not  prefer  the 
sight  of  them,  in  his  heart,  to  the  best  lake  or  mountain  ever  mvcnted? 
'Pat  the  waiter  comes  jumping  down  to.  the  car.and  says,  "  Welcome 
back,  sir  ■! "  and  bustles  the  trunk  into  the  queer  little  bedroom,  with 
all  the  cordial  hospitality  imaginable.     . 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

TWO    DAYS    IN    WICKLOW, 

THE  little  tour  we  have  just  been,  taking  has  been  performed,  not 
only  by  myriads  of  the  "  car-drivingest,  tay-drinkingest,  say- 
bathingest  people  ia  the  world,"  the  inhabitants  of  the  city  of  Dublin, 
but  also  by  all  the  tourists  who  have  come  to  discover  this  country  for 
the  benefit  of  the  English  nation.  "  Look  here  !  "  says  the  ragged, 
bearded  genius  of  a  guide  at  the  Seven  Churches.  "  This  is  the  spot 
■which  Mr.  Henry  Inglis  particularly  admired,  and  said  it  -was  exactly 
like  Norway.  Many's  the  song  I've  heard  Mr.  Sam  Lover  sing  here 
— a  pleasant  gentleman  entirely.  Have  you  seen  my  picture  that's 
taken  off  in  Mrs.  Hall's  book?  All  the  strangers  know  me  by  it, 
though  it  makes  me  much  cleverer  than  I  am."  .-Similar  tales  has  he 
f>{  Mr.  Barrow,  and  the  Traosatlantic  Willis,  and  of  Croftoa  Croker, 
who  has  been  everywhere.       .... 

The  guide's  remarks  concerning  the  works  of  these  gentlemen 
inspired  me,  I  must  confess,  with  coasiderable  disgust  and  jealousy. 
A. plague  take  them !  what  remains  for  me  -to  discover  after  the  gallant 
adventurers  in  the  service  of  Patwnoster  Row  have  examined  every 
rock,  lake  and  ruin.of  the  district,  exhausted  it  of  all  its  legends,  and 
"invented  new"  most  likely^  as  their  daring  genius  prompted?  Hence 
it  follows  that  the<  description  of  the  two  days'  jaunt  must  of  necessity 
be  short ;  lest  persons  who  have  read  former  accounts  should  be  led 
to  refer  to  the  same,  and  make  comparisons  which  might  possibly  be 
unfavourable  to  the  present  humUe  pages. 

Is  there  anything  new  to  be  said  regarding  the  journey?  In  the 
first  jJace,  there's  the  railroad:  it's  no  longer  than  the  railroad  to 
Greenwich,  to  be  sure,  and  almost  as  well  known ;  but  has  it  been 
done  ?  that's  the  question  ;  or  has  anybody  discovered  the  dandies 
on  the  railroad  ? 

After  wondering  at  the  b^:gars  and  carmen  of  Dublin,  the  stranger 
can't  lielp  admiring  another  vast  and  numerous  class  of  inhabitants 
of  the  city — namely,  the  dandies.  Such  a  number  of  smartly-dressed 
young  fellows  I  don't  think  any  town  possesses :  no,  not  Paris,  where 
the  young  shopmen,  with  spurs  and  stay%  may  be  remarked  strutting 
abroad  on  iSte-days ;.  nor  London,  where  on  Sundays,  in  the  Park,  you 
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see  thousands  of  this  cheap  kind  of  aristocracy  parading ;  nor  Liver- 
pool, famous  for  the  breed  of  commercial  dandies,  desk  and  counter 
D'Orsays  and  cotton  and  sugar-barrel  Brummels,  and  whom  one 
remarks  pushing  on  to  business  with  a  brisk  determined  air.  All  the 
above  races  are  only  to  be  encountered  on  holidays,  except  by  those 
persons  whose  afTairs  take  them  to  shops,  docks,  or  counting-houses, 
where  these  fascinating  young  fellows  labour  during  the  week.  . 

But  the  Dublin  breed  of  dandies  is  quite  distinct  from  those  of  the 
various  cities  above  named,  and  altogether  superior  ;  for  ihey  appear 
every  day,  and  all  day  long,  not  once  a  week  merely,  and  have  an 
original  and  splendid  character  and  appearance  of  their  own,  very  hard 
to  describe,  though  no  doubt  every, traveller,  as  well  as  myself,  has 
admired  and  observed  it  They  assume  a  sort  of  military  and  ferocious 
look,  not  observable  in  other  cheap  dandies,  except  in  Paris  perhaps 
now  and  then  :  and  are  to  be  remarked  not  so  much  for  the  splendour 
of  their  ornaments  as  for  the  profusion  of  them.  Thus,  for  instance,  a 
hat  which  is  worn  straight  over  the  two  eyes  costs  very  likely  more 
than  one  which  hangs  upon  one  ear ;  a  great  oily  bush  of  hair  to 
balance  the  hat  (otherwise  the  head  no  doubt  would  fall  hopelessly  on 
one  side)  is  even  more  economical  than  a  crop  which  requires  the 
barber's  scissors  oft-times ;  also  a  tuft  on  the  chin  may  be  had  at  a 
small  expense  of  bear's-grease  by  persons  of  a  proper  age ;  and 
although  big  pins  are  the  fashion,  I  am  bound  to  say  I  have  never  seen 
so  many  or  so  big  as  here.  Large  agate  marbles  or  "  taws,"  globes 
terrestrial  and  celestial,  pawnbrokers'  balls, — I  cannot  find  comparisons 
large  enough  for  these  wonderful  ornaments  of  the  person.  Canes  also 
should  be  mentioned,  which  are  sold  very  splendid,  with  gold  or  silver 
heads,  for  a  shilling  on  the  Quays  ;  and  the  dandy  not'  uncommonly 
finishes  off  with  a  horn  quiizing-glass,  which  being  stuck  in  one  eye 
contracts  the  brows  and  gives  a  fierce  determined  look  to  the  whole 
countenance. 

In  idleness  at  least  these  young  men  can  compete  with  the 
greatest  lords  ;  and  the  wonder  is,  how  the  city  can  support  so  many 
of  them,  or  they  themselves  ;  how  they  manage  to  spend  their  time ; 
who  gives  them  money  to  ride  hacks  in  the  "  Phaynix  "  on  field  and 
race  days  ;  to  have  boats  at  Kingstown  during  the  summer  ;  and  to 
be  crowding  the  railway-coaches  all  the  day  long?  Cars  go  whirling 
about  all  day,  bearing  squads  of  them.  You  see  them  sauntering  at 
all  the  railway  stations  in  vast  numbers,  and  jumping  out  of  the 
carriages  as  the  trains  come  up,  and  greeting  other  dandies  with  that 
rich  large  brogue  which  some  actor  ought  to  make  known  to  the 
English  public  :  it  being  the  bi^est,  richest,  and  coarsest  of  all  the 
brogues  of  Ireland. 

I  think  these  dandies  are  the  chief  objects  which  arrest  the  stranger's  . 
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attention  as  he  travels  on  the  Kingstown  railroad,  and  I  have  always 
been  so  much  occupied  in  watching  and  wondering  at  them  as  scarcely 
to  have  leisure  to  look  at  anything  else  during  the  pretty  little  ride  of 
twenty  minutes  so  beloved  by  every  Dublin  cockney.  The  waters  of 
the  bay  wash  in  many  places  the  piers  on  which  the  railway  is  built, 
and  you  see  the  calm  stretch  of  water  beyond,  and  the  big  purple  Mill 
of  Howth,  and  the  lighthouses,  and  the  jetties,  and  the  shipping. 
Yesterday  was  a  boat-race,  (I  don't  know  how  many  scores  of 
such  take  place  during  the  season,)  and  you  may  be  sure  there  were 
tens  of  thousands  of  the  dandies  to  look  on.  There  had  been  boat- 
races  the  two  days  previous  :  before  that,  had  been  a  field  day — before 
that,  three  days  of  garrison  races^to-day,  to-morrow,  and  the  day 
after,  there  are  races  at  Howth.  There  seems  some  sameness  in  the 
sports,  but  everybody  goes ;  everybody  is  never  tired  ;  and  then,  I 
suppose,  comes  the  punch-party,  and  the  song  in  the  evening — the 
same  old  pleasures,  and  the  same  old  songs  the  next  day,  and  so  on  to 
the  end.  As  for  the  boat-race,  I  saw  two  little  boats  in  the  distance 
tuBE'ig  away  for  dear  life — the  beach  and  piers  swarming  with 
spectators,  the  bay  full  of  small  yachts  and  iiinumerable  row-boats, 
and  hi  the  midst  of  the  assemblage  a  convict-ship  lying  ready  for  sail, 
with  a  black  mass  of  poor  wretches  on  Her  deck—who,  too,  were  eager 
for  pleasure. 

Who  is  not,  in  this  country?  Walking  away  from  the  pier  and 
King  George's  column,  you  arrive  upon  rows  after  rows  of  pleasure- 
bouses,  whither  all  Dublin  flocks  during  the  summer-time—for  every 
one  must  have  his  sea-bathing  ;  and  they  say  that  the  country  houses 
to  the  west  of  the  town  are  empty,  or  to  be  had  for  very  small  prices, 
while  for  those  on  the  coast,  especially  towards  Kingstown,  there  is  the 
readiest  sale  at  large  prices.  I  have  paid  frequent  visits  to  one,  of 
which  the  rent  is  as  great  as  that  of  a  tolerable  London  house ;  and' 
there  seem  to  be  others  suited  to  all  purses :  for  instance,  there  are 
long  lines  of  two-roomed  houses,  stretching  far  back  and  away  from  the 
sea,  accommodating,  doubtless,  small  commercial  men,  or  email 
families,  or  some  of  those  travelling  dandies  we  have  just  been  talking 
about,  and  whose  costume  is  so  cheap  and  so  splendid. 

A  two-horse  car,  which  will  accommodate  twelve,  or  will  condescend 
to  receive  twenty  passengers,  starts  from  the  railway-station  for  Bray, 
numii^  along  the  coast  for  the  chief  part  of  the  journey,  though  you 
have  but  few  views  of  the  sea,  on  account  of  intervening  woods  and 
hills.  The  whole  of  this  country  is  covered  with  handsome  villas  and 
their  gardens,  and  pleasure-grounds.  There  are  round  many  of  the 
houses  parks  of  some  extent,  and  always  of  considerable  beauty, 
amoi^  Uie  trees  of  which  the  road  winds.  New  churches  are  likewise 
to  be  seen  in  various  places ;  built  like  the  poor-houses,  that  are  like- 

30 


4«  THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 

wise  everyvbeFe  springing  up,  pretty  much  upon  one  plan — a  sort  of 
bastard  or  VauxhaU  Gothic — resembling-  no  architecture  of  any  age 
previous  to  that  when  Horace  Walpote  invented  the  Castle  of  Otranio 
and  the  other  monstrosity  upon  Strawberry  Hill :  though  il:  must  be 
confessed  that  those  on  the  Bray  line  are  by  no  means  so  imaginative. 
Well,  what  matters,  say  you,  that  the  churches  be  ugly,  if  the  truth  is 
preached  within  P  Is  it  not  &ir,  however,  to  say  that  Beauty  is  the 
truth  too,  of  its  kjnd  ?  and  why  should  it  not  be  cultivated  as  well  as 
other  truth  f  Why  build  these  hideous  barbaric  temples,  when  at  the 
expense  of  a  little  study  and  taste  beautiful  structures  might  be  raised? 

After  leaving  Bray,  with  its  pleasant  bay,  and  pleasant  river,  and 
pleasant  inn,  the  little  Wicklow  tour  may  be  said  to  commence  pro- 
perly i  and,  as  [hat  romantic  and  beautiful  country  has  been  described 
many  times  in  familiar  terms,  our  only  diance  is  to  speak  thereof  in 
romantic  and  beautifiil  langu^e,  such  as  no  other  writer  can  possiUy 
have  employed. 

We  rang  at  the  gate  of  the  steward's  lodge  and  said,  "  Grant  us  a 
'  pass,  we  pray,  to  see  the  parks  of  Powerscaurt,  and  to  behold  the 
brown  deer  upon  the  grass,  and  the  cool  shadows  under  the  whisperitig 

But  the  steward's  son  answered,  "  You  may  not  see  the  parks  of 
Powerscourt,  for  the  lord  of  the  castle  comes  home,  and  we  expect 
him  daily."  '  So,  -wondering  at  this  r^ty,  but  not  understanding  the 
same,  we  took  leave  of  the  son  of  the  steward '  and  said,  "  No  doubt 
Powerscourt  is  not  fit, to  see.  Have  we  not  Been  parks  in  England^  my 
brother,  and  shall  we  break  our  hearts  that 'this. Irish  cme  hath  its  gates 
closed  to  ns?" 

.  Tliea  the  car-boy  said, "  My  lorils,  the  park  is  shut,  but  the  water- 
fall runs  fiw  every  man;  will  it  please  you  to  see  the- watHfallt" 
■ "  Boy,"  we  replied,  "  we  have  seen  ma^  watarfeUs  ;  nevetthelesj,  lead 
on,!^  .  And  .the  boy  took  his  fripeont  of  his  month  and  bdaboored  the 
ribs  of  his  beast. 

And  the  horse  made  believe,  asit  were,  to  trot,  and  jolted  the  ardent 
travdbers ;  and  we  passed  the  -gr«ei>.>trees.  of  Tinnehioch,  which  the 
grateful  Irish  nation  bought  and  consecrated  to  the  race  of  Grallan ; 
and  we  said,  ^  What  nation  will .  spend  fifty  thousaiid  pounds  for  our 
benefit?"  and  we  wished  we  might  get  it;  and  we  passed  on.  The 
biids  were,  meanwhile,  chanting  concerts  in  the  woods;  and  the^stin 
was  douWe-gilding  the  golden  com. 

'  And  we  came  to  3  hiUt  whielv  was  steep-and  Jong  of  descent ;  and 
the  car-boy  said,  "  My  lords,  I  may  never  descend  this  hill  wUi  safety 
to  yottr  honours' bones  {  formyhonc  iinotsuraof  footv-ondlovesU 
laied in th« highway.  >  Descend' therdor^tind  I  will  awojf  TdUr-Kiiara 
bete  on  the  t<¥  of  the  hilL" 
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So  we  desceoded,  and  one  grumbled  greatly ;  but  the  other  said, 
"  Sir,  be  of  good  heart !  the  way  is  pleasant,  and  the  footman  will 
not  weary  as  he  travels  it"  And  we  went  through  the  swinging 
gates  of  a  park,  where  the  harvest-men  sate  at  their  potatoes— a 
mealy  meal. 

liie  way  was  not  short  as  the  companion  said,  but  still  it  was  a 
pleasant  way  to  walk.  Green  stretches  of  grass  were  there,  and  a 
forest  nigh  at  hand.  It  was  but  September :  yet  the  autumn  had 
already  begun  to  turn  the  green  trees  into  red  \  and  the  ferns  that  were 
waving  underneath  the  ttees  were  reddened  and  fading  too.  And  as 
Dr.  Jones's  boys  of  a  Saturday  disport  in  the  meadows  after  school- 
hours,  so  did  the  little  clouds  run  races  over  the  waving  grass.  And 
as  grave  ushers  who  look  on  smiling  at  the  sports  gf-ftftese  little  ones, 
so  stood  the  old  trees  around  the  green,  whispedng  aiid  nodding  to 
one  another.  _         ^'\ 

Plirple  mountains  rose  before  us  in  front,  afid  we  Ijegan  presently 
to  hear  a  noise  and  roaring  afar  off— not  a  fierce  roaring,  but  one  deep 
and  calm,  like  to  the  respiration  of  the  great  sea,  as  he  lies  basking  on 
the  sands  in  the  sunshine. 

And  we  Came  soon  to  a  little  hillock  of  green,  which  was  stan<^g 
before  a  huge  mountain  of  purple 
black,  and  there  were  white  clouds 
over  the  mountains,  and  some  trees 
waving  on  thehiilocfc,  and  between 
the  trunks  of  them  we  saw  the  waters 
of  the  waterfall  descending ;  and  there 
was  a  snob  on  a  rock,  who  stood '  and 
examined  the  same. 

Then  we  approached  the  water, 
passing  the  clump'  of  oak-trees.  The 
waters  were  white,  and  the  cliffs  which 
they  varnished  were  purple.  But  those 
round  about  were  grey,  tall,  and  gay 
with  blue  shadows,  and  ferns,  heath, 
and  rusty-coloured  funguses  sprouting 
here  and  therein  the  same.  But  in  the 
ravine  where  the  waters  fell,  roaring 

as  it  were  with  the  fall,  the  rocks  were  dark,  and  the  foam  of  the 
cataract  was  of  a  yellow  colour.  And  we  stood,  and  were  silent,  and 
wondered.  And  still  the  trees  continued  to  wave,  and  the  waters 
to  roar  and  tumble,  and  the  sun  to  shine,  and  the  fresh  wind  to 

And  we  stodd  and  looked  :  And  said  in  our  hearts  it  was  beautiful, 
and  bethought  ub  how  shall  aU  this  be  set  down  in  types  and  ink  ?  (for 
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our  trade  is  to  write  books  and  sell  the  same— a  chapter  for  a  guinea, 
a  line  for  a  penny) ;  and  the  waterfall  roared  in  answer,  "  For  shame, 
O  vain  man  I  think  not  of  thy  books  and  of  thy  pence  now ;  but  look 
on,  and  wonder,  and  be  silent.  Can  types  or  ink  describe  my  beauty, 
though  aided  by  thy  small  wit  ?  I  am  made  for  thee  to  praise  and 
wonder  at :  be  content,  and  cherish  thy  wonder.  It  is  enough  that 
thou  hast  seen  a  great  thing :  is  it  needful  that  thou  shouldst  prate  e/t 
all  thou  hast  seen?" 

e  away  silently,  and  walked  through  the  park  without 
looking  back.  And  there  was  a  man  at 
the  gate,  who  opened  it,  and  seemed  to 
say,  "  Give  me  a  little  sixpence."  But 
we  gave  nothing,  and  walked  up  the  hill, 
which  was  sore  to  climb ;  and  on  the- 
summit  found  the  car-boy,  who  was  lolling 
on  his  cushions  and  smoking,  as  happy 
a  lord. 

Quitting  the  waterfall  at  Powerscoun 
(the  grand  style  in  which  it  has  been 
described  was  adopted  in  order  that  the  reader,  who  has  probably 
read  other  descriptions  of  the  spot,  might  have  at  least  somtfking- 
new  in  this  account  of  it),  we  speedily  left  behind  us  the  rich  and 
wooded  tract  of  country  about  Powerscourt,  and  came  to  a  bleak 
tract,  which,  perhaps  by  way  of  contrast  with  so  much  natural  wealth, 
is  not  unpleastng,  and  began,  ascending  what  is  very  properly  called 
the  Long  Hill.  Here  you  see,  in  the  midst  of  the  loneliness,  a  grim- 
looking  barrack,  that  was  erected  when,  after  the  rebellion,  it  was 
necessary  for  some  time  to  occupy  this  most  rebellious  country ;  and 
a  church,  looking  equally  dismal,  a  lean-looking  sham-Gothic  building, 
in  the  midst  of  this  green  desert.  The  road  to  Luggala,  whither  we 
were  bound,  turns  off  the  Long  Hill,  up  another  hill,  which  seems  still 
longer  and  steeper,  inasmuch  as  it  was  ascended  perforce  on  foot,  and 
over  lonely  boggy  moorlands,  enlivened  by  a  huge  gray  boulder 
plumped  here  and  there,  and  comes,  one  wonders  how,  to  the  spot. 
Close  to  this  hill  of  Slievehuck,  is  marked  in  the  maps  a  district  called 
"the  uninhabited  country,"  and  these  stones  probably  fell  at  a  fieriod 
of  lime  when  not  only  this  district,  but  all  the  world  was  uninhabited, 
— and  in  some  convulsion  of  the  neighbouring  mountains  this  and 
other  enormous  rocks  were  cast  abroad. 

From  behind  one  of  them,  or  out  of  the  ground  somehow,  as  we 
went  up  the  hill,  sprang  little  ragged  guides,  who  are  always  lurking 
about  in  search  of  stray  pence  from  tourists ;  and  we  had  three  or  four 
of  such  al  our  back  by  the  time  we  were  at  the  top  of  the  hilL  Almost 
the  first  sight  we  saw  was  a  smart  coach-and-four,  with  a  loving 
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wedding-party  within,  and  a  genteel  valet  and  lady's-maid  without  I 
wondered  had  they  been  burying  their  modest  loves  in  the  uninhabited 
district  ?  But  presently,  from  the  top  of  the  hill,  I  saw  the  place  in 
which  their  honeymoon  had  been  passed;  nor  could  any  pair  of  lovers, 
nor  a  pious  hermit  bent  on  retirement  from  the  world^  have  selected  a 
more  sequestered  spot. 

Standing  by  a  big  shining  granite  stone  on  the  hill-Cop,  we  looked 
immediately  down  upon  Lough  Tay — a  little  round  lake  of  half  a  mile 
in  length,  which  lay  beneath  us  as  black  as  a  pool  of  ink — a  high, 
crumbling,  white-sided  mountain  falling  abruptly  into  it  on  the  side 
opposite  to  us,  with  a  huge  ruin  of  shattered  rocks  at  its  base.  North- 
wards, we  could  see  between  mountains  a  portion  of  the  neighbouring 
lake  of  Lough  Dan— which,  too,  was  dark,  though  the  Annamoe  river, 
which  connects  the  two  lakes,  lay  coursing  through  the  greenest 
possible  flats  and  shining  as  bright  as  silver.  Brilliant  green  shores, 
too,  come  gently  down  to  the  southern  side  of  Lough  Tay ;  through 
these  run  another  river,  with  a  small  rapid  or  fall,  which  makes  a 
music  for  the  lake  ;  and  here,  amidst  beautiful  woods,  lies  a  villa, 
where  the  four  horses,  the  groom  and  valet,  the  postilions,  and  the 
young  couple  had,  no  doubt,  been  hiding  themselves. 

Hereabouts,  the  owner  of  the  villa,  Mr.  Latouche,  has  a  great 
grazing  establishment;  and  some  herd-boys,  no  doubt  seeing  strangers 
on  the  hill,  thought  proper  that  the  cattle  should  stray  that  way,  that 
they  might  drive  them  back  again,  and  parenthetically  ask  the 
travellers  for  money, — everybody  asks  travellers  for  money,  as  it 
seems.  Next  day,  admiring  in  a  labourer's  arms  a  little  child — his 
master's  son,  who  could  not  speak — the  labourer,  his  he-nurse,  spoke 
for  him,  and  demanded  a  little  sixpence  to  buy  the  child  apples.  One 
grows  not  a  little  callous  to  this  sort  of  beggary  :  and  the  only  one  of 
our  numerous  young  guides  who  got  a  reward  was  the  raggedest  of 
them.  He  and  his  companions  had  just  come  from  school,  he  said, 
— not  a  Government  school,  but  a  private  one,  where  they  paid.  1 
asked  how  much.—"  Was  it  a  penny  a  week } "  "  No  ;  not  a  penny  a 
week,  but  so  much  at  the  end  of  the  year."  "  Was  it  a  barrel  of  meal, 
or  a  few  stone  of  potatoes,  or  something  of  that  sort  ? "  "  Yes ;  some- 
thing of  that  sort" 

The  something  must,  however,  have  been  a  very  small  something 
on  Che  poor  lad's  parL  He  was  one  of  four  young  ones,  who  lived 
with  their  mother,  a  widow.  He  had  no  work ;  he  could  get  no  work ; 
nobody  had  work.  His  mother  had  a  cabin  with  no  land — not  a  perch 
of  land,  no  potatoes — nothing  hut  the  cabin.  How  did  they  live? — 
the  mother  knitted  stockings.  I  asked  had  she  any  stockings  at 
home?— the  boy  said  "No."  How  did  he  live?— he  lived  how  he 
could  ;  and  we  gave  him  threepence,  with  which,  in  delight,  he  went 
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bounding  ofT  to  the  poor  mothtn-.  Gracious  heavens  !  what  a  bistoiy 
to  hear,  told  bf  a  child  looking  quite  cheerful  -as  he  told  it,  and  as  if 
the  story  was  quite  a  common  one.  And  a  common  one,  too,  it  is  : 
and  God  forgive  us. 

Here  is  another,  and  of  a  similar  low  kind,  but  rather  pleasanter. 
We  asked  the  car-hoy  how  much  he  earned.  He  said,  "  Seven 
shillings  a  week,  and  his  chances" — which,  in  the  summer  season, 
from  the  number  of  tourists  who  are  jolted  in  his  car,  must  be  tolerably 
good-^ight  or  nine  shillings  a  week  more,  probably.  But,  he  said,  in 
winter  his  master  did  not  hire  him  for  the  car ;  and  he  was  obliged  to 
look  for  work  elsewhere :  as  for  saving,  he  never  1^  saved  a  shilling 
in  bis  life. 

We  asked  him  was  he  married?  and  he  said.  No,  but  he  was  as 
good  as  married;  for  he  had  an  old  mother  and  four  little  brothers  to 
kcep,'and  six  mouths  to  feed,  and  to  dress  himself  decent  to  drive  the 
gentlemen.  Was  not  the  "as  good  as  married"  a  pretty  expression? 
and  might  not  some  of  what  are' called  their  betters  learn  a  little  good 
from  these  simple  poor  creatures  ?  There's  many  a  young  fellow  who 
sets  up  in  the  world  would  think  it  rather  hard  to  have  four  brothers 
to  support ;  and  I  have  heard  more  than  one  genteel  Christian  pining 
over  five  hundred  a  year.  A  few  such  may  read  this,  perhaps  :  let 
them  think  of  the  Irish  widow  with  the  four  children  and  nothing,  and 
at  least  be  more  contented  with  their  port  and  sherry,  and  their  leg 
of  mutton. 

This  brings  us  at  once  to  the  subject  of  dinner  and  the  little  village,. 
Roundwood,  which  was  reached  by  this  time,  lying  a  few  miles  off 
from  the  lakes,  and  reached  by  a  road  not  particularly  remarkable  for 
any  picturesqueness  in  beauty ;  though  you  pass  through  a  simple, 
pleasing  landscape,  always  agreeable  as  a  repose,  I  think,  after  viewing 
a  sight  so  beautiful  as  those  mountain  lakes  we  have  just  quitted.  All 
the  hills  up  which  we  had  panted  had  imparted  a  fierce  sensation  of 
hunger  J  and  it  was  nobly  decreed  that  we  should  stop  in  the  middle- 
of  the  street  of  Roundwood,  impartially  between  the  two  hotels,  and 
solemnly  decide  upon  a  resting-place  after  having  inspected  the  larders- 
and  bedrooms  of  each. 

And  here,  as  an  impartial  writer,  I  must  say  that  the  hotel  of 
Mr.  Wheatly  possesses  attractions  which  few  men  can  resist,  in  the 
shape  of  two  very  handsome  young  ladies  his  daughters  ;  whose  faces,  ' 
were  they  but  painted  on  his  signboard,  instead  of  the  mysterious 
piece  which  ornaments  it,  would  infallibly  draw  tourists  into  the  house, 
thereby  giving  the  opposition  inn  of  Murphy  not  the  least  chance  of 

A  landlord's  daughters  in  England,  inhabiting  a  little  country  inn, 
would  be  apt  to  lay  the  cloth  for  the  traveller,  and  their  respected  father 
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wDold  bring  in  the  &^t  dish  of  the  dinner ;  but  this  airangement  is 
never  known  in  Ireland :  we  scarcely  ever  see  the  cheering  countenance 
of  my  landlord.  And  as  for  the  young  ladies  of  Roundwood,  I  am  bound 
to  say  that  no  young  perSMis  in  Baker  Street  could  be  more  genteel ; 
and  that  our  bill,  when  it  was  brought  the  next  morning,  was  written  in 
as  pretty  and  fashionable  a  lady's  hand  as  ever  was  formed  in  the  most 
elegant  finishing  school  at  Pimlico, 

Of  the  dozen  houses  of  the  little  village,  the  half  seem  to  be  houses 
of  entertainment  A  green  common  stretches  before  these,  with  its 
rural  accompaniments  of 'geese,  pigs,  and  idlers ;  a  park  and  planta- 
tion at  the  end  of  the  village,  and  plenty  of  trees  round  about  it,  give 
it  a  happy,  comfortable,  English  look ;  which  is,  to  my  notion,  the  best 
complinielit  that  can  be  paid  to  a  hamlet:  for  where,  after  all,  are 
villages  so  pretty  f 

Here,  rather  to  one's  wonder — for  the  district  was  not  thickly 
enough  popuUted  to  encMitage  dramatic  exhibitions — a  sort  of  theatre 
was  erected  on  the  common,  a  ragged  cloth  covering  the  spectators 
and  theacton,and  the  former  (if  there  were  any)  pbtaining  admittance 
through  two  doors  on  the  stage  in  front,  marked  "  PIT  S:  GALERY.' 
Why  should  the  word  not  be  spelt  with  one  h  as  with  two  ? 

The  entiance  to  the  "pit"  was  stated  to  be  threepence,  and  to  the 
"gatery"  twopence.  We  heard  the  drums  and  pipes  of  the  orchestra 
as  we  sate  at  dinner :  it  seemed  to  be  a  good  opportunity  to  examine 
Irish  humour  of  a  peculiar  sort,  and  we  promised  ourselves  a  pleasant 
evenii^  in  the  pit 

But  although  the  dniins  began  to  beat  at  half-past  six,  and  a  crowd 
of  young  people  formed  round  the  ladder  at  that  hour,  to  whom  the 
manager  of  the  troop  addressed  the  most  vehement  invitations  to  enter, 
nobody  seemed  to  be  inclined  to  mount  the  steps  :  for  the  fact  mo£t 
likely  was,  that  not  one  of  the  poor  fellows  possessed  the  requisite 
twopence  which  would  induce  the  fat  old  lady  who  sate  by  it  to  fling 
open  the  gallery  door.  At  one  time  I  thought  of  offering  a  half-crown 
for  a  purchase  of  tickets  for  twenty,  and  so  at  once  benefiting  the 
manager  and  the  crowd  of  ragged  urchins  who  stood  wistfully  without' 
hb  pavilion ;  but  it  seemed  ostentatious,  and  we  had  not  the  courage 
to  face  the  tall  man  in  the  great-coat  gesticulating  and  shouting  in 
front  of  the  stage,  and  make  the  proposition. 

Why  not  ?  It  would  have  given  the  company  potatoes  at  least  for 
supper,  and  made  a  score  of  children  happy.  They  would  have  seen 
"  the  learned  pig  who  spells  your  name,  the  feats  of  manly  activity,  the 
wonderful  Italian  vaulting;"  and  they  would  have  heard  the  comic 
songs  by  "  your  humble  servant" 

"  Your  humble  servant"  was  the  head  of  the  troop  :  a  long  man, 
with  a  broad  accent,  a  yellow  top-coat,  and  a  piteous  lean  face.    What 
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a  speculation  was  this  poor  fellow's !  he  must  have  a  company  of  at 
least  a  dozen  to  keep.  There  were  three  girls  in  trousers,  who  danced 
ill  front  of  the  stage,  in  .Polish  caps,  tossing  their  arms  about  to  the 
times  of  three  musicianers ;  there  was  a  page,  two  young  tragedy- 
actors,  and  a  clown  ;  there  was  the  fat  old  woman  at  the  gallery-door 
wailing  for  the  twopences  ;  there  was  the  Jack  Pudding  ;  and  it  was 
evident  that  there  must  have  been  some  one  withui,  or  else  who  would 
take  care  of  the  learned  pig? 

The  poor  manager  stood  in  front,  and  shouted  to  the  httle  Irishry 
beneath  ;  but  no  one  seemed  to  move.  Then  he  brought  forward 
Jack  Pudding,  and  had  a  dialogue  with  him ;  the  jocularity  of  which, 
by  heavens!  made  the  heart  ache  to  hear.  We  had  determined,  at 
least,  to  go  to  the  play  before  that,  but  the  dialogue  was  too  much: 
we  were  obliged  to  walk  away,  unable  to  face  that  dreadful  Jack 
Pudding,  and  heard  the  poor  manager  shouting  still  for  many 
hours  through  the  night,  and  the  drums  thumping  vain  invitations 
to  the  people.  O  unhappy  children  of  the  Hibernian  Thespis  !  it 
is  my  belief  that  they  must  have  eaten  the  learned  pig  that  night  for 

It  was  Sunday  morning  when  we  left  the  little  inn  at  Roundwood  : 
the  people  were  flocking  in  numbers  to  church,  on  cars  and  pillions, 
neat,  comfortable,  and  well  dressed.  We  saw  in  this  country  more 
health,  more  beauty,  and  more  shoes  than  I  have  remarked  in  any 
quarter.  That  famous  resort  of  sightseers,  the  Devil's  Glen,  lies  at  a 
few  miles'  distance  from  the  little  village ;  and,  having  gone  on  the  car 
as  near  to  the  spot  as  the  road  permitted,  we  piade  across  the  fields — 
bc^gy,  stony,  ill-tilled  fields  they  were — for  about  a  mile,  at  the  end  of 
which  walk  we  found  ourselves  on  the  brow  of  the  ravine  that  has 
received  so  ugly  a  name. 

Is  there  a  legend  about  the  place  ?  No  doubt  for  this,  as  for  almost 
every  other  natural  curiosity  in  Ireland,  there  is  some  tale  of  monk, 
saint, fairy,  or  devil;  but  our  guide  on  the  present  day  was  a  barrister 
from  Dublin,  who  did  not  deal  in  fictions  by  any  means  so  romantic, 
and  the  history,  whatever  it  was,  remained  untold.  Perhaps  the  little 
breechesless  cicerone  who  offered  himself  would  have  given  us  the 
story,  but  we  dismissed  the  urchin  with  scorn,  and  had  to  find  our 
own  way  through  bush  and  bramble  down  to  the  entrance  of  tte 
gully. 

Here  we  came  on  a  cataract,  which  looks  very  big  in  Messrs.  Curry's 
pretty  little  Guide-book  (that  every  traveller  to  Wicklow  will  be  sure 
to  have  in  his  pocket) ;  but  the  waterfall,  on  this  shining  Sabbath 
morning,  was  disposed  to  labour  as  little  as  possible,  and  indeed  is  a 
spirit  of  a  very  humble,  ordinary  sort. 

But  there  is  a  ravine  of  a  mile  and  a  half,  through  which  a  nver 
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runs  roaring  (a  lady  who  keeps  the  gate  will  not  object  to  receive  3 
gratuity) — there  is  a  ravine,  or  Devil's  glen,  which  forms  a  delightful 
wild  walk,  and  where  a  Methuselah  of  a  landscape-painter  might  find 
studies  for  all  his  life  long.  All  sorts  of  foliage  and  colour,  all  sorts  of 
delightful  caprices  of  light  and  shadow— the  river  tumbling  and  frothing 
amidst  the  boulders—"  raucum  per  Isevia  murmur  saxa  ciens,"  and  a 
chorus  of  150,000  birds  (there  might  be  more),  hopping,  twittering; 
singing  under  the  clear  cloudless  Sabbath  scene,  make  this  walk  one 
of  the  most  delightful  that  can  be  taken;  and  indeed  I  hope  there  is 
no  harm  in  saying  that  you  may  get  as  much  out  of  an  hour's  walk 
there  as  out  of  the  best  hour's  extempore  preaching.  But  this  was  as 
a  salve  to  our  conscience  for  not  being  at  church. 

Here,  however,  was  a  long  aisle,  arched  gothically  overhead,  in  a 
much  better  taste  than  is  seen  in  some  of  those  dismal  new  churches; 
and,  by  way  of  painted  glass,  the  sun  lighting  up  multitudes  of  various- 
ccdoured  leaves,  and  the  birds  for  choristers,  and  the  river  by  way  of 
organ,  and  in  it  stones  enough  to  make  a  whole  library  of  sermons. 
No  man  can  walk  in  such  a  place  without  feeling  grateful,  and  grave, 
and.  humble ;  and  without  thanking  heaven  for  it  as  he  comes  away. 
And,  walking  and  musing  in  this  free,  happy  place,  one  could  not  help 
thinking  of  a  million  and  a  half  of  brother  cockneys  shut  up  in  their 
huge  prison  (the  tread-mill  for  the  day  being  idle),  and  told  by  some 
legislators  that  relaxation  is  sinful,  that  works  of  art  are  abominations 
except  on  week-days,  and  that  their  proper  place  of  resort  is  a  dingy 
tabernacle,  where  a  loud-voiced  man  is  howling  about  hell-fire  in  bad 
grammar.  Is  not  this  beautiful  world,  too,  a  part  of  our  religion?  Ves, 
truly,  in  whatever  way  my  Lord  John  Russell  may  vote ;  and  it  is  to 
be  learned  without  having  recourse  to  any  professor  at  any  Bethesda, 
Ebenezer,  or  Jerusalem:  there  can  be  no  mistake  about  it ;  no  terror, 
no  bigoted  dealing  of  damnation  to  one's  neighbour :  it  is  taught 
without  false  emphasis  or  vain  spouting  on  the  preacher's  part— how 
should  there  be  such  with  such  a  preacher? 

This  wiid  onslaught  upon  sermons  and  preachers  needs  perhaps 
an  explanation  :  for  which  purpose  we  must  whisk  back  out  of  the 
Devil's  Glen  (improperly  so  named)  to  Dublin,  and  to  this  day  week, 
when,  at  this  very  time,  1  heard  one  of  the  first  preachers  of  the  city 
deliver  a  sermon  that  lasted  for  an  hour  and  twenty  minutes — lime 
enough  to  walk  up  the  Glen  and  back,  and  remark  a  thousand  delightful 
things  by  the  way. 

Mr.  G 's  church  (though  there  would  be  no  harm  in  mentioning 

the  gentleman's  name,  for  a  more  conscientious  and  excellent  man,  as 
it  is  said,  cannot  be)  is  close  by  the  Custom  House  in  Dublin,  and 
crowded  morning  and  evening  with  his  admirers.  The  service  was 
beautifully  read  by  him,  and  the  audience  joined  in  the  responses,  and 
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in  the  psalms  and  hymns,*  with  a  fervour  which  is  very  unusaal  in 
England.  Then  came  'the  sermon ;  and  what  more  can  be  said  of  ie 
than  that  it  was  extempore,  and  lasted  for  an  hour  and  twenty  minutes? 
The  orator  never  failed  once  for  a  word,  so  amazing  is  his  practice  ; 
though,  as  a  stranger  to  this  kind  of  exercise,  1  could  not  help 
trembling  for  the  performer,  as  one  has  for  Madame  Saqui  on  the 
slack-rope,  in  the  midst  of  a  blaze  of  rockets  and  squibs,  expecting 
every  minute  she  must  go  over.  But  the  artist  was  too  skilled  for 
that ;  and  after  some  tremendous  bound  of  a  metaphor,  in  the  midst 
of  which  you  expect  be  must  tumble  neck  and  heels,  and  tte  engulphed 
in  the  dark  abyss  of  nonsense,  down  be  was  sure  to  come,  in  a  most 
gracefiil  attitude  too,  in  the  midst  <rfa  fluttering  "Ah!"  from  athonsand 
wondering  .people. 

But  I  declare  solemnly  that  when  i  oame  to  try  and  recollect  of 
what  the  exhibition  consisted,  and  give  an  account  of  the  sermtm  at 
dinner  that  evening,  it  was  quite  impossible  to  r^nember  a  word  of  it  j 
although,  to  do  the  orator  justice,  be  repeated  many  of  his  opiniiHis  a 
great  number  of  times  over.  Thus,  if  be  had  to  discourse  of  death  to 
us,  it  was,  "  At  the  approach  of  Uie  Dark  Angel  of  the  Grave,"  "  At 
the  coming  of  the  grim  King  of  Terrors,'  "  At  the  warning  of  that 
awful  Power  to  whom  all  of  us  must  bow  down,"  "  At  the  summons  of 
that  Pallid  Spectre  whose  equal  foot  knocks  at  the  monarch's  tower 
or  the  poor  man's  cabin  " — and  so  forth.  There  is  an  examiner  of 
plays,  and  indeed  there  ought  to  be  an  examiner  of  sermons,  by  which 
audiences  are  to  be  fully  as  much  injured  or  misguided  as  by  the  other 
named  exhibitions.  What  call  have  reverend  gentlemen  to  repeat 
their  dicta  half-a-dozen  times  over,  like  Sir  Rat>ert  Peel  when  he  says 
anything  that  he  fancies  to  be  witty  ?  Why  are  men  to  be  kept  for  an 
hour  and  twenty  minutes  listening  to  that  which  may  Iw  more  effec- 
tually said  in  twenty  ? 

And  it  need  not  be  said  here  that  a  church  is  not  a  sermon-bot:se 
— that  it  is  devoted  to  a  purpose  muc^  more  lofty  and  sacred,  for 
which  has  been  set  apart  the  noblest  service,  every  single  word  of 
which  latter  has  been  previously  weighed  with  the  most  scrupulous 
and  thoughtful  reverence.    And  after  this  sublime  work  of  genius^ 

•  Here  is  an  extract  from  one  of  the  klter — 
' '  Hasten  to  some  distant  isl^ 
In  the  bosom  of  the  deep, 
Wliere  the  skies  for  ever  smile. 
And  the  hladis  for  rvtr  wt^" 
Is  it  not  a  shame  tlis.t  oidi  nonsensical  false  twaddle  should  be  sung  in  a 
house  of  the  Church  of  EngUnd,  and  by  people  assembled  for  grave  and 
decent  worship? 
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learning,  and  piety  is  concluded,  is  it  not  a  shame  that  a  man  should 
mount  a  desk,  who  has  not  taken  the  trouble  to  arrange  his  words 
beforehand,  and  speak  thence  his  crude  opinions  in  his  doubtful 
grammar  f  It  will  be  answered  that  the  extempore  preacher  does 
not  deliver  crude  opinions,  hut  that  he  arranges  his  discourse  before- 
hand :  to  all  which  it  may  be  replied  'that  Mr. contradicted  him- 
self more  than  once  in  the  course  of  the  above  oration,  and  repeated 
himself  a  half-dozen  of  times.  A  man  in  that  place  has  no  right  to 
say  a  word  too  much  or  too  little. 

And  it  comes  to  this, — it  is  the  preacher  the  people  follow,  not 
the  prayers :  or  why  is  this  church  more  frequented  than  any  other  P 
It  is  that  warm  emphasis,  and  word-mouthing,  and  vulgar  imagery, 
and  glib  rotundity  of  phrase,  which  brings  them  together  and  keeps 
them  h£4>py  and  brea^less.  Some  of  this  class  call  the  Cathedral 
Service /"ool^f  Optra;  they  say  it  is  Popish— downright  scarlet — 
they  won't  go  to  it.  They  will  have  none  but  their  own  hymns — and 
pretty  they  are — no  ornaments  but  those  of  their  own  minister,  his 
rank  incense  and  tawdry  rhetoric.  Coming  out  of  the  church,  on  the 
Custom  House  steps  hard  by,  there  was  a  fellow  with  a  bald  large 
forehead,  a  new  black  coat,  a  little  Bible,  spouting  — spouting  "in 
oimie  volubilis  asvum"— the  very  counterpart  of  the  reverend  gentle- 
man hard  by.  It  was  just  the  same  thing,  just  as  well  done :  the 
eloquence  quite  as  easy  and  round, -the  amplifications  as  ready,  the 
big  words  rolling  round  the  tongue  just  as  withindoors,  But  we  are 
out  of  the  Devil's  Glen  by  this  time;  and  perhaps,  instead  of  delivering 
a  sermon  there,  we  had  better  have  been  at  church  hearing  one. 

The  country  people,  however,  are  far  more  pious ;  and  the  road 
along  which  we  went  to  Glendalough  was  thronged  with  happy  figures 
of  people  plodding  to  or  from  mass.  A  chapel-yard  was  covered,  with 
grey  cloaks ;  and  at  a  little  inn  hard  by  stood  numerous  carts,  cars, 
shandrydans,  and  pillioned  horses,  awaiting  the  end  of  the  prayers. 
The  aspect  of  the  country  is  wild,  and  beautiful  of  course  ;  but  why 
try  to  describe  it  ?  I  think  the  Irish  scenery  just  like  the  Irish  melo- 
dies— sweet,  wild,  and  sad  even  in  the  sunshine.  You  can  neither 
represent  one  nor  the  other  by  words ;  but  1  am  sure  if  one  could 
translate  "  The  Meeting  of  the  Waters "  into  form  and  colours,  it 
.  would  fall  into  the  exact  shape  of  a  tender  Irish  landscape.  So  take 
'  and  play  that  tune  upon  your  fiddle,  and  shut  your  eyes,  and  muse  a 
little,  and  you  have  the  whole  scene  before  you. 

I  don't  know  if  there  is  any  tune  about  Glendalough  ;  but  if  there 
be,  it  must  be  the  most  delicate,  fantastic,  fairy  melody  that  ever  was 
played-  Only  fancy  can  describe  the  charms  of  that  delightful  place. 
Directly  you  see  it,  it  smiles  at  you  as  innocent  and  friendly  as  a 
little  child ;  and  once  seen,  it  becomes  your  friend  for  ever,  and  you 
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are  always  happy  when  you  think  of  it  Here  is  a  httle  lakt,  and 
little  fords  across  it,  surrounded  by  little  mountains,  and  which  lead 
you  now  lo  little  islands  where  there  are  all  sorts  of  fantastic  little  old 
chapels  and  graveyards  i  or,  again,  into  little  brakes  and  shrubberies 
where  small  rivers  are  crossing  over  little  rocks,  plashing  and  jumping, 
and  singing  as  loud  as  ever  they  can,  Thomas  Moore  has  written 
rather  an  awful  description  of  it ;  and  it  may  indeed  appear  big  to 
him,  and  to  the  fairies  who  must  have  inhabited  the  place  in  old 
days,  that's  clear.  For  who  could  be  accommodated  in  it  except  the 
little  people  ? 

There  are  seven  churches,  whereof  the  clergy  must  have  been  the 
smallest  persons,  and  have  had  the  smallest  benefices  and  the  littlest 
congregations  ever  known.  As  for  the  cathedral,  what  a  bishoplet  it 
must  have  been  that  presided  there.  The  place  would  hardly  hold 
the  Bishop  of  London,  or  Mr.  Sydney  Smith — two  full-sized  clergy- 
men of  these  days — who  would  be  sure  to  quarrel  there  for  want  of 
room,  er  for  any  other  reason.  There  must  have  been  a  dean  no 
bigger  than  Mr.  Moore  before  mentioned,  and  a  chapter  no  bigger 
than  that"  chapter  in  "Tristram  Shandy"  which  does  not  contain  a 
single  woid,  and  mere  popguns  of  canons,  and  a  beadle  about  as  tall 
as  Crofton  Croker,  to  whip  the  little  boys  who  were  playing  at  taw 
{with  peas)  in  the  yard. 

They  say  there  was  a  university,  too,  in  the  place,  with  I  don't 
know  how  many  thousand  scholars  ;  but  for  accounts  of  this  there  is 
an  excellent  guide  on  the  spot,  who,  for  a  shilling  or  two,  will  tell  all 
he  knows,  and  a  great  deal  more  too. 

There  are  numerous  legends,  too,  concerning  St.  Kevin,  and  Fin 
MacCoul  and  the  Devil,  and  the  deuce  knows  what  But  these 
stories  are,  I  am  bound  to  say,  abominably  stupid  and  stale  ;  and 
some  guide  *  ought  to  be  seized  upon  and  choked,  and  flung  into  the 
lake,  by  way  of  warning  to  the  others  to  slop  their  interminable  prate. 
This  is  the  curse  attending  curiosity,  for  visitors  to  almost  all  the 
show-places  in  the  country  :  you  have  not  only  the  guide — who  him- 
self talks  too  much — but  a  string  of  ragged  amateurs,  starting  from 
bush  and  brier,  ready  to  carry  his  honour's  umbrella  or  my  lady's 
cloak,  or  to  help  either  up  a  bank  or  across  a  stream.  And  all  the 
while  they  look  wistfully  in  your  face,  saying,  "  Give  me  sixpence  ! " 
as  clear  as  looks  can  speak.  The  unconscionable  togucs  !  how  dare 
they,  for  the  sake  of  a  little  starvation  or  so,  interrupt  gentlefolks  in 

*  It  must  be  said,  for  the  worthy  fellow  who  accoropanied  us,  and  whoacled 
as  cicerone  previously  to  the  great  WQlis,  the  great  Hall,  the  g^eat  Barrow, 
that  though  he  wears  a  ragged  coat  his  manneis  are  those  of  a  gentleman,  and 
his  conveisation  evinces  no  smalt  talent,  tast^  and  scholarship. 
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A  long  tract  of  wUd  country,  with  a  park  or  two  here  and  there, 
a  police-bairack  perched  on  a  hill,  a  half-staived-lookiog  church 
stretching  its  long  scraggy  steeple  over  a,  wide  plain,  mountains  whose 
base  is  richly  cultivated  while  their  tops  are  purple  and  lonely,  warm 
cottages  and  farms  nestling  at  the  foot  of  the  hills,  and  humble  cabins 
here  and  there  on  the  wayside,  accompany  the  car,  that  jingles  back 
over  fifteen  miles  of  ground  through  Inniskerry  to  Bray.  You  pass 
by  wild  gaps  and  Greater  and  Lesser  Sugar  Loaves  ;  and  about  eight 
o'clock,  when  the  sky  is  quite  red  with  sunset,  and  the  long  shadows 
are  of  such  a.  purple  as  (they  may  say  what  they  like)  Oaude  could 
no  more  paint  than  I  can,  you  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  sea  beyond 
Bray,  and  crying  out,  "eaXarra,  SaXarTa!"  afiect  to  be  wondrously 
delighted  by  the  sight  of  that  element 

The  fact  is,  however,  that  at  Bray  is  one  of  the  t>est  inns  in 
Ireland ;  and  there  you  may  be  perfectly  sure  is  a  good  dinner  ready, 
five  minutes  after  the  honest  car-boy,  with  innumerable  burroos  and 
smacks  of  his  whip,  has  brought  up  his  passengers  to  the  door  with 
a.  gallop. 

As  for  the  Vale  of  Avoca,  1  have  not  described  that :  because  (as 
has  been  before  occasionally  remarked)  it  is  vain  to  attempt  to  describe 
natural  beauties  ;  and  because,  secondly  (though  this  is  a  minor  con- 
sideration), we  did  not  go  thither.  But  we  went  on  another  day  to 
the  Daigle,  and  to  Shanganah,  and  the  city  of  Cabinteely,  and  to  the 
Scalp — that  wild  pass  :  and  I  have  no  more  to  say  about  them  than 
about  the  Vale  of  Avoca.  The  Dublin  cockney,  who  has  these  places 
at  his  door,  knows  them  quite  well ;  and  as  for  the  Londoner,  who  is 
meditating  a  trip  to  the  Rhine  for  the  summer,  or  10  Brittany  or 
Normandy,  let  us  beseech  him  to  see  his  oivn  country  first  (if  Lord 
Lyndhurst  will  allow  us  to  call  this  a  part  of  it) ;  and  if,  after  twenty- 
four  hours  of  an  easy  journey  trom  London,  the  cockney  be  not 
placed  in  the  midst  of  a  country  as  beautiful,  as  strange  to  him,  as 
romantic  as  the  most  imaginative  man  on  'Change  can  desire,— may 
this  work  be  praised  by  the  critics  all  round  and  never  reach  a 
second  edition  I 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

COUMTRY  MEFTINGS  IN  KILDARE— UEATH- 

AN  agricultural  show  was  to  be  held  at  the  townof  Naas,  and  I  was 
glad,  after  having  seen  die  grand  exhibition  at  Cork,  to  be  pre- 
sent  at  a  more  homely,  unpretending  country  festival,  where  the  eyes 
of  Europe,  as  the  orators  say,  did  not  happen  to  be  looking  on.  Per- 
haps men  are  apt,  under  the  idea  of  this  sort  of  inspection/  to  assume 
an  air  somewhat  more  pompous  and  magnificent  than  that  which  they 
wear  every  day.  The  Naas  meeting  was  conducted  without  the  slightest 
attempt  at  splendour  or  display — a  hearty,  modest,  matter-ofJact 
country  meeting. 

Market-day  was  fixed  upon  of  course,  and  the  town,  as  we  drove 
into  it,  was  thronged  with  frieie-coaCs,  the  market-place  bright  wi(h  a 
great  number  of  apple-stalls,  and  the  street  filled  with  carts  and  vans 
of  numerous  small  tradesmen,  vending  cheeses,  or  cheap. crockeries,  or 
ready-made  clothes  and  such  goods.  ,  A  clothier,  with  a  great  crowd 
rotmd  hiiD,  had  arrayed  himself  in  a  staring  new  waistcoat  of  Iiis  stpck, 
and  was  turning  slowly  round  to  exhibit  the  garment,  spouting  all  the 
while  to  his  audience,  and  informing  them  that  he  could  fit  out  any 
person,  in  one  minute,  "in  a  complete  new  shuit  from  head  to  fut."  ■ 
There  seemed  to  be  a  crowd  of  gossips  at  every  shop-door,  and,  of 
course,  a  number  of  gentlemen  waiting  at  the  inn-steps,  criticizing  the 
cars  and  carriages  as  they  drove  up.  Only  those  *ho  live  in  small 
towns  know  what  an  object  of  interest  the  street  becomes,  and  the 
carriages  and  horses  which  pass  therein.  Most  of  the  gentlemen  ha4 
sent  stock  to  compete  for  the  prizes.  The  shepherds  were  tending  the 
stock.  The  judges  were  making  their  award,  and  until  their  sentence 
was  given,  no  competitors  could  enter  the  show-yard.  The  entrance 
to  that,  meanwhile,  was  thronged  by  a  great  posse  of  people,  and  as 
the  gate  abutted  upon  an  old  gray  tower,  a  number  of  people  had  scaled 
that,  and  were  looking  at  the  beasts  in  the  court  below.  Likewise,  there 
was  a  tall  haystack,  which  possessed  similar  advantages  of  situation, 
and  was  equally  thronged  with  men  and  boys.  The  rain  had  fallen 
heavily  all  night,  the  heavens  were  still  black  with  it,  and  the  coats  of 
the  men,  and  the  red  feet  of  many  ragged  female  spectators,  were 
libenJl/  spattered  with  mud. 
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The  first  object  of  interest  we  were  called  upon  to  see-  was  a  famous  < 
stallion ;  and  passing  through,  the.  little  by-streets  (dirty  and  small)  but 
not  so  small  and  dirty  as  other  hy-streets  to  be  seen  in  Irish  towns,) 
we  came  to  a  porte-cochere,  leading  into  a  yard  filled  with  wet  fresh 
hay,  sinking  juicily  under  the  feet  i  and  here  in,  a  shed  was  the  famous 
stallion.  His  sire  must  have  been  a  J^rench  diligence-horse ;  he  was 
of  a  roan  colour,  with  a  broad  chest,  and  short  clean  legs.  His  forehead 
was  ornamented  with  a  blue  ribbon,  on  which  his  name  and  prizes  were 
painted,  and  on  liis  chest  hung  a  couple  of  medals,  by  a  chain — a  silver 
one  awarded  to  him  at  Cork,  a  gold  one  carried  oiF  by  superior  merit 
from  other  stallions  assembledtocontend  at  Dublin.  When  the  points 
of  .the  animal  were  sufficiently  discussed,  a  mare,  his  sister,  was  pro- 
duced, and  admired  still  more  than  himself.  Any  man  who  has  wit- 
nessed the  performance  of  the  French  horses  in  the  Havre  diligence, 
must  admire  the  vast  strength,  aitd  the ;.eEtrBi>rdinary:  swiftness  of^the 
breed  ;  and  it  was  agreed  on  all  hands,  that  such  horses  would  fient 
valuable  in  this  country,  where,  it  is  hard  Jiow  to  geta, stout  horsefor 
the  road,  so  much  has  the  fashion  for  blood,  and  nothing  but  Uood, 
prevailed  of  late. 

By  the  time  the  stallion  was  seen,  the  judges  had  done  their  arbi- 
tration ;  and  we  went  to  the  yard,  where  broad-backed  sheep  were 
resting  peaceably  in  their  pens;  Iwlls  were  led. about  by  the  noacj 
enormous  turnips,  both  Swedes  and  Aberdeens,  reposed  in  the  mud  ; 
little  cribs  of  geese,  hens,  and  ipeafowl  were  come  to  try  forthepriie; 
And  pigs  might  be  seen — some  encumbered,  with  enormous  families. 
Others  with  fat  merely.  They  poked  up  one  bmte  to  walk  for  us  i  he 
made,  after  many  fiitik  attempts,  a  desperate  rush  forward,  his  leg 
almost,  lost  in  ^,  his  I  immense  sides  quivering  and  shaking  with  the 
exercise  ;  he  was  then  allowed  j  to  return  to  his  .straA^  into  ^whidt  he 
sank  panting..  Let  us  bopC'that  he  went:  bome'With  a  pink  ribbon 
round  his  tail  that  ni^t,  and  got  a. prize  far  his  obesity.  . 

I  think  the  pink  ribbon  was,  at  least  to  a  cockney,  the  pleasantest 
sight  of  all  :  for  on  the  evening  after  the  showiwfsaw  many  carta  going 
away  so  adorned,  baidng  carried  off  prizes  on  the  occasion.  First 
came  a  great  bull  stepping  along,  be  and  his  driver  having  each  a  bit 
of  pink  on  thnr  heads ;  then  acait  full  of  sheep ;  then  a  car  of  good-- 
natured-looking  people,  having  achum  in  the  midst  of  them  that 
sported  a  pink  favour,  When  all  the  priees  were  distributed,  a  select 
company  sat  down  to  dinner  at  Macavo/s  Hotel;  and  no  doubt  a 
reporter  who  was  present  has  given  in  the'Ceunty  paperan  accountof 
all  the  good  things  eaten  and  said.  Atttur  end  of  the  tablewehad 
saddle-of-mutton,  and  I  remarked  a  boiled-  leg  of  the  same  delicacy, 
with  turnips,  at  the  opposite  extremity.  -Before  the  vice  I  obseired  a 
large  piece  of  roast-beef,  which  I  could  not  observe  at  the  end  of 
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dinner,  because  it  was  all  svrallowed.  After  the  mutton  we  bad  cbeese, 
and  were  just  beginning  to  think  that  we  had  dined  very  sufficiently, 
when  a  squadron  of  apple-pies  came  smoking  in,  and  convinced  us 
that,  in  such  a  glorious  cause,  Biitons  are  never  at  faulL  We  ate  up 
the  appte-pies,  and  then  the  punch  was  called  for  by  those  who  preferred 
tbat  beverage  to  wine,  and  the  speeches  began. 

The  chairman  gave  "The  Queen,"  nine  times  nine  and  one  cheei 
more ;  "  Prince  Albert  and  the  rest  of  the  Royal  Family,"  great  cheer- 
ing; "The  Lord  Lieutenant " — his  Excellency's  health  was  received 
rather  coolly,  I  thought  And  then  began  the  real  business  of  the 
night :  health  of  the  Naas  Society,  health  of  the  Agricultural  Society, 
and  healths  all  round ;  not  forgetting  the  SallymounI  Beagles  and  the 
Kildare  Foxhounds — which  toasts  were  received  with  loud  cheers  and 
halloos  by  most  of  the  gentlemen  present,  and  elicited  brief  speeches 
from  the  masters  of  the  respective  hounds,  promising  good  sport  next 
season.  After  the  Kildare  Foxhounds,  an  old  fanner  in  a  gray  coal 
got  gravely  up,  and  without  being  requested  to  do  so  in  the  least,  sang 
a  song,  stating  that — 

"  At  seven  \a  the  moming  by  most  of  the  clocks 
We  rode  to  Kilniddeiy  in  search  of  a  fox  ; " 

and  at  the  conclusion  of  hts  song  challenged  a  friend  to  give  another 
song.  Another  old  farmer,  on  this,  rose  and  sang  one  of  Morris's 
songs  with  a  great  deal  of  queer  humour ;  and  no  doubt  many  more 
songs  were  sung  during  the  evening,  for  plenty  of  hot-water  jugs  were 
blocking  the  door  as  we  went  out. 

The  jolly  frieze-coated  songster  who  celebnited  the  Kilruddery  fox, 
sang,  it  must  be  confessed,  most  wofully  out  of  tune  ;  but  still  it  was 
pleasant  to  hear  him,  and  I  think  the  meeting  was  the  most  agreeable 
one  I  have  seen  in  Ireland  :  there  was  more  good-humour,  more  cordial 
union  of  classes,  more  frankness 'and  manhness,  than  one  is  accus- 
tomed to  find  in  Irish  meetings.  All  tbe  speeches  were  kind-hearted, 
straightforward  speeches,  without  a  word  of  pohtics  or  an  attempt  at 
oratory :  it  was  impossible  to  say  whether  the  gentlemen  present  were 
Protestant  or  Catholic,— each  one  had  a  hearty  word  of  encouragement 
for  his  tenant,  and  a  kind  welcome  for  his  neighbour.  There  were 
forty  stout,  well-to-do  farmers  in  the  room,  renters  of  fifty,  seventy,  a 
hundred  acres  of  land.  There  were  no  clergymen  present ;  though  it 
would  have  been  pleasant  to  have  seen  one  of  each  persuasion  to  say 
grace  for  the  meeting  and  the  meat 

At  a  similar  meeting  at  BaQytore  the  next  day,  1  had  an  opportunity 
of  seeing  a  still  finer  collection  of  stock  than  had  been  brought  to 
Naas,  and  at  the  same  time  one  of  tbe  most  beautiful  fiourisfaing 
villages  in  Ireland.  Tbe  road  to  it  from  H town,  if  not  remarkable 
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far  its  .rural  beauty,  is  pleasant  to  travel,  for  evidences  of  neat  and 
prosperous  husbandry  are  around  you  everywhere :  rich  crops  in  the 
fields,  and  neat  cottages  by  the  roadside,  accompanying  us  as  far  as 
Ballytore — a  white,  straggling  village,  surrounding  green  fields  of  some 
five  furlongs  square,  with  a  river  lunning  in  the  midst  of  them,  and 
numerous  fine  cattle  in  the  green.  Here  is  a  laige  windmill,  fitted  up 
like  a  castle,  with  battlements  and  towers  :  the  castellan  thereof  is  a 
good-natured  old  Quaker  gentleman,  and  numbers  more  of  bis  follow- 
ing inhabit  the  town. 

The  consequence  was  that  the  shops  of  the  village  were  the  neatest 
possible,  though  by  ao  means  grand  or  portentous.  Why  should 
Quaker  shops  be  neater  than  other  shops?  They  suffer  to  the  full  as 
much  oppression  as  Che  rest  of  the  hereditary  bondsmen ;  and  yet,  in 
spite  of  theii  tyrants,  they  prosper. 

I  must  not  attempt  to  pass  an  opinion  upon  the  stock  exhibited 
at  Ballytore  ;  but,  in  the  opinion  of  some  large  agricultural  proprietors 
present,  it  might  have  figured  with  advantage  in  any  show  in  England, 
and  certainly  was  finer  than  the  exhibition  at  Naas  ;  which,  however, 
is  a  very  young  society.  The  best  part  of  the  show,  however,  to  every- 
body's thinking  (and  it  is  pleasant  to  observe  the  manly  fair-play 
spirit  which  characteriies  the  society),  was,  that  the  prizes  of  the 
Irish  Agricultural  Society  were  awarded  to  two  men — one  a  labourer, 
the  other  3  very  small  holder,  both  having  reared  the  best  stock 
exhibited  on  the  occasion.  At  the  dinner,  which  took  place  in  a  bam 
of  the  iim,  smartly  decorated  with  laurels  for  the  purpose,  there  was 
as  good  and  stout  a  body  of  yeomen  as  at  Naas  the  day  previous, 
but  only  two  landlords  ;  and  here,  too,  as  at  Naas,  neither  priest  nor 
parson.  Cattle-feeding  of  course  farmed  the  principal  theme  of  the 
after-dinner  discourse — not,  however,  altogether  to  the  exclusion  of 
tillage  ;  and  there  was  a  good  and  useful  prize  for  those  who  could  not 
afford  to  rear  (at  oxen — for  the  best  kept  cottage  and  garden,  namely^ 
which  was  won  by  a  poor  man  with  a  large  family  and  scanty,  pre- 
carious earnings,  but  who  yet  found  means  to  make  the  most  o(  his 
small  resources  and  to  keep  his  little  cottage  neat  and  cleanly.  The 
tariff  and  the  plentifiil  harvest  together  had  helped  to  bring  down 
prices  severely;  and  we  heard  from  the  farmers  much  desponding 
talk.     I  saw  hay  sold  for  il.  the  ton,  and  oats  for  iLr.  30^  Che  barrel. 

In  the  little  village  I  remarked  scarcely  a  single  beggar,  and  very 
lew  bare  feet  indeed  among  Che  crowds  who  came  to  see  the  show. 
Here  the  Quaker  village  had  Che  advantage  of  the  town  of  Naas,  in 
spite  of  its  poor-house,  which  was  only  half  fiill  when  we  went  Co  see 
it ;  but  the  people  prefer  be^ary  and  starvation  abroad  Co  comfort 
and  neatness  in  the  union-house, 

A  neater  estabUshment  cannot  be  seen  than  this  ;  and  hberty  must 
3t 
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1WT*iys*e«' indeed,  lAett  ptbfrle'iwefer-'it  aild' BtityftficAi  Ui  llife 
ceMainty  of  CoDirart  in  the  uAiftn-hOuse.  W6  went  to  s^6  if  after' flic 
show  at  Naas.  '  '  ' 

The  first  persons  we  saw  at  the  gale  of  the  place  were  four  buxom 
lasses  in  Wue  jactets  and  petticoats,  who  Vet«  giggling  and  laughing 
as  g^ly  as  so  many  young  heiresses  of  a  thbtisand  a  year,  and  who 
had  a  colour  in  their  cheeks  that  any  lady  of  Almack's  might  envy. 
They  were  cleaning  pails  and  carrying  in  waterfrom  a  green  court  or 
playground  in  front  of  the  house,  which  some  of  the  able-bodied  men 
of  the  place  were  busy  in  inclosing.  Passing  Arough  the  large  entrance 
of  the  house,  a  nondescript  Gothic  building,  we  came  to  a  court  divided, 
by  a  road  and  twtt  lowivalls:  the  right  iii  closure  is  devoted  to  the  boys 
of  the  eatabli9hmra(,of  whom  there  were  about  fifty  at  play:  boys  more: 
healthy  or  happy  it  is  impossible  to  see.  Separated  from  them  is  the 
nursery ;  dad  here  were  seventy  or  eighty  young  children,  a  shrill  dack 
of  happy  voices  leading  the  way  to  the  door  where  they  were  to  be 
found.  Boys  and  children  had  a  comfortable  little  uniform,  arid  shoes 
were  furnished  for  all;  though  the  authorities  did  not  seem  particulariy 
severe  in  enforcing  Ac  wearing  of  the  shoes,  which  most  of  the  young 
persons  left  behind  them. 

■  ■'  Id  spite  of  all  The  Timers  in  the  world,  the  place  was  a  happy 
one.  It  is  kept  with  a  neatness  and  comfort  to  which,  until  his 
entrance  into  the  union-house,  the  Irish  peasant  must  perforce  have 
been  a  stranger.  AH  the  rooms  and  passages  are  white,  well  scoured, 
and  airy ;  all  the  windows  are  glazed ;  all  the  beds  have  a  good  store- 
of  blankets  and  sheets.  In  the  women's  dormitories  there  lay  several 
inlinn  persons,  not  ill  enough  for  the  infirmary,  and  glad  of  the  society 
of  the  common  room  :  in  one  of  the  men's  sleeping-rooms  we  found  a 
score  of  old  grey-coated  men  sitting  round  another  who  was  reading 
prayers  to  them.  And  outside  the  place  we  found  a  woman  starving 
in  rags,  as  she  had  been  ragged  and  starving  for  years  ;  her  husband 
was  wounded,  and  lay  in  his  house  upon  straw ;  her  children  were  ill 
with  a  fever ;  she  had  neither  meat,  nor  physic,  nor  clothing,  nor  fresh 
air,  nor  warmth  for  them  j — and  she  preferred  to  starve  on  rather  than 
enter  the  house ! 

The  last  of  our  agricultural  excursions  was  to  the  fair  of  Castle- 
dermot,  celebrated  for  the  show  of  cattle  to  be  seen  there,  and  attended 
by  the  farmers  and  gentry  of  the  neighbouring  counties.  Long  before 
reaching  the  place  we  met  troops  of  cattle  coming  from  it — stock  of  a 
beautiful  kind,  for  the  most  part  large,  sleek,  white,  long-backed,  most 
of  the  larger  animals  being  bound  for  England.  There  was  very  near 
as  fine  a  show  in  (he  pastures  along  the  road — which  lies  across  a  light 
green  country  with  plenty  of  trees  to  ornament  the  landscape,  and 
some  neat  cottages  along  the  roadside. 


,     CASTLSX>EJiMOT.  483 

.  At  the  tiBii^ike,  of.Cwtledsnnot  ttae:dKiv«s,of  cftttle  met.ua  \xf 
scores  no  longer,  but  by  hundreds,  and  Uie  long  street  of  the  place  was 
tbroQged  with  oxen,  sheep,  and  horses,  and  with  those  who  wished  to 
scCtto.  sell,.or  to  buy.  The  squires  were  all  together  in  a  cluster  at 
the  policerhouse )  the  owners  of  the  horses  rode  up  and  down,  sbowittg 
the  best  paces  of  their  brutes  :  among  whom  you  might  see  Paddy,  in 
his  ra^ed  frieze-coat,  seated  on  his  dontey's  bare  nimp,  and  proposing 
him  for  sale,  I  think  1  saw  a  score  of  this  humble  though  useful  breed 
that  were  brought  for  sale  to  the  fair.  "  I  can  sell  him,"  says  one  fellow, 
with  a  pompous  air,  "  wid  his  tackle  or  widout"  IJe.was  looking  as 
grave  over  the  negotiation  as  if  it  had  been  for. a  thousand  pounds. 
Besides  the  donkeys,  of  coivse  there  was  plenty  of  poultry,  and  there 
were  pigs  without  number,  shrieking  and  stnigghng  3s4  pushing  hither 
and  thither  among  the  crowd,  rebeHious  to  the  straw-rope.  It  was  a 
fine  thing  to  see  one  huge  gruoter  and  the  manner  in  which  he  was 
landed  into  a  carL  The  cart  was  let  down  on  an  easy  inclined  plane 
to  tempt  him  :  two  men  ascending,  uiged  h;in  by  the  forelegs,  other 
two  entreated  him  by  the  taiL  At  length,  whea  more  than  half  of  his 
body  had  been  coaxed  upon  the  cart,  it  was  suddenly  whisked  up\ 
causing  the  animal  thereby  to  &11  forward ;  a  parting  shove  sent  him 
altogether  into  the  cartj  the  two  gentlemen  inside  jumped  out,  aivl  the 
monster  was  left  to  ride  home. 

The  farmers,  as  usual,  were  talking  of  the  tariff,  prediaing  ruin  to 
themselves,  as  timers  will,  on  account  of  the  decreasing  price  of  stock 
and  the  consequent  fall  of  grain.  Perhaps  the  person  most  to  be 
pitied  is  the  poor  pig-proprietor  yonder :  it  is  his  rent  which  he  is 
carrying  through  the  market  squeaking  at  the  end  of  the  straw-rope, 
and  Sir  Robert's  bill  adds  insolvency  to  that  poor  fellow's  misery. 

This  was  the  last  of  the  sights  which  the  kind  owner  of  H — town 
had  invited  me  into  his  country  to  see ;  and  I  think  they  were  among 
the  most  pleasing  I  witnessed  in  Ireland.  Rich  and  poorwere  working 
fciendlily  together ;  priest  and  parson  were  alike  interested  in  these 
honest,  homely,  agricultural  festivals  j  not  a  word  was  said  about 
hereditary  bondage  and  English  tyranny ;  and  one  did  not  much 
regret  the  absence  of  those  patriotic  topics  of  conversation.  If  but 
for  the  sake  of  the  change,  it  was  pleasant  to  pass  a  few  days  with 
people  among  whom  there  was  no  quarrelling  :  no  fiirious  denun- 
ciations against  Popery  on  the  part  of  the  Protestants,  and  no  tirades 
against  the  parsons  from  their  bitter  and  scornful  opponents  of  the 
other  creed. 

Next  Sunday,  in  the  county  Meath,  in  a  quiet  old  church  lying 
amongst  meadows  and  fine  old  stately  avenues  of  trees,  and  for  the 
benefit  of  a  congregation  of  some  thirty  persons,  I  heard  for  the  space 
«f  an  hour  and  twenty  minutes  some  thorough  Protestant  doctrine,  and 
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the  Popish  superstitions  properly  belaboured.    Does  it  strengthen  a 

man  in  his  own  creed  to  hear  his  neighbour's  belief  abused  ?  One 
would  imagine  so  :  for  though  abuse  converts  nobody,  yet  many  of  our 
pastors  think  they  are  not  doing  their  duty  by  their  own  fold  unless 
they  fling  stones  at  the  flock  in  the  next  field,  and  have,  for  the  honour 
of  the  service,  a  match  at  cudgelling  with  the  shepherd.  Our  shepherd 
to-day  was  of  this  pugnacious  sort. 

The  Meath  landscape,  if  not  varied  and  picturesque,  is  extremely 
rich  and  pleasant ;  and  we  took  some  drives  along  the  banks  of  the 
Boyne— to  the  noble  park  of  Slane  (still  sacred  to  the  memory  of 
George  IV.,  who  actually  condescended  to  pass  some  days  there),  and 
to  Trim — of  which  the  name  occurs  so  often  in  Swift's  Journals,  and 
where  stands  an  enormous  old  castle  that  was  inhabited  by  Prince 
John.  It  was  taken  from  him  by  an  Irish  chief,  our  guide  said ;  and 
from  the  Irish  chief  it  was  taken  by  Oliver  Cromwell.  O'Thuselah 
was  the  Irish  chieTs  name  no  doubt. 

Here  loo  stands,  in  the  midst  of  one  of  the  most  wretched  towns 
in  Ireland,  a  pillar  erected  in  honour  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington  by  the 
gentry  of  his  native  county.  His  birthplace,  Dangan,  lies  not  far  ofl^. 
And  as  we  saw  the  hero's  statue,  a  flight  of  birds  had  hovered  about 
it ;  there  was  one  on  each  epaulette  and  two  on  his  marshal's  stafi'. 
Besides  these  wonders,  we  saw  a  certain  number  of  beggars  ;  and  a 
madman,  who  was  walking  round  a  mound  and  preaching  a  sermon 
on  grace;  and  a  little  child's  funeral  came  passing  through  the  dismal 
town,  the  only  stirring  thing  in  it  (the  coffin  was  laid  on  a  one-horse 
country  car— a  Uttle  deal  box,  in  which  the  poor  child  lay — and  a  great 
troop  of  people  followed  the  humble  procession);  and  the  inn-keeper, 
who  had  caught  a  few  stray  gentlefolk  in  a  town  where  travellers  must 
be  rare ;  and  in  his  inn — which  is  more  gaunt  and  miserable  than  the 
toMfn  itself,  and  which  is  by  no  means  rendered  more  cheerful  because 
sundry  theological  works  are  lefi  for  the  rare  frequenters  in  the  coffee- 
room — the  inn-keeper  brought  in  a  bill  which  would  have  been  worthy 
of  Long's,  and  which  was  paid  with  much  grumbling  on  both  sides. 

It  would  not  be  a  bad  rule  for  the  traveller  in  Ireland  to  avoid 
those  inns  where  theoI<^ical  works  are  left  in  the  coffee-roonu  He 
is  pretty  sure  to  be  made  to  pay  very  dearly  for  these  religious 
privileges. 

We  waited  for  the  coach  at  the  beautiful  lodge  and  gate  of  Anns- 
brook  ;  and  one  of  the  sons  of  the  house  coming  up,  invited  us  to 
look  at  the  domain,  which  is  as  pretty  and  neatly  ordered  as — as  any 
in  England  It  is  hard  to  use  this  comparison  so  often,  and  must  make 
Irish  hearers  angry.  Can't  one  see  a  neat  house  and  grounds  without 
instantly  thinking  that  they  are  worthy  of  the  sister  country;  and 
implyii^,  in  our  cool  way,  its  superiority  to  everywhere  else  ?   Walking 
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in  this  gentleman's  grounds,  I  told  him,  in  the  simplicity  of  my  heart, 
that  the  neighbouring  country  was  like  Warwickshire,  and  the  gf  ounds 
as  good  as  any  English  park.  Is  it  the  fact  that  English  grounds  ar$ 
superior,  or  only  that  Englishmen  are  disposed  to  consider  them  so? 

A  pretty  little  twining  river,  called  the  Nanny's  Water,  runs  through 
the  park :  there  is  a  legend  about  that,  as  about  other  places.  Once 
upon  a  tune  (ten  thousand  years  ago),  Saint  Patrick  being  thirsty  as  he 
passed  by  this  country,  came  to  the  bouse  of  an  old  woman,  of  whom 
he  asked  a  drink  of  milk.  The  old  woman  brought  it  to  his  reverence 
with  the  best  of  welcomes,  and  .  .  .  here  it  is  a  great  mercy  that 
the  Belfast  mail  comes  up,  whereby  the  reader  is  spared  the  rest  of  the 
history. 

The  Belfast  mail  had  only  to  carry  us  five  miles  to  Drogheda,  but, 
in  revenge,  it  made  us  pay  three  shillings  for  the  five  miles ;  and, 
again,  by  way  of  comptensation,  it  carried  us  over  five  miles  of  a 
country  that  was  worth  at  least  five  shillings  to  see — not  romantic  or 
especially  beautiful,  but  having  the  best  of  all  beauty — a  quiet,  smiling, 
prosperous,  unassuming  -work-day  look,  that  in  views  and  landscapes 
most  good  judges  admire.  Hard  by  Nanny's  Water,  we  came  to 
Duleek  Bridge,  where,  1  was  told,  stands  an  old  residence  of  the  De 
D^th  family,  who  were,  moreover,  builders  of  the  picturesque  old  bridge. 

The  road  leads  over  a  wide  green  common,  which  puts  one  in  mind 

of  Eng (a  plague  on  it,  there  is  the  comparison  again  !),  and  at  the 

end  of*  the  common  lies  the  village  among  trees ;  a  beautiful  and 
peaceful  sight.  In  the  background  there  was  a  tall  ivy-covered  old 
tower,  looking  noble  and  imposing,  but  a  ruin  and  useless  ;  then  there 
was  a  church,  and  next  to  it  a  chape! — the  very  same  sun  was  shining 
upon  both.  The  chapel  and  church  were  connected  by  a  fann-yard, 
and  a  score  of  golden  ricks  were  in  the  background,  the  churches  in 
unison,  and  the  people  (typified  by  the  corn-ricks)  flourishing  at  the 
feet  of  both.  May  one  ever  hope  to  see  the  day  in  Ireland  when  this 
little  landscape  allegory  shall  find  a  general  application  ? 

For  some  way  after  leaving  Duleek  the  road  and  the  country  round 
continue  to  wear  the  agreeable,  cheerful  look  just  now  lauded.  You 
pass  by  a  house  where  James  II.  is  said  to  have  slept  the  night  before 
the  battle  of  the  Boyne  (he  took  care  to  sleep  far  enough  off  on  the 
night  after),  and  also  by  an  old  red-brick  hall  standing  at  the  end  of  an 
old  chace  or  terrace  avenue,  that  runs  for  about  a  mile  down  to  the 
house,  and  finishes  at  a  moat  towards  the  road.  But  as  the  coach 
arrives  near  Drogheda,  and  in  the  boulevards  of  that  town,  all 
resemblance  lo  England  is  lost  Up  hill  and  down,  we  pass  low 
rows  of  filthy  cabins  in  dirty  undulations.  Parents  are  at  the  cabin- 
doors  dressing  the  hair  of  ragged  children ;  shock-heads  of  girls  peer 
out  from  the  black  circumference  of  smoke,  and  children  inconceivably 
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filthyyell  wildly  and  vociferously  as  the  coach  passes  by.  One  little 
ra^ed  savage  niahed  furiously  up  the  hill,  speculating  upon  permission 
to  put  on  the  drag-chain  at  desceuding,  and  hoping  for  a  halfpenny 
reward.  He  put  on  the  chain,  but  the  guard  did  not  give  a  halfpenny. 
I  flung  him  one,  and  the  boy  rushed  wildly  after  the  carriage,  holding  it 
up  with  joy.  "  The  man  inside  has  given  me  one,"  says  he,  holding  it 
up  exultingly  to  the  guard.  I  flung  out  another  (by-the-by,  and  without 
any  prejudice,  the  balance  in  Ireland  an  smaller  than  those  of 
England),  but  when  the  child  got  this  halfpenny,  small  as  it  was,  it 
seemed  to  overpower  him  :  the  little  man's  look  of  gratitude  was  worth 
a  great  deal  more  than  the  biggest  penny  ever  struck. 

The  town  itself,  which  I  had  three-quarters  of  an  hour  to  ramble 
through,  is  smoky,  dirty,  and  lively.  There  was  a  great  bustle  in  the 
black  Main  Street,  and  several  good  shops,  though  some  of  the  houses 
were  in  a  half  state  of  ruin,  and  battered  shutters  closed  many  of  the 
windows  where  formerly  had  been  "  emporiums,"  "  repositories,"  and 
other  grandly-titied  abodes  of  small  conmierce.  Exhortations  to 
"repeal"  were  liberally  plastered  on  the  blackened  walls,  prOclMming 
some  past  or  promised  visit  of  the  "  great  agitator."  From  the  bridge 
is  a  good  bustling  spectacle  of  the  river  and  the  craft ;  the  quays  were 
grimy  with  the  discharge  of  the  coal-vessels  that  lay  alongside  them  ; 
the  warehouses  were  not  less  black ;  the  seamen  and  porters  loitering 
on  the  quay  were  as  swarthy  as  those  of  Puddledock  ;  numerous 
factories  and  chimneys  were  vomiting  huge  -clouds  of  black  smoke ; 
the  commerce  of  the  town  is  stated  by  the  Guide-book  to  be  consider- 
lAle,  and  increasing  of  late  years.  Of  one  part  of  its  manufactures 
every  baveller  must  speak  with  gratitude— of  the  ale  namely,  which  is 
as  good  as  the  best  brewed  in  the  sister  kingdom.  Drogheda  ale  is 
to  be  drank  all  over  Ireland  in  the  bottled  state :  candour  calls  for  the 
acknowledgment  that  it  is  equally  praiseworthy  in  draught.  And  while 
satisfying  himself  of  this  fact,  the  philosophic  observer  cannot  but  ask 
why  ale  should  not  be  as  good  elsewhere  as  at  Drogheda ;  is  the 
water  of  the  Boyne  the  oiily  water  in  Ireland  whereof  ale  can  be 

Above  the  river  and  craft,  and  the  smoky  quays  of  the  lOWn,  the 
hills  rise  abruptly,  up  which  innumerable  cabins  clamber.  On  one  of 
them,  by  a  church,  is  a  round  tower,  or  fort,  with  a  flag :  the  church 
is  the  successor  of  one  battered  down  by  Cromwell  in  1649,  in  his 
frightful  siege  of  the  place.  The  place  of  one  of  his  batteries  is  still 
marked  outside  the  town,  and  known  as  "  Cromwell's  Mount ; "  here 
he  "made  the  breach  assaullahle,  and,  by  the  help  of  God,  stormed 
it."     He  chose  the  strongest  point  of  the  defence  for  his  attack. 

After  being  twice  beaten  back,  by  the  divine  assistance  he  was 
enaUed  to  succeed  in  a  third  assault :  he  "  knocked  on  the  he'^d  "  all 
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the  officers  of  thegaiTisDn;hegave  orders  that  none  of  the  men  should 
be  spared.  "  I  think,"  says  he,  "  that  night  we  put  to  the  sword  two 
thousand  men  ;  and  one  hundred  of  them  having  taken  possession  of 
St.  Peter's  steeple  and  a  round  tower  nert  the  gate,  caLed  St  Sunday's, 
1  ordered  the  steeple  of  St  Peter's  to  be  fired,  when  one  in  the  flames 
was  heard  to  say,  '  God  confound  me,  1  burn,  I  burn  ! ' "  The  Lord 
General's  history  of  "  this  great  mercy  vouchsafed  to  us"  concludes  with 
appropriate  religious  reflections  :  and  prays  Mr.  Speaker  of  the  House 
of  Commons  to  remember  that  "  it  is  good  that  God  alone  have  all  the 
glory,"  Is  not  the  recollection  of  this  butchery  almost  enough  to  make 
an  IrishmaD  turn  rebel  ? 

When  troops  marched  over  the  bridge,  a  young  friend  of  mine 
(whom  I  shrewdly  suspected  to  be  an  Orangeman  in  his  heart)  told  me 
that  their  bands  played  the  "Boyne  Water."  Here  is  another  legend 
of  defeat  for  ,the  Irishman  to  muse  upon ;  and  here  it  was,  too,  that 
King,  Richard  II.  received  the  homage  of  four  Irish  kings,  who  flung 
t)teif  sl^eoes  .or  daggers  at  his  feet  and  knelt  to  him,  and  were  wonder- 
stricken  by  the  riches  of  his  tents  and  the  garments  bf  his  knights  and 
ladies.  I  think  it  is  in  Lingard  that  the  story  is  told;  and  the  anti- 
'quMian  has  no  doubt  seen  that  beautiful  old  manuscript  at  the  British 
Museum  where  these  yellow-mantled  warriors  are  seen  riding  down  to 
the  King,  splendid  in  his  forked  beard,  and  peaked  shoes,  and  long 
dangling  scolloped  sleeves  and  embroidered  gown. 
I  The  Boyne  winds  picturesquely  round  two  sidesof  the  town,  and 
following  it,  we  came  to  the  Linen  Hall, — in  the  days  of  the  linen 
manufacture  a  place  of  note,  now  the  place  where  Mr,  tyConneU 
harangues  the  people  ;  but  all  the  windows  of  the  house. were  barriT 
cadedwhenwe  passed  it,  and  of  linen  or  any  other  sort  of  merchandise 
there  seemed  to  be  none.  Three  boys  were  running  past  it  with  a 
mouse  tied  to  a  string  and  a  dog  galloping  after ;  two  little  children . 
■were  paddling  down  the  street,  one  saying  to  the  other,  "  Ortct  I  had 
a  haij^nny,  and  bought  apples  with  it."  The  barges  were  lying  lazily 
on  the  river,  on  the  opposite  side  of  which  was  a  wood  of  a  gentleman's 
domiain,  over  which  the  rooks  were  cawing ;  and  by  the  shore  were 
some  ruins — "  where  Mr,  Ball  once  had  his  kennel  of  hounds  "—  touch- 
ing reminiscence  of  former  prosperity  ! 

Ther^  is  a  very  large  and  ugly  Roman  Catholic  chapel  in  the  town, 
and  a  smaller  one  of  better  construction  r  it  was  so  crowded,  however, 
although  on  a  week-day,  that  we  could  not  pass  beyond  the  chapel- 
yard-;-where  were  great  crowds  of  people,  some  praying,  some  talking, 
some  buying  and  seUing.  There  were  two  or  three  stalls  in  the  yar4, 
such  as  one  sees  near  continental  churches,  presided  over  by  old  women, 
irith  a  store  of  little  brass  crucifixes,  beads,  books,  and  b^nitiers  for 
Ihe  faithful  to  puKJiase.    The  church  is  large  and  commodious  within, 
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and  looks  (not  like  all  other  churches  in  Ireland)  as  if  it  were 
frequented.  There  is  a  hideous  stone  monument  in  the  churchyard 
representing  two  corpses  half  rotted  away ;  time  or  neglect  had  battered 
away  the  inscription,  nor  could  we  see  the  dates  of  some  older  tomb- 
stones in  the  ground,  which  were  mouldering  away  in  the  midst  of 
nettles  and  rank  grass  on  the  wall 

By  a  large  public  school  of  some  reputation,  where  a  hundred  boys 
were  educated  (my  young  guide  the  Orangeman  was  one  of  them :  he 
related  with  much  glee  how,  on  one  of  the  Liberator's  visits,  a  school- 
fellow had  waved  a  blue  and  orange  flag  from  the  window  and  cried, 
"  King  William  for  ever,  and  to  hell  with  the  Pope ! "),  there  is  a  fine 
old  gate  leading  to  the  river,  and  in  excellent  preservation,  in  spite  of 
time  and  Oliver  CromwelL  It  is  a  good  specimen  of  Irish  architecture. 
By  this  time  that  exceedingly  slow  coach  the  "  Newry  Lark"  had 
arrived  at  that  exceedingly  filthy  inn  where  the  mail  ha4  dropped  us 
an  hour  before.  An  enonnous  Englishman  was  holding  a  vain  combat 
of  wit  with  a  brawny,  grinning  beggar-woman  at  the  door.  "  There's 
a  clever  gentleman,"  says  the  beggar-woman,  "Sure  he'll  give  me- 
something?"  "  How  much  should  you  like?"  says  the  Englishman, 
with  playful  jocularity.  "  Musha,"  says  she,  "  many  a  littUr  man  nor 
you  has  given  me  a  shilling."  The  coach  drives  away ;  the  lady  had 
clearly  the  best  of  the  joking-match;  but  I  did  not  see,  for  all  that,  that 
the  Englishman  gave  her  a  single  farthing. 

From  Castle  Belltngham— as  famous  for  ale  as  Drogheda,  and 
remarkable  likewise  for  a  still  better  thing  than  ale,  an  excellent 
resident  proprietress,  whose  fine  park  lies  by  the  road,  and  by  whose 
care  and  taste  the  village  has  been  rendered  one  of  the  most  neat  and 
elegant  I  have  yet  seen  in  Ireland — the  road  to  Dundalk  is  exceedingly 
picturesque,  and  the  traveller  has  the  pleasure  of  feasting  his  eyes  with 
the  noble  line  of  Moume  Mountains,  which  rise  before  him  white  he 
journeys  over  a  level  country  for  several  miles.  The  "  Newry  Lark," 
to  be  sure,  disdained  to  take  advantage  of  the  easy  roads  to  accelerate 
its  movements  in  any  way  ;  but  the  aspect  of  the  country  is  so  pleasant 
that  one  can  afford  to  loiter  over  it.  The  fields  were  yellow  with  the 
Stubble  of  the  com— which  in  this,  one  of  the  chief  corn  counties  of 
Ireland,  had  just  been  cut  down;  and  a  long  straggling  line  of  neat 
farm-houses  and  cott^es  runs  almost  the  whole  way  from  Castle 
Bellingham  to  Dundalk.  For  nearly  a  couple  of  miles  of  the  distance, 
the  road  runs  along  the  picturesque  flat  called  Lurgan  Green ;  and' 
gentlemen's  residences  and  parks  are  numerous  along  the  road,  and 
one  seems  to  have  come  amongst  a  new  race  of  people,  so  trim  are  the 
cottages,  so  neat  the  gates  and  hedges,  ia  this  peaceful,  smiling  district. 
The  people,  too,  show  signs  of  the  general  prosperity.  A  national- 
school  has  just  dismissed  its  female  scholars  as  we  passed  through- 
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DudUt;  and  though  the  children  had  most  of  ihem  bare  feet,  their 
clothes  were  good  and  clean,  their  faces  rosy  and  bright,  and  tlieir  long 
Tiair  as  shiny  and  as  nicely  combed  as  young  ladies'  need  to  be. 
Numerous  old  casdes  and  towers  stand  on  the  road  here  and  there ; 
and  long  before  we  entered  Dundalk  we  had  a  sight  of  a  huge  factory- 
chimney  in  the  town,  and  of  the  dazzling  white  walls  of  the  Roman 
Catholic  church  lately  erected  there.  The  cabin-suburb  is  not  great, 
and  the  entrance  to  the  town  is  niuch  adorned  by  the  hospital— a 
handsmne  Elizabethan  building^and  a  row  of  houses  of  a  similar 
architectural  style  which  lie  on  the  left  of  the  traveUer. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

DUNDALK. 

THE  Stranger  can't  fail  to  be  struck  with  the  look  of  Dundalk,  as  he 
has  been  with  the  villages  and  country  leading  to  it,  when  con- 
tiasted  with  places  in  the  South  and  West  of  Ireland.  The  coach 
stopped  at  a  cheerful-looking  Place,  of  which  almost  the  only  dilapi- 
dated mansion  was  the  old  inn  at  which  it  discharged  us,  and  which 
did  not  hold  out  much  prospect  of  comfort.  But  in  justice  to  the 
"  King's  Anns  "  it  must  be  said  that  good  heds  and  dinners  are  to  be 
obtained  there  by  voyagers  ;  and  if  they  choose  to  arrive  on  days  when 
his  Grace  the  Most  Reverend  the  Lord  Archbishop  of  Armagh  and 
Primate  of  Ireland  is  dining  with  his  clergy,  the  house  of  course  is 
crowded,  and  the  waiters,  and  the  hoy  who  carries  in  the  potatoes,  a 
little  hurried  aud  flustered.  When  their  reverences  were  gone,  the  laity 
were  served ;  and  I  have  no  doubt,  from  the  leg  of  a  duck  which  I  got, 
that  the  breast  and  wings  must  have  been  very  tender. 

Meanwhile  the  walk  was  pleasant  through  the  bustling  little  town. 
A  grave  old  church  with  a  tall  copper  spire  defends  one  end  of  the 
Main  Street ;  and  a  little  way  from  the  inn  is  the  superb  new  chapel, 
which  the  architect,  Mr.  DufT,  has  copied  from  King's  College  Chapel 
in  Cambridge.  The  ornamental  part  of  the  interior  is  not  yet  com- 
pleted ;  but  the  area  of  the  chapel  is  spacious  and  noble,  and  three 
handsome  altars  of  scagliola  (or  some  composition  resembling  marble) 
have  been  erected,  of  handsome  and  suitable  form.  When  by  the  aid 
of  further  subscriptions  the  church  shall  be  completed,  it  will  be  one 
of  the  handsomest  places  of  worship  the  Roman  Catholics  possess  in 
this  country.  Opposite  the  chapel  stands  a  neat  low  black  building — 
the  gaol :  in  the  middle  of  the  building,  and  over  the  doorway,  is  an 
ominous  balcony  and  window,  with  an  iron  beam  overhead.  Each  end 
of  the  beam  is  ornamented  with  a  grinning  iron  skull !  Is  this  the 
hanging-place  ?  and  do  these  grinning  cast-iron  skulls  facetiously  ex- 
plain the  businessforwhich  the  beamisthere?  Forshamel  for  shame! 
Such  disgusting  emblems  ought  no  longer  to  disgrace  a  Christian  land. 
If  kill  we  must,  let  us  do  so  with  as  much  despatch  and  decency  as 
possible,— not  brazen  out  our  misdeeds  and  perpetuate  them  in  this 
frightful  satiric  way. 
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A  far  better  cast-iroD  emblem  stands  over  a  handsome  shop  in  the 
"  Place  "  hard  by— a  plough,  namelj-,  which  figures  over  the  factory  of 
Mr.  Shekelton,  whose  industry  and  skill  seem  to  have  brought  the 
greatest  benefit  to  his  fellow'towosmen— of  whom  he  employs  numbers 
in  his  foundries  and  workshops.  This  gentleman  was  kind  enough  to 
show  me  through  his  manufactories,  where  all  sorts  of  iron-works  are 
made,  from  a  steam-engine  to  a  door-key ;  and  I  saw  everything  to 
.  admire,  and  a  vast  deal  more  than  I  could  understand,  in  the  busy, 
cheerful,-  orderly,  bustling,  clanging  place.  Steam-boilers  were  ham- 
mered here,  and  pins  made  by  a  hundred  busy  hands  in  a  manufactory 
above.  There  was  the  engine-room,  where  the  monster  was  whirring 
his  ceaseless  wheels  and  directing  the  whole  operations  of  the  factory, 
fanning  the  forges,  turning  the  d:ills,  blasting  into  the  pipes  of  the 
smclting-houses :  he  had  a  house  to  himself,  from  which  his  orders 
issued  to  Che  difTerent  establishments  round  about.  One  machine  was 
quite  awful  to  me,  a  gentle  cockney,  not  used  to  such  things :  it  was  an , 
iron-devourer,  a  wretch  with  huge  jaws  and  a  narrow  mouth,  ever  open- 
ing and  shutting — opening  and  shutting.  You  put  a  half-inch  iron 
plate  between' his  jaws,  and  they  shut  not  a  whit  slower  or  quicker  than 
before,  and  bit  through  (he  iron  as  if  it  were  a  sheet  of  paper.  Below 
the  monster's  mouth  was  a  punch  chat  performed  its  duties  with  similar 
dreadful  calmess,  going  on  its  rising  and  falling. 

I  was  so  lucky  as  to  have  an  introduction  to  the  Vicar  of  Dundalk, 
which  that  gentleman's  kind  and  generous  nature  interpreted  into  a 
claim  for  unlimited  hospitality ;  and  he  was  good  enough  to  consider 
himself  bound  not  only  to  receive  me,  but  to  give  up  previous  engage- 
ihents  abroad  in  order  to  do  so.  I  need  not  say  that  it  afforded  me 
sincere  pleasure  to  witness,  for  a  couple  of  days,  his  labours  among  his 
people;  and  indeed  it  was  a  delightful  occupation  to  watch  both  flock 
and  pastor.  The  world  is  a  wicked,  selfish,  abominable  place,  as  the 
parson  Wlls  us;  but  his  reverence  comes  out  of  his  pulpit  and  gives  the 
flattest  contradiction  to  his  doctrine ;  busying  himself  with  kind  actions 
from  morning  till  night,  denying  to  himself,  generous  to  others,  [n^ach- 
ing  the  truth  to  young  and  old,  clothing  the  naked,  feeding  Che  hungry, 
consoling  the  wretched,  and  giving  hope  to  the  sick  ;  and  I  do  not 
mean  to  say  that  this  sort  of  life  is  led  by  the  Vicar  of  Dundalk  merely,- 
but  do  firmly  believe  that  it  is  the  life  of  the  great  majority  of  the  Pro- 
testant and  Roman  Catholic  clergy  of  the  country.  There  will  be  no 
breach  of  confidence,  I  hope,  in  publishing  hero  the  journal  of  a  couple 
of  days,  spent  with  one  of  these  reverend  gentlemen,  and  telling  some 
readers,  as  idle  and  profitless  as  the  writer,  what  the  clergyman's 
peaceful  labours  are. 

In  the  first  place,  we  set  out  to  visit  the  church — the  comfortaUe 
copper-spired  old  edifice  that  was  noticed  two  pa^es  back.    It  stands 
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in  a  green  churchyard  of  its  own,  very  neat  and  trimly  kept,  with  an 
old  row  of  trees  that  were  dropping  their  red  leaves  upon  a  flock  of 
vaults  and  tombstones  below.  The  building  being  much  injured  by 
flame  and  time,  some  hundred  years  back  was  repaired,  enlarged,  and 
ornamented — as  churches  in  those  days  were  ornamented — and  has 
consequently  lost  a  good  deal  of  its  Gothic  character.  There  is  a 
great  mixture,  therefore,  of  old  style  and  new  style  and  no  style;  but, 
with  all  this,  the  church  is  one  of  the  most  commodious  and  best 
appointed  I  have  seen  in  Ireland.  The  vicar  held  a  council  with  a 
builder  regarding  some  ornaments  for  the  roof  of  the  church,  which 
is,  as  it  should  be,  a  great  object  of  his  care  and  architectural  taste, 
and  on  which  he  has  spent  a  very  large  sum  of  money.  To  these 
expenses  he  is  in  a  manner  bound,  for  the  living  is  a  considerable  one, 
its  income  being  no  less  than  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a  year; 
out  of  which  he  has  merely  to  maintain  a  couple  of  curates  and  a 
clerk  and  sexton,  to  contribute  largely  towards  schools  and  hospitals, 
and  relieve  a  few  scores  of  pensioner-s  of  his  own,  who  arc  fitting 
objects  of  private  bounty. 

We  went  from  the  church  to  a  school,  which  has  been  long  a 
favourite  resort  of  the  good  vicar's  :  indeed,  to  judge  from  the  school- 
master's books,  his  attendance  there  is  almost  daily,  and  the  number 
of  the  scholars  some  two  hundred.  The  number  was  considerably 
greater  until  the  schools  of  the  Educational  Board  were  established, 
when  the  Roman  Catholic  clergymen  withdrew  many  of  their  young 
people  from  Mr.  Thackeray's  establishment. 

We  found  a  lai^e  room  with  sixty  or  seventy  boys  at  work ;  in 
an  upper  chamber  were  a  considerable  number  of  girls,  with  their 
teachers,  two  modest  and  pretty  young  women ;  but  the  favourite 
resort  of  the  vicar  was  evidently  the  I nfent- School,— and  no  wonder : 
it  is  impossible  to  witness  a  more  beautiful  or  touching  sight. 

Eighty  of  these  little  people,  healthy,  clean,  and  rosy— some  in 
smart  gowns  and  shoes  and  stockings,  some  with  patched  pinafores 
and  little  bare  pink  feet — sate  upon  a  half-dozen  low  benches,  and 
were  singing,  at  the  top  of  their  fourscore  fresh  voices,  a  song  when 
we  entered.  All  the  voices  were  hushed  as  the  vicar  came  in,  and  a 
great  bobbing  and  curtseying  took  place ;  whilst  a  hundred  and  sixty 
innocent  eyes  turned  awfully  towards  the  clergyman,  who  tried  to  look 
as  unconcerned  as  possible,  and  began  to  make  bis  little  ones  a  speech. 
"I  have  brought,"  says  he,  "a  gentleman  from  England,  who  has 
heard  of  my  little  children  and  their  school,  and  hopes  he  will  cany 
away  a  good  account  of  it  Now,  you  know,  we  must  all  do  our  best 
lo  be  kind  and  civil  to  strangers  :  what  can  we  do  here  for  this  gentle- 
man (hat  he  would  hke? — do  you  think  he  would  like  a  songf" 

{All  the  children:^—"  Well  sing  to  him ! " 

-oo^lc 
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Then  the  schoolmistress,  coming  forward,  sang  the  first  words  of 
a  hymn,  which  at  once  e^hty  little  voices  took  up,  or  near  eighty — 
for  some  of  the  little  things  were  too  young  to  sing  yet,  and  all  they 
could  do  was  to  beat  the  measure  with  little  red  bands  as  tbe  others 
sang.  It  was  a  hymn  about  heaven,  with  a  chorus  of  "  Oh,  that  will 
be  joyful,  joyful,"  and  one  of  the  verses  beginning,  "  Little  children 
will  be  there."  Some  of  my  fair  readers  (if  I  have  the  honour  to  find 
such]  who  have  been  present  at  similar  tender,  charming  coacerts, 
know  the  hymn,  no  doubt.  It  was  the  first  time  I  had  ever  heard  it ; 
and  I  do  not  care  to  own  that  it  brought  tears  to  my  eyes,  though  it  is 
ill  to  parade  such  kind  of  sentiment  in  print.  But  1  think  I  will  never, 
while  1  live,  forget  that  little  chorus,  nor  would  any  man  who  has  ever 
loved  a  child  or  lost  one.  God  bless  you,  0  little  happy  singers ! 
What  a  noble  and  useful  life  is  his,  who,  in  place  of  seeking  weaUlr  or 
honour,  devotes  bis  life  to  such  a  service  as  this  !  And  all  through 
our  country,  thank  God  !  in  quiet  humble  comers,  that  busy  citizens 
and  men  of  the  world  never  hear  of,  there  are  thousands  of  such  men 
employed  In  such  holy  pursuits,  with  no  reward  beyond  that  which  the 
fulfilment  of  duty  brings  them.  Most  of  these  children  were  Roman 
Catholics.  At  this  tender  age  the  priests  do  not  care  to  separate  them 
from  their  little  Protestant  brethren  :  and  no  wonder.  He  must  be  a 
child-murdering  Herod  who  would  find  the  heart  to  do  so. 

After  tbe  hymn,  the  children  went  through  a  little  Scripture  cate- 
chism, a&swering  very  correctly,  and  all  in  a  breath,  as  the  mistress 
put  the  questions.  Some  of  them  were,  of  course,  too  young  to  under- 
stand the  words  ihey  uttered  ;  but  the  answers  are  so  simple  that  they 
caimot  fail  to  understand  them  before  long ;  and  they  learn  m  spite  of 
themselves. 


The  catechism  being  ended,  another  song  was  sung ;  and  now 
the  vicar  (who  had  been  humming  the  chorus  along  with  his  young 
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.  sidgen,  and,  jti,^pitew}£  an.  awftil  and  gnve  countenance,  could  not 
help  showing,  fais  extimie  happiness)  made  another  oration,  in  wfiich 
he  stated  that  the  gentleman  from  England  inas  perfectly  satisfied  ; 
tha^  he  would  have  a  good  'repwt  of  the  Dundalk  children  to  cairy 
home  vith  Hm ;  that  the  day.  was  very  fine,  and.  the  schoolmisticss 
would .  pnob^ly .  like  to  take  a  tvalk ;  ■  and,  finally,  would  the  young 
people  give  her  a.  holiday  f  f*  As  many,"  concluded  he,  "  as  wiU  give 
the  schoolmistress  a  holiday,  hold  up  their  hands  ! "  This  question 
was  carried  unanimously. 

■  But  I  am  bound  to  say,  when  the  little  people  'were  told  that  as 
many  SA-Wouldtit  like  a  holiday  were  to  hold  -afthtir  hands,  all  the 
little  hands  went  up  again  exactly  as  before :  by  which  it  may  be 
'  concluded  either  that  the  infants  did  not  understand  his  reverence's 
speech,  or  that  they  were  just  as  happy  to  stay  at  school  as  to  go  and 
play;  and  the  reader  may  adopt  whichever  of  the  reasons  he  inclines 
to.     It  is  probable  that  both  are  correct. 

The  little  things  are  so  fond  of  the  school,  the  vicar  lold  me,  as  we 
walked  away  from  it,  that.on  returning  home  they  like  nothing  better 
than  to  get  a  number  of  their  companions  who  dont  go  to  school,  and 
to  play  at  infant-schooL 

They  rnay  be  heard  singing  their  hymns  in  the  narrow  alleys  and 
humble  houses  in  which  they  dwell ;  and  I  was  told  of  one  dying  who 
sai^'bis  song  of  "  Oh,  that  will  be  joyful,  joyfiil,"  to  his  poor  mother 
weeping  at  his  bedside,  and  promising  her  that  they  should  meet 
where  no  parting  should  be. 

"There  was  a  child  in  the  sdiool,"  said  the  vicar,  "whose  father, 
a  Roman  Catholic,  was  a-  carpenter  by  trade,  a  good  workman,  and 
earning  a  considerable  weekly  sum,  hut  neglecting  his  wife  and , 
children  and  sfiending  his  earnings  in  drink.  We  have  a  song 
against  drunkenness-  that  the  infants  sing ;  and  one  evening,  going 
home,  the  child  found  her  father  excited  with  liquor  and  ill-treating 
his  wife.  The-  little  thing  forthwith  interposed  between  them,  told 
her  father  what  She  had  heard  at  school  regarding  the  criminality  of 
drunkenness  and  quarreEing,  and.  finished-  her  little  sermon  with  the 
hymn.  The  fiRher  was fir^eamusedl  ttoea  touched  ;  and  the  end  of  it 
was  that  he  kissed  his  wife  and,  asked  he*  to  forgive  him,  hugged  his 
child,  and  from  that  day  would  always  have  her  in  his  bed,  made  her 
sing  to  him  morning  and  pighl,andv  forsook  his  old  flaunts  for  the 
sake  of  his  little  companion." 

He  was  quite  sober  and  prosperous  for  eight  months ;  but  the 
vicar  at  the  end  of  that  time  began  to  remark  that  the  child  looked 
ra^ed  at  school,  and  passing  by  her  mother's  house,  saw  the  poor 
woman  with  a  black  eye.  "  If  it  was  any  one  but  your  husband, 
Mrs.  C ,  who  gave  you  that  black  eye,"  says  the  vicar,  "  tell  mc ; 
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bit  if  tedkt  ^Aoti^iy^r-A-tiveiii'-'lSit  wOMab  «^  sileht,  And  soon 
a/ter,  meeting  lier  husband, the  vicar  took  him  to  task,    "'You  were 

sober  fot  »ght  months.     Now  tell  me  fairly,  C ,"  says  he,*  "  were 

you  happier  when  you  lived  at  home  with  your  wife  and  child',  or  are 
you  more  happy  ncfw?"  The  man  owned  that  he  was  much  happier 
ibimerly,  and  the  end  of  the  conversation  was  that  he  promised  to  go 
home  once  more  and  try  the  sober  life  again,  and  he  went  home  and 
succeeded. 

The  vicar  conlinued  to  hear  good  accounts  of  him ;  but  passing 
one  day  by  his  house  he  saw  the  wife  there  looking  very  sad.  "  Had 
herhusljandrdapBed.f''— "No,  he  was  dead,"  she  said— "dead  of  the 
choleui ;'  but  he  had  been  sober  ever  since  his  last  donversation  with 
the  clergyman,  and  had  done  his  duty  to  his  family  up  to  the  time  of 
his  death."  "  I  said  to  the  woman,"  said  the  good  old  clergyman,  in  a 
grave  low  voice,  "Your  husband  is  gone  now  to  the  place  where, 
according  to  his  conduct  here,  his  eternal  reward  will  be  assigned 
hiiti;  and  let. us  be  thankful  to  think  what  a  difTercnt  position  he 
occupies  now  to  that  which  he  must  have  hrfd  had  not  his  little  girl 
been  the  means  under  God  of  converting  him." 

Our  next  walk  was  to  the  County  Hospital,  the  handsome  edifice 
whid)  ornaments  Ae  Drogheda.  entrance  of  the  town,  and  which  I  had 
remarked  on  my  arrivaL  Concerning  this  hospital,  the  governors  were, 
when  1  passed  through  Dundatk,  in  a  state  of  no  small  agitation :  for  a 

gentleman  by  the  name  of ,  who,  from  being  an  apothecary's 

assistant  in  the  place,  had  gone  forth  as  a  sort  of  amateur  inspector  of 
hospitals  throughout  Ireland,  had  thought  fit  to  censure  their  extrava- 
gance in  erecting  the  new  building,  stating  that  the  old  one  waS'fuUy 
Bufticient   to   hold  fifty  patients,  and  that  the   public   money  might 

consequently  have  been  spared,      Mr.  's  plan  for   the   better 

maintenance  of  them  in  general  is,  that  commissioners  should  be 
appomted  to  direct  them,  and  not  county  gentlemen  as  heretofore; 
the  discussion  of  which  question  does  not  need  to  be' carried  on  in  this 
humble  work. 

My  guide,  who  is  one  of  the  governors  of  the  new  hospital,  con- 
ducted me  in  the  first  place  to  the  old  one— a  small  dirty  house  in  a 
damp  and  low  situation,  with  but  three  rooms  to  accommodate  patients, 
and  these  evidently  not  (it  to  hold  fifty,  or  even  fifteen  patients.  The 
new  hospital  is  one  of  the  handsomest  buildings  of  the  si^e  and  kind  in 
Ireland — an  ornament  to  the  town,  as  the  angry  commissioner  stated, 
but  not  after  all  a  building  of  undue  cost,  for  the  expense  of  its  erection 
was  but  3,000/. ;  and  the  sick  of  the  county  are  far  better  accommodated 
in  it  than  in  the  damp  and  unwholesome  tenement  regretted  by  the 


An  English  architect,  Mr.  Smith  of  Hertford,  designed  and  c 
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pleted  the  edifice  j  strange  to  say,  only  exceeding  his  estimates  by  the 
sum  of  tliree-and- sixpence,  as  the  worthy  governor  of  the  hospital  with 
great  triumph  told  me.  The  building  is  certainly  a  wonder  of  cheapness, 
and,  what  is  more,  so  complete  for  the  purpose  for  which  it  was 
intended,  and  so  handsome  in  appearance,  that  the  architect's  name 
deserves  to  be  published  by  all  who  hear  it ;  and  if  any  country- 
newspaper  editors  should  notice  this  volume,  they  are  requested  to 
make  the  fact  known.  The  house  is  provided  with  every  convenience 
for  men  and  women,  with  all  the  appurtenances  of  baths,  water,  gas, 
airy  wards,  and  a  garden  for  convalescents  ;  and,  below,  a  dispensary, 
a  handsome  board-room,  kitchen,  and  matron's  apartments,  &c. 
Indeed,  a  floble  requiring  a  house  for  a  large  establishment  need  not 
desire  a  handsomer  one  than  this,  at  its  moderate  price  of  3,000/.  The 
beauty  of  this  building  has,  as  is  almost  always  the  case,  created 
emulation,  and  a  teiraee  is  the  same  taste  has  been  ^ised  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  hospital 

From  the  hospital  we  bent  our  steps  to  the  Institution;  of  which 
place  I  give  below  the  rules,  and  a  copy  of  the  course  of  study,  and  the 
dietary ;  leaving  English  parents  to  consider  the  fact,  that  their 
children  can  be  educated  at  this  place  for  thirteen  pounds  a  year.  Nor 
is  there  anything  in  the  establishment  savouring  of  the  Dolheboys 
Hall,*  I  never  saw,  in  any  public  school  in  England,  sixty  cleaner, 
smarter,  more  gentlemanlike  boys  than  were  here  af  work.  The  upper  ' 
class  had  been  at  work  on  Euclid  as  we  came  in,  and  were  set,  by  way 

•  "  Boarders  are  received  from  the  age  of  eight  to  fourteen  at  I3i.  per 
annum,  and  l/.  for  washing,  paid  quarterly  in  advance. 

"Day  scholars  ue  received  from  the  age  of  ten  to  twelve  at  z/.,  paid 
quarterly  in  advance. 

"The  Incorporated  Society  have  abundant  canst  for  believing  that  the 
introdnctioD  of  Boarders  into  their  Establishments  has  produced  far  more 
advantageous  results  to  the  public  than  they  could,  at  so  early  a  period,  have 
anticipated ;  and  that  the  election  of  boys  to  their  Foundations  only  after  a 
fair  competition  with  others  of  a  given  district,  has  had  the  effect  of  stimulating 
masters  and  scholars  to  eiertion  and  study,  and  promises  to  operate  most 
beneiicially  for  the  advancement  of  religious  and  general  knowledge. 

"  The  districts  for  eligible  Candidates  are  as  follow  ! — 

"Dundalk  Institution  embraces  the  counties  of  Louth  and  Down,  because 
the  properties  which  support  it  lie  in  this  disbict. 

"The  Pococke  Institution,  Kilkenny,  embraces  the  counties  of  Kilkenny 
and  Waterford,  for  the  same  cause. 

' '  The  Ranelagh  Institution,  the  towns  of  AtMone  and  Roscommon, 
and  three  districts  in  the  counties  of  Galway  and  Roscommon,  which  the 
Incorporated  Society  hold  in  fee,  or  from  which  they  receive  impropriate 
tithes. 

{Signed     "  Casas  Otway,  SterOary." 
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of  amusing  the  stranger,  to  perform  a  sum  of  compound  interest  of 
diabolical  complication,  i^hlch,  with  its  algebraic  and  arithmetic 
solution,  was  handed  up  to  me  by  thice  or  four  of  the  pupils  ;  and  I 
strove  to  look  as  wise  as  I  possibly  could.  Then  they  went  through 
questions  of  mental  arithmetic  with  astonishing  correctness  and  facility; 
and  finding  from  the  master  that  classics  were  not  taught  in  the 
school,  I  took  occasion  to  lament  this  circumstance,  saying,  with  a 
knowing  air,  that  I  would  like  to  have  examined  the  lads  in  a  Greek 
play. 

Qassics,  then,  these  young  fellows  do  not  geL    Meat  they  get  but 


ArrangtituKl  of  Schsot  Businas  ia  DundiUk  InsHlutioti. 


Monday,  Wediiaday, 


Tuesday  and  Thunday. 


Scriptan  by  Ihe  Mai 

Reading,  Hiiiarr,  &c 

Breal:£isl. 

Play. 

En^nb  Grtminar. 

Alcebn. 

Scripture. 


ScripdiK  by  the  Mb3. 


SpdlioE,  UenCalArirb 

metic,  and  Euclid. 
Supper. 

Scripture  by  the  Mas 

Scnoolroom. 
RedreUbed. 


e  by  >he  Mai. 

id  Aayer. 


ii.UieofGlobei. 


lie  renuinder  of  Ibis 
day  is  devoted  to  ex. 
eroK  lUl  the  hour  oT 
Supper,  afler  whic" 

heara  portion  of  Scrip- 
plained  by  the  Mast 


of  NavigaiioB  and  Practical  Surveying  are  taught  in  the  Eitablisbmeni 


Dietary. 

BBAK FAST. —Stirabout  and  Milk,  every  Moniing. 

iHBBii.— On  Sunday  and  Wednaday,  Polatoei  and  Beef;  lo  nunc 

boy.  On  Monday  and  Tliuiaday,  Bread  and  Brolb  ;  fib.  of  the  fc 
On  Tnesday,  Friday,  and  Satmday,  PoUtoei  and  Milk ;  slhi.  of  the  fon 

JITBB,— lib.  of  Bread  with  Mlllr,  uniformly,  except  on  Slonday  ai 
Iheu  days.  Potatoes  and  Milk. 
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twice  a  week.  Let  English  parents  bear  this  fact  in  mind ;  but  that 
the  lads  are  healthy  and  happy,  anybody  who  sees  them  can  have  no 
question  ;  furthennore,  they  are  well  instructed  in  a  sound  practical 
education^history,  geography,  mathematics,  religioa  What  a  place 
to  know  of  would  this  be  for  many  a  poor  half-pay  officer,  where  he 
may  put  his  children  in  all  confidence  that  they  will  be  well  cared  for 
and  soundly  educated  !  Why  have  we  not  State-schools  in  England, 
where,  for  the  prime  cost~for  a  sum  which  never  need  exceed  for  a 
young  boy's  maintenance  aj/.  a  year — our  children  might  be  brought 
up  f  We  are  establishing  national-schoob  for  the  labourer  :  why  not 
give  education  to  the  sons  of  the  poor  gentry — the  clergyman  whose 
pittance  is  sm^ll,  and  would  still  give  his  son  the  benefit  of  a  public 
education  ;  the  artist,  the  officer,  the  merchant's  office-clerk,  the  Uterary 
man?  What  a  benefit  might  be  confeired  upon  all  of  us  if  honest 
charter-schools  could  be  established  for  out  children;  and  where  it 
would  be  impossible  for  Squeers  to  make  a  profit  !* 

Our  next  day's  journey  led  us,  by  half-past  len  o'clock,  to  the 
ancient  town  of  Louth,  a  iitlle  poor  village  now,  but  a  great  seat  of 
learning  and  piety,  it  is  said,  formerly,  where  there  stood  a  university 
and  abbeys,  and  where  Saint  Patrick  worked  wonders.  Here  my  kind 
friend  the  rector  was  called  upon  to  marry  a  smart  sergeant  of  police 
to  a  pretty  lass,  one  of  the  few  Protestants  who  attend  his  church  ; 
and,  the  ceremony  over,  we  were  invited  to  the  house  of  the  bride's 
father,  hard  by,  where  the  clergyman  was  bound  to  cut  the  cake  and 
drink  a  glass  of  wine  to  the  health  of  the  new-married  couple.  There . 
was  evidently  to  he  a  dance  and  some  merriment  in  the  course  of  the 
evening ;  for  the  good  mother  of  the  bride  (oh,  blessed  is  he  who  has 
a  good  mother-in-law  !)  was  busy  at  a  huge  fire  in  the  Hide  kitchen, 
and  along  the  road  we  met  various  parties  of  neatly-dressed  people, 
aiid  several  of  the  sergeant's  comrades,  who  were  hastening  tg  the 
.  wedding.  The  mistress  of  the  rector's  darling  Infant-School  was  one 
of  the  bridesmaids  ;  consequently  the  little  ones  had  a  holiday. 

But  he  was  not  to  be  disappointed  of  his  Infant-School  in  this 
manner:  so,  mounting  the  car  again,  with  a  fresh  horse,  we  went  a 
very  pretty  drive  of  three-  miles  to  the  snug  lone  school-^iouse  of 
Clyde  Farm— near  a  handsome  park,  I  believe  of  the  same  name, 
where  the  proprietor  is  building  a  mansion  of  the  Tudor  order. 

*  The  Proprietary  Schools  of  late  established  have  gone  fiu-  to  protect  the 
interests  of  parents  and  children ;  but  the  masters  of  these  schools  take 
boarders,  and  of  course  draw  profits  from  tieia.  Why  make  the  learned  man 
a  beef-and-muUon  contractor  ?  It  would  be  easy  to  arrange  the  economy  of  a 
school  so  that  there  should  be  no  possibility  of  a.  want  of  confidence,  or  of 
peculation,  to  the  detriment  of  the  pupil 


DUNDALK.  499 

The  pretty  scene  of  Dundallc  was  here  played  over,  again ;  the 
children  sang  their  little  hymns,  the  good  old  clergyman  joined 
delighted  in  the  chorus,  the  holiday  was  given,  and  the  little  hands 
held  up,  and  I  looked  at  more  clean  liright  faces  and  httle  rosy  feet 
The  scene  need  not  be  repeated  in  print,  but  I  can  understand  what 
pleasure  a  man  must  take  in  the  daily  witnessing  of  it,  and  in  the 
growth  of  these  little  plants,  which  are  set  and  tended  by  his  care. 
As  we  returned  to  Louth,  a  woman  met  us  with  a  i^ujsey  and  expressed 
her  sorrow  that  she  had  been  obliged  to  withdraw  her  daughter  &om 
«ne  of  the  rector's  schools,  which  ths  cl^d  K95  ^jj^d^t. leaving  too. 
But  the  orders  of  the  priest  were  peremptory  ;  ano  who-CBMay  they 
were  unjust  t  The  priest,  on  his  side,  was  only  enforcing  the  'rule 
which  the  parson  maintains  as  his  : — the  latter  will  not  permit  his 
young  flock  to  t>e  educated  except  upon  certain  principles  and  by 
certain  teachers  ;  the  focmer  has  his  own  scruples  unfortunately  also 
— and  so  that  noble  and  brotherly  scheme  of  National  Education  falls 
to  the  ground.  In  Louth  the  national -school  was  standing  by  tlte. 
side  of  the  priest's  chapel  ;  it  is  so  almost  everywhere  throughout 
Ireland  ;  the  Protestants  have  rejected,  ou  very  good  rootives  doubt- 
less, the  chance  of  union  which  the  Education  Board  gave  them.  £e. 
it  so  !  if  the  children  of  either  sect  be  educated  apart,  so  that  they  be 
educated,  the  education  scheme  will  have  produced  its  good,  and  the 
union  will  come  afterwards. 

The  church  at  Louth  stands  boldly  upon  a  hill  looking  down  on 
(he  vill:^,  and  has  nothing  remarkable  in  it  hut  neatness,  except  the 
monument  of  a  former  rector.  Dr.  Little,  which  attracts  the  spectator's 
attention  from  the  extreme  inappropriateness  of  the  motto  on  the  coat 
of  arms  of  the  reverend  defunct.  It  looks  rather  unorthodox  to  read 
in  a  Christian  temple,  where  a  man's  bones  have  the  honour  to  lie — 
and  where,  if  anywhere,  humility  is  requisite — that  there  is  multum  in 
Parvo :  "  a  great  deal  in  Little."  O  Little,  in  life  you  were  not  much, 
and  lo  !  you  are  less  now  ;  why  should  filial  piety  engrave  that  pert 
pun  upon  your  monument,  to  cause  people  to  laugh  in  a  place  where 
they  ought  to  be  grave?  The  defunct  doctor  built  a  very  hand- 
some rectory 'house,  with  a  set  of  stables  that  would  be  useful  to 
a  nobleman,  but  are  rather  too  commodious  for  a  peaceful  rector  who 
does  not  ride  to  hounds  ;  and  it  was  in  Little's  time,  I  believe,  that 
the  church  was  removed  from  the  old  abbey,  where  it  formerly  stood, 
to  its  present  proud  position  on  the  hill. 

The  abbey  is  a  fine  ruin,  the  windows  of  a  good  style,  the  tracings 
of  carvings  on  many  of  them ;  but  a  great  number  of  stones  and  orna- 
ments were  removed  formerly  to  build  farm-buildings  withal,  and  the 
place  is  now  as  rank  and  ruinous  as  the  generality  of  Irish  burying- 
places  seem  to  be.    Skulls  lie  in  clusters  amongst  nettle-beds  by  the 
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abbey-walls ;  graves  are  only  partially  covered  with  rude  stones  ;  a 
fresh  coffin  was  lying  broken  in  pieces  within  the  abbey;  and  the- 
surgeon  of  the  dispensary  hard  by  might  procure  subjects  here  almost 
without  grave-breaking.  Hard  by  the  abbey  is  a  building  of  which. 
I  beg  leave  to  offer  the  following  interesting  sketch. 

The  legend  in  the  country 
goes  that  the  place  was  built 
for  the    accommodation   of 
"  Saint  Murtogh,"  who  lying 
down  to  sleep  here  in  the 
open  fields,  not  having  any 
j^ce  to  house  under,  found 
to  his  surprise,  on  waking  in 
the  morning,  the  aobve  edifice,   which  the   angels  had  built.      The 
angelic  architecture,  it  will  be  seen,  is  of  rather  a  rude  kind ;   and 
the  village  antiquary,  who  takes  a  pride  in  showing  the  place,  says 
the  building  was  erected  two  thousand  years  ago.     In  the  handsome 
grounds  of  the  rectory  is  another  spot  visited  by  popular  tradition^ 
a   fairy's  ring  :    a  regular  mound   of  some  thirty  feet  in  height,  flat 
and  even  on  the  top,  and  provided  with  a  winding  path  for  the  foot- 
passengers  to  ascend.     Some  trees  grew  on  the  mound,  one  of  which 
was  removed  in  order  to  make  the  walk.     But  the  country-people 
cried   out    loudly   at   this   desecration,   and  vowed   that    the    "little 
people"  had  quitted  the  countryside  for  ever  in  consequence^ 

While  walking  in  the  town,  a  woman  meets  the  rector  with  a 
number  of  curtsies  and  compliments,  and  vows  that,  "'tis  your  rever- 
ence is  the  friend  of  the  poor,  and  may  the  Lord  preserve  you  to  us 
and  lady  ;"  and  having  poured  out  blessings  innumerable,  concludes- 
by  producing  a  paper  for  her  son  that's  in  throuble  in  England,  The 
paper  ran  to  the  effect  that  "We,  the  undersigned,  inhabitants  of  the 
parish  of  Louth,  have  known  Daniel  Morgan  ever  since  his  youth,  and 
can  spieak  confidently  as  to  his  integrity,  piety,  and  good  conduct"  In 
fact,  the  paper  stated  that  Daniel  Horgan  was  an  honour  to  his  country, 
and  consequently  quite  incapable  of  the  crime  of— sack-stealing  I  think 
— with  which  at  present  he  was  chained,  and  lay  in  prison  in  Durham 
Castle.  The  paper  bad,  I  should  think,  come  down  to  the  poor  mother 
from  Durham,  with  a  direction  ready  written  to  despatch  it  back  again 
when  signed,  and  was  evidently  the  work  ofone  of  those  benevolent  indi- 
viduals in  assize-towns,  who,  following  the  profession  of  the  law,  delight 
to  extricate  unhappy  young  men  of  whose  innocence  (from  various  six- 
and-eightpenny  motives)  they  feel  convinced.  There  stood  the  poor 
mother,  as  the  rector  examined  the  document,  with  a  huge  wafer  in  her 
hand,  ready  to  forward  it  so  soon  as  it  was  signed  :  for  the  truth  is  that 
"  We,  the  undersigned,"  were  as  yet  merely  imaginary. 
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"  You  dont  come  to  church,"  says  the  rector.  "  I  know  nothing  of 
you  or  your  son  :  why  don't  you  go  to  the  priest  ? " 

"  Oh,  your  reverence,  my  son's  to  be  tried  next  Tuesday,"  whimpered 
the  woman.  She  then  said  the  priest  was  not  in  the  way,  but,  as  we 
had  seen  him  a  few  minutes  before,  recalled  the  assertion,  and  con- 
fessed that  she  had  been  to  the  priest  and  that  he  would  not  sign  j  and 
fell  to  prayers,  tears,  and  unbouhded  supplications  to  induce  the 
rector  to  give  his  signature.  But  that  hard-hearted  divine,  stating  that 
he  had  not  known  Daniel  Hoi^an  from  his  youth  upwards,  that  he  could 
not  certify  as  to  his  honesty  or  dishonesty,  enjoined  the  woman  to  make 
an  attempt  upon  the  R.  C.  curate,  to  whose  handwriting  be  would  certify 

The  upshot  of  the  matter  was  that  the  woman  returned  with  a  cer- 
tificate from  the  R,  C.  curate  as  to  her  son's  good  behaviour  while  in 
the  village,  and  the  rector  certified  that  the  hand-writing  was  that  of 
the  R.  C.  clet^man  in  question,  and  the  woman  popped  her  big  red 
wafer  into  the  letter  and  went  her  way. 

Tuesday  is  passed  long  ere  this  :  Mr.  Hoi^an's  guilt  or  innocence 
is  long  since  clearly  proved,  and  he  celebrates  the  latter  in  freedom,  or 
expiates  the  former  at  the  mill  Indeed  I  don't  know  that  there  was 
any  call  to  introduce  his  adventures  to  the.  public,  except  perhaps  it 
may  be  good  to  see  bow  in  this  little  distant  Irish  village  the  blood  of 
Jife  is  running.  Here  goes  a  happy  party  to  a  marriage,  and  the  parson 
prays  a  "  God  bless  you  ! "  upon  them,  and  the  world  begins  for  them. 
Yonder  lies  a  stall-fed  rector  in  his  tomb,  flaunting  over  his  nothingness 
his  pompous  heraldic  motto  :  and  yonder  lie  the  fresh  fragments  of  a 
nameless  deal  coffin,  which  any  foot  may  kick  over.  Presently  you  hear 
the  clear  voices  of  little  children  praising  God  ;  and  here  comes  a 
mother  wringing  her  hands  and  asking  for  succour  for  her  lad,  who  was 
a  child  but  the  other  day.  Such  motus  animorum  atque  hmc  certamina 
ianta  are  going  on  in  an  hour  of  an  October  day  in  a  little  pinch  of  clay 
in  the  county  Louth. 

Perhaps,  being  in  the  moralizing  strain,  the  honest  surgeon  at  the 
dispensary  might  come  in  as  an  illustration.  He  inhabits  a  neat 
humble  house,  a  storey  highei  than  his  neighbours',  but  with  a  thatched 
Toof.  He  relieves  a  thousand  patients  yearly  at  the  dispensary,  he 
visits  seven  hundred  in  the  parish,  he  supplies  the  medicines  gratis  ; 
and  receiving  for  these  services  the  sum  of  about  one  hundred  pounds 
yearly,  some  county  economists  and  calculators  are  loud  against  the 
■extravagance  of  his  salary,  and  threaten  his  removal.  All  these  indivi- 
-duals  and  their  histories  we  presently  turn  our  backs  upon,  for,  after  all, 
■dinner  is  at  five  o'clock,  and  we  have  to  see  the  new  road  to  Dundalk, 
which  the  county  has  lately  been  making. 

Of  this  undertaking,  which  shows  some  skilful  engineering— some 
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gaUajat  cutting'of  rocks  And-tailk,  and  fiUingof' valkys,-^ritha.t^  and 
handsome  stone  bridge  thrown  acrotethe  river,  and  connecting  the 
high' embankments  onwhichlhe  new  road  at  that  place  isfiMnnod — I 
can  say  liEtle,  except  that  it  is  avast  omvenience  to  the  county,  and  a. 
great  credit  to  the  surveyor  and  contraaoc  too  ;  for  the  latter^  though 
'  a  poor  nian<  and  losing  heavily  by  hisb»^n,h3syet  reftisedtsmolct 
his-labeBrerftctf  their  wages;' and,  aB'«faewfiilly  aS'he  can,  still  pays 
them  their  shilling  a  day. 


■j-,G(.)C)t^lc 


CHAPTER  XXVIL 

NEWRY,  ARMAGH,  BELFAST-^FBOM  DUNDALK  TO  NEWRY. 

MY'kisdkofitgaMQ  orders  to  the  small  ragged  boyJhat  drove  the 
car  to  take  "pafticular  care  of  the  little  gentlemaoi}"  andithc 
car-boy,  grinning  in  .appreciation  of  the  joke,  drove  off  at  his  best 
'pace,'and  lai)ded  his  cargo  a.t  Newry  after  a  pleasant  two  bouis' drive. 
The  country  for  the  most  part  is  wild,  but  not  gloomy  ;  the  mountains 
round  about  are  adorned  with  woods  and  gentlemen's  seats  i  and  the 
car-boy  pointed  out  one  hill— that  of  SlieveguUlon,  which  kept  us 
company  all  the  way — as  the  highest  hill  in  Ireland,  Ignorant  fa 
deceiving' ear-boy ! '  I  have  seoi- a  doien  hills,  each  the  highest  in 
Irriand,  in  my  way  through  the  country,  of  which  the  inexorable 
Guids-book  gives  the  meaiuiement  and  destroys  the  claim,  Well, 
it  wos:  the  tallest  hiU,  in  the  estimation  of  the-  car-boy  ;  and  in  this 
respect  the  world  is  <  full  of  car-boys.  Has  not  every  mother  of  a 
family  a  Sliev^ulllon-'Of  a  son,  who,  according  to  her  measurement, 
towers  above  all  other  Bans  i  Is. not  the.  patriot,  who  believes  hin^elf 
equal  to  three-  Frenchmen,  a.oar-bcqf  in  heart?  There  was. a  kind 
young  oreaAure^with  a  child  in  her  lap,  that  evidently  held  this  notion 
She  paid  the  child  a  series  of  compliments,  which  would  have,  led  one 
to  fancy  he  was  an  angel  from  heaven  at  the  least  i  and  hei  husbaitd 
sat  gravely  by,  very  silent,  withhis  arms  round  a  barometer. 

Beyond  these  there  were  no  incidents  or  charactersof  note,  except 
an  old  ostler  that  they  said  was  ninety  years  old,  and  watered  the 
horse  at  a  lone  inn  on  the  road.-  *  "  Stop  ! "  cries  this  .wonder  of  years 
and  rags,  as  the  car,  after  considerable,  parley,  got  under  weigh.  The 
car-b<^  pulled  up,  ihinkini^  a  fresh  passenger  was  coming  out  of  the  inn. 

"  Siefi,  till  one  of  the  genllemen  gives  me  something^'  says  the  old 
man,  coming  slowly  up  with  us  :  which  speech  created  a  laugh,  and 
got  him  a  penny  :  he  received  it  without  the  least  thankfulness,  and 
went  away  grumbling  to  his  paiL 

'  Newry  is  remarkaUa  as  being  the  only  town  I  have  seen  which  had 
no  cabin  suburb  :  strange  to  say,  the  houses  b^n  all  at  once,  hand- 
somely coated  uid  hatted  with  stone  and  slate  ;  and  if  Dundalk  was 
prosperous,  Newry  is  better  stiU.  Such  a  sight  of  neatness  and  com- 
fort is  exceedingly  welcome  to  an  English  traveller,  who,  moreover,. 
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finds  himself,  after  driving  through  a  plain,  bustling  clean  street, 
landed  at  a  large  plain  comfortable  inn,  where  business  seems  to  be 
done,  where  there  are  smart  waiters  to  receive  liim,  and  a  comfortable 
warm  cofTee-rooin  that  bears  no  traces  of  dilapidation. 

What  the  merits  of  the  cuisine  may  be  I  can't  say  for  the  informa- 
tion of  travelleis ;  a  gentleman  to  whom  I  had  brought  a  letter  from 
Dundalk  taking  care  to  provide  me  at  his  own  table,  accompanying 
me  previously  to  visit  the  lions  of  the  town.  A  river  divides  it,  and 
the  counties  of  Armagh  and  Down :  the  river  runs  into  the  sea  at 
Carlingford  Bay,  and  is  connected  by  a  canal  with  Lough  Neagh,  and 
thus  with  the  North  of  Ireland.  Steamers  to  Liverpool  and  Glasgow 
sail  continually.  There  are  mills,  foundries,  and  manufactories,  of 
which  the  Guide-book  will  give  particulars ;  and  the  town  of  13,000 
inhabitants  is  the  busiest  and  most  thriving  that  1  have  yet  seen  in 
Ireland. 

Our  first  walk  was  to  the  church :  a  large  and  handsome  building 
although  built  ia  the  unlucky  period  when  the  Gothic  style  was  coming 
into  v<^e.  Hence  one  must  question  the  propriety  of  many  of  the 
ornaments,  though  the  whole  is  massive,  well-finished,  and  stately. 
Near  the  church  stands  the  Roman  Catholic  chapel,  a  very  fine  build- 
ing, the  work  of  the  same  architect,  Mr.  Duff,  who  erected  the  chapel 
at  Dundalk  j  but,  like  almost  all  other  edifices  of  the  kind  in  Ireland 
that  I  have  seen,  the  interior  is  quite  unfinished,  and  already  so  dirty 
and  ruinous,  that  one  would  think  a  sort  of  genius  for  dilapidation 
must  have  been  exercised  in  order  to  bring  it  to  its  present  condition. 
There  are  tattered  green-baize  doors  to  enter  at,  a  dirty  clay  floor,  and 
cracked  plaster  walls,  with  an  injunction  to  the  public  not  to  spit  on 
the  floor.  Maynooth  itself  is  scarcely  more  dreary.  TTie  architect's 
work,  however,  does  him  the  highest  credit ;  the  interior  of  the  church 
is  noble  and  simple  in  style ;  and  one  can't  but  grieve  to  see  a  fine 
work  of  art,  that  might  have  done  good  to  the  country,  so  defaced  and 
ruined  as  this  is. 

The  Newry  poor-house  is  as  neatly  ordered  and  comfortable  as  any 
house,  public  or  private,  in  Ireland  :  the  same  look  of  health  which 
was  so  pleasant  to  see  among  the  Naas  children  of  the  union-house 
was  to  be  remarked  here :  the  same  care  and  comfort  for  the  old 
people.  Of  able-bodied  there  were  but  few  in  the  house ;  it  is  in 
winter  that  there  are  most  applicants  for  this  kind  of  relief :  the  sun- 
shine attracts  the  women  out  of  the  place,  and  the  harvest  relieves  it 
<>f  the  men.  Cleanliness,  the  matron  said,  is  more  intolerable  to  most 
of  the  inmates  than  any  other  regulation  of  the  house ;  and  instantly 
on  quitting  the  house  they  relapse  into  their  darling  dirt,  and  of 
course  at  their  periodical  return  are  subject  to  the  tmavoidable  initiatory 
lustration. 
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Newry  has  many  comfortable  and  handsome  public  buildings  :  tiie 
streets  bave  a  business-like  look,  the  shops  and  people  are  not  too 
poor,  and  the  southern  grandiloquence  is  not  shown  here  in  the  shape 
of  fine  words  for  small  wares.  Even  the  beggars  are  not  so  numerous, 
1  fancy,  or  so  coaxing  and  wheedling  in  ieir  talk.  Perhaps,  too, 
among  the  gentry,  the  same  moral  change  may  be  remarked,  and  they 
seem  more  downright  and  plain  in  their  manner  ;  but  one  must  not 
pretend  to  speak  of  national  characteristics  from  such  a  small  experi- 
ence as  a  couple  of  evenings'  intercourse  may  give. 

Although  not  equal  in  natural  beauty  to  a  hundred  other  routes 
which  the  traveller  tikes  in  the  South,  the  ride  fi-om  Newry  to  Armagh 
is  an  extremely  pleasant  one,  on  account  of  the  undeniable  increase  of 
prosperity  which  is  visible  through  the  country.  Well-tilled  fields,  neat 
farm-houses,  well-dressed  fieople,  meet  one  everywhere,  and  people  and 
landscape  alike  have  a  plain,  hearty,  flourishing  look. 

The  greater  part  of  Armagh  has  the  aspect  of  a  good  stout  old 
English  town,  although  round  about  the  steep  on  which  the  cathedral 
stands  (the  Roman  Catholics  have  taken  possession  of  another  hill,  and 
a.re  building  an  opposition  cathedral  on  this  eminence)  there  are  some 
decidedly  Irish  streets,  and  that  dismal  combination  of  house  and 
pigsty  which  is  so  common  in  Munster  and  Connaught. 

But  the  main  streets,  though  not  fine,  are  bustling,  substantial,  and 
prosperous  ;  and  a  fine  green  has  some  old  trees  and  some  good 
houses,  and  even  handsome  stately  public  buildings,  round  about  it, 
that  remind  one  of  a  comfortable  cathedral  city  across  the  water. 

The  cathedral  service  is  more  completely  performed  here  than  in 
any  English  town,  I  think.  The  church  is  small,  but  extremely  neat, 
fresh  and  handsome— almost  too  handsome  ;  covered  with  spick-and- 
span  gilding  and  carved-work  in  the  style  of  the  thirteenth  century  : 
every  pew  as  smart  and  well-cushioned  as  my  lord's  own  seat  in  the 
country  church ;  and  for  the  clergy  and  their  chief,  stalls  and  thrones 
quite  curious  for  their  ornament  and  splendour.  The  Primate  with  his 
blue- riband  and  badge  (to  whom  the  two  clergymen  bow  reverently  as, 
passing  between  them,  he  enters  at  the  gate  of  the  altar  rail)  looks  like 
3  noble  Prince  of  the  Church  ;  and  I  had  heard  enough  of  his  magni- 
ficent charity  and  kindness  to  look  with  reverence  at  his  lofly  handsome 
features. 

Will  it  be  believed  that  the  sermon  lasted  only  for  twenty  minutes  ? 
Can  this  be  Ireland?  I  think  this  wonderful  circumstance  impressed 
me  more  than  any  other  with  the  difference  between  North  and  South, 
and,  having  the  Primate's  own  countenance  for  the  opinion,  may 
<:onfess  a  great  admiration  for  orthodoxy  In  this  particular. 

A  beautiful  monument  to  Archbishop  Stuart,  by  Chantrey ;  a 
magnificent  stained  window,  containing  the  arms  of  the  clergy  <rf  the 
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diocese  011  the  very-midst  of  itibidi  1'  wa3^>d>toTecDe:tiiz«  the  sober 
old  family  coat  ef  the  kinii  and  venerable  rector  of  Louth),  and 

.  numbolcss  carvings  and  decorations,  will  please  the  lovar  of  dturdi 
architecture  here^  1  must  confess,  however,  that  in  my  idea  the-  cathe- 
dral is  quite  too  comj^te.-  It  is  of  the  twelfth  century,  but  not  the 
least  venerable.  It  is  as  neat  and  trim  as  a  lady's  drawing-room.  It 
wants  a  hundred  years  at  least  to  cool  the  raw  colours  of  tbe'skHies, 
and  to  dull  the.  brightness  of  the  gilding  :  all  which  benefits,  no  dotibc, 
time  will  bring  to  pass,  and  future  cockneys  setting  off  fr-om-London 
Bridge  after  breakfast  in  an  a&rial  machine  may  come  to  liear  the 
mining  service  here,  and  Tiot'  remaric  tbe  faults  -which  fifiw  Strwek-a 

'  too  susceptible  tourist  of <  die  nineteenth  centuty.  :..,..  l-  ;.  1 1 

Strolling  round  tbe-towa  after^Gerviaa, isaw  more  decided  signs 

'that  Protestantism  was  there  in  the  ascendant  I  ssw  no  less- than 
three  diflerent  ladies  on  the.  prowly dropping,  religious  tracts  al  various 
doors  j'-and  felt' not  ahtde  ashamed  <ta  beseen'l^  one  of  them  getting 
into  a  car  with  bag  and  ba^age^.being  bound  for  Belfast  " 

Tbe-ride  of  tea  m^es 'from  lAnnagb  to  Portadown  was  not  the 
'prettiest,  but  one  of  the  iplessantestdDnss  .Ihave  kadi  in  Ireland, 
for  the  country  is  well  cullivalcd  along  ihe. whole  of  the  road,  the 
trees  in: plenty,  and  villi^ies  and,  neat  bouses  always  in  sight.  The 
linle  ^ms  with  ihdr  orchards  and  comfortable  buildings,  were  as 
clean  and  trim  as  could  ht  wished :  they  are  mostly  of  one  stocey, 
with  \<Mg  thatched  roofs  and  shining  windows,  such  as  ihose  that  imay 
be  seen  in  Ncwmandy  and  Picardy.  .  A*  it  was  Sunday  eveiiing,iaU  the 
people  seemed  to  be  abroad,  some  saonterii^  quietly  down  the  roads, 
a  pair  of  girls  here  and  there  pacing  leisutely  in  a  field,  a  titde  group 
seated  under  the  trees  of  an  orchard,  which  pretty  adjunct  to  thefarm 
is  very  comnum  in  this  district  t  and  the  crop  of  apples  seemed  this 
year  to  be  extremely  ]rfenty.  The  pbysii^nomy  of  the  people  too  has 
quite  changed ;  the  girls  have  their  hur  neatly  braided  up,  not  loose 
over  their  faces  as  in  the  south ;  and  not  only  are  bare  feet  very  rare, 
and:stockings  extremely  neat  and  white,  but  I  am  sure  I  saw  at  least  a 
^zcn  good  silk  gowns  upon  the  women  along  the  road,  and  scarcely 
one  which  was  not  clean  and  in  good  order.  The  men  for  the  most 
part  figured  in  jackets,  caps,  and  trousers,  eschewing  the  old  well  of  a 
hat  which  covers  the  popular  head  at  the  other  end  of  the  island,  the 
breeches,  and  the  long  iU-made  tail-coat.  The  people's .  faces  are 
sharp  and  neat,  not  broad,  laiy,  knowing-looking,. like  that  of  many  a 
shainbling  Diogenes  who  may  be  seen  lounging  before  his.  cabin  in 
Cork  or  Kerry,  As  for  the  cabins,  they  have  disamxared  ;  and  the 
houses  of  the  people  may  rank  decidedly  as  cottages.  The  accent, 
too,  is  ^uiiQ  difierent;  but  this  is  hard  to  describe  in  print     The 
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fttftftte'  speak-  with!  a  Softtch  'twang,  and,  as  liaactai,  muck  mote 
«inply/  xaA  to  the  ptnOL  A  man  gives  you  a  downright  answer, 
without  anjr  grin  or  joke,  or  attempt  at  flattery.  To  be  sure,  these 
are  rather  early  days  to  begin  to  judge  of  national  characteristics  ;  and 
very  Ukely  the  abore  distinctions  have  been  drawn  after  profoundly 
.Studying  a  Northern  and  a  Southern  waiter  at  the  inn  at  Arni^^/ 

At  any  laje,  it  is  clear  that  the  towns  are  vastly  improved,' the 
cottages  and  villages  no  less  so ;  the  people  look  active  and  weU- 
dtxBsed ;  a  sort  of  weight  seems  ell  at  once  to  be  taken  from  the 
'Englishman's  mind  ob  entering  the  province,  when  he  finds  himself 
once  more  lodiiBg  upon  cranfort  and  activity,  and  resolution.".  What 
is  the  cause  of  this  improvement  ?  ProUslaniiim  is,  more  than  one 
Church^o&EflgUnd  man  said  -to  me;  but,  :far  PvotesUnttsm^  would 
it  not  he  as  w^  to  «ad  Scotdiism?— meaning  thrift,  prudence, 
perseverance,  boldness,  and  common  sense :  with  which  qualities 
any  body'  of  men,'  of  anji  .-GbristUn  denomination,  woold  no  doubt 
prosper-   ■  ■    ■  ■ 

The  little  brisk  town  of  Portadown,  with  its  comfortable  unpre- 
twding  bouses,  its  squares  and  tnsiket-place,  its  pretty  quay,  with 
'Ciaftralon^itbe'Tiver, — a  steamer  building  loni  the  dock,icIose'tomiUs 
-and  warebotiSes  that  look. in  a  full  state  of  prosperity, — wasa'^easant 
conclusion  to  this  ten  miles'  drive,  that  ended  at  the  nctfty  op«ed 
railway-station.  The  distance  hence  to  Belfast  is  twenty^five  miles ; 
Lough  Neagh  maybe  seen  at  one  point  of<the  hne,- and  the  Gmde- 
:boole  says  that  the  station-towns  of  Ltiigan  and  liEbam'are  extremely 
picturesque;  but  it  was  night  iwhen  I  passed  by^thenv  and  after  a 
journey  of  an  hour  andia  quartet  readwd  Belfast. 
'  That  city  has  been  diS(Coveredl^anatfaer;entinent  cookney  tranller 
(for  though  born  in  America,  the.  deax  sAA  Bow-beU  blood  inust'rtm  in 
the  veins  of  Mt>  JS'<  P.' Willis),  and  I  havemet,.  in  the. periodical  wodcs 
of  the  couotry,  with  repeated:  angry  allusions  to  hb  description  of 
-Belfast,  therrpivk  heels  ofi.the  dtamber-maid  who  condacted  him  to 
bedi(what  business  had  he  to  be  loddng  at  the  young  woman's  legs  at 
jdl  ?) .  and;hia  math  at  ihs  beggary  of  the  town  and  the  lazinesi  of  the 
inhabitants,  as  marked  by:  a  Use  of  dirt  running  along  the  walls,  and 
showing  where  they  were  in  the  habit  of  lolling. 

These  observations  slruck  me  as  rather  hard  when  applied  to 
'  Belfast,  though  possibly  pink  heels  and  beggary  might  be  remarked 
in  other  cities  of  the  kingdom  ;  but  the  town  of  Belfast  seemed  to  me 
really  to  be  as  neat,  prosperous,  and  handsome  a  city  as  need  be  seen ; 
and,  with  respect  to  the  ion,  Utat  in  which  I  stayed,  "  Keam's,"  was  as 
. comfortable  and  well'^irdered  an  estabhshment  as  the  most  fastidious 
cockney  can  desire,  and  with  an  advantf^e  which  some  people  perhaps 
do  not  catefor,  that  the  dinners  which  cost  seven  shillings.at  London 
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lavems  are  here  served  for  half-a-crown  ;  but,  1  must  repeat  here,  in 

justice  to  the  public,  what  1  stated  to  Mr.  WiUiam  the  waiter,  viz.  that 
half  a  pint  of  port-wine  does  contain  more  than  two  glasses— at  least  it 
does  in  happy,  happy  England.  .  .  Only,  to  be  sure,  here  the  wine 
is  good,  whereas  the  port-wine  in  England  is  not  port,  but  for  the  most 
part  an  abominable  drink  of  which  it  would  be  a  mercy  only  to  give 
us  two  glasses  :  which,  however,  is  clearly  wandering  fcom  the  subject 

They  call  Belfast  the  Irish  Liverpool  If  people  are  for  calling 
names,  it  would  be  better  to  call  it  the  Irish  London  at  once — the 
chief  city  of  the  kingdom  at  any  rate.  It  looks  hearty,  thriving,  and 
prosperous,  as  if  it  had  money  in  its  pockets  and  roast-beef  for  dinner : 
it  has  no  pretensions  to  fashion,  but  looks  mayhap  better  In  its  honest 
broadcloth  than  some  people  in  their  shabby  brocade.  The  houses  are 
as  handsome  as  at  Dublin,  with  this  advantage,  that  the  people  seem 
to  live  in  them.  They  have  no  attempt  at  ornament  for  the  most  part, 
but  are  grave,  stout,  red-brick  edifices,  laid  out  at  four  angles  in  orderly 
streets  and  squares. 

The  stranger  cannot  fail  to  be  struck  (and  haply  a  little  fiightened) 
by  the  great  number  of  meeting-houses  that  decorate  the  torni,  and  give 
evidence  of  great  sermonizing  on  Sundays.  These  buildings  do  not 
affect  the  Gothic,  like  many  of  the  meagre  edifices  of  the  Established 
and  the  Roman  Catholic  churches,  but  have  a  physi<^nomy  of  their 
own— a  thick-set  citizen  look.  Porticoes  have  they,  to  be  sure,  and 
ornaments  Doric,  Ionic,  and  what  not  ?  but  the  meeting-house  peeps 
through  all  these  classical  friezes  and  entablatures;  and  though  one 
reads  of  "  Imitations  of  the  Ionic  Temple  of  Ilissus,  near  Athens,"  the 
classic  temple  is  made  to  assume  a  bluff,  downright,  Presbyterian  air, 
which  would  astonish  the  original  builder,  doubtless.  The  churches 
of  the  Establishment  are  handsome  and  stately.  The  Catholics  are 
building  a  brick  cathedral,  no  doubt  of  the  Tudor  style  :— the  present 
chapel,  flanked  by  the  national -schools,  is  an  exceedingly  unprepossess- 
ing building  of  the  Strawberry  Hill  or  Castle  of  Otranto  Gothic :  the 
keys  and  mitre  figuring  in  the  centre — "  The  cross-keys  and  night- 
cap," as  a  hard-hearted  Presbyterian  called  them  to  me,  with  his  blunt 
humour. 

The  three  churches  are  here  pretty  equally  balanced :  Presbyterians 
25,000,  Catholics  30,000,  Episcopalians  17,000.  Each  party  has  two 
or  more  newspaper  organs ;  and  the  wars  between  them  are  dire  and 
unceasing,  as  the  reader  may  imagine.  For  whereas  in  other  parts  of 
Ireland  where  Catholics  and  Episcopalians  prevail,  and  the  Presbyterian 
body  is  too  small,  each  party  has  but  one  opponent  to  belabour :  here 
the  Ulster  politician,  whatever  may  be  his  way  of  thinking,  has  the 
great  advantage  of  possessing  two  enemies  on  whom  he  may  exercise 
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liis  eloquence ;  and  in  this  triangular  duel  all  do  their  duty  nobly. 
Then  there  are  subdivisions  of  hostility.  For  the  Church  there  is  a 
High  Church  and  a  Low  Church  journal ;  for  the  Liberals  there  is  a 
"  Repeal "  journal  and  a  "  No-repeal "  journal ;  for  the  Presbyterians 
there  are  yet  more  varieties  of  journalistic  opinion,  on  which  it  does 
not  become  a  stranger  to  pass  a  judgment.  If  the  Northern  Whig 
says  that  the  Banner  of  Ulster  "  is  a  polluted  rag,  which  has  hoisted 
the  red  banner  of  falsehood  "  (which  elegant  words  may  be  found  in 
the  first-aamed  journal  of  the  1 3th  October),  let  us  be  sure  the  Banner 
has  a  compliment  for  the  Northern  Whig  in  return ;  if  the  "  Repeal " 
Vindicator  and  the  priests  attack  the  Presbyterian  journals  and  the 
"  home  missions,"  the  reverend  gentlemen  of  Geneva  are  quite  as  ready 
with  the  pen  as  their  brethren  of  Rome,  and  not  much  more  scrupulous 
in  thdr  language  than  the  laity.  When  1  was  in  Belfast,  violent  dis- 
putes wercraging  between  Presbyterian  and  Episcopalian  Conservatives 
with  regard  to  the  Marriage  Bill;  between  Presbyterians  and  Catholics 
on  the  subject  of  the  "  home  missions ; "  between  the  Liberals  and 
Conservatives,  of  course.  "  Thank  God,"  for  instance,  writes  a 
"  Repeal"  journal,  "that  the  honour  and  power  0/  Ireland  are  not 
involved  in  the  disgraceful  Afghan  war  ! " — a  sentiment  insinuating 
Repeal  and  something  more  ;  disowning,  not  merely  this  or  that 
Ministry,  but  the  sovereign  and  her  jurisdiction  altogether.  But 
details  of  these  quarrels,  religious  or  political,  can  tend  to  edify  but 
few  readers  out  of  the  country.  Even  in  it,  as  there  are  some  nine 
shades  of  politico-religious  differences,  an  observer  pretending  to 
impartiality  must  necessarily  displease  eight  parties,  and  almost 
certainly  the  whole  nine  ;  and  the  reader  who  desires  to  judge  the 
politics  of  Belfast  must  study  for  himself.  Nine  journals,  publishing 
four  hundred  numbers  in  a  year,  each  number  containing  about  as 
much  as  an  octavo  volume :  these,  and  the  back  numbers  of  former 
years,  sedulously  read,  will  give  the  student  a  notion  of  the  subject  in 
question.  And  then,  af^er  having  read  the  statements  on  either  side, 
he  must  ascertain  the  truth  of  them,  by  which  time  more  labour  of  the 
same  kind  will  have  grown  upon  him,  and  he  will  have  attained  a  good 

Amongst  the  poor,  the  Catholics  and  Presbyterians  are  said  to  go 
in  a  pretty  friendly  manner  to  the  national-schools ;  but  among  the 
Presbyterians  themselves  it  appears  there  are  great  differences  and 
quarrels,  by  which  a  line  institution,  the  Belfast  Academy,  seems  to 
have  suffered  considerably.  It  is  almost  the  only  building  in  this  lai^e 
and  substantia]  place  that  bears,  to  the  stranger's  eye,  an  unprosperous 
air.  A  vast  building,  standing  fairly  in  the  midst  of  a  handsome  green 
and  place,  and  with  snug,  comfortable  red-brick  streets  stretching  away 
at  neat  right  an^es  all  round,  the  Presbyterian  College  looks  hand- 
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some  enough  at  a  short  distance,  but  on  a  nearer  view  is  found  in  a 
woful  state  of  dilapidation.  It  does  not  possess  ihe  supreme  dirt  and 
lilth  of  Maynooth — that  can  but  belong  to  one  place,  even  in  Ireland  ; 
but  the  building  is  in  a  dismal  state  of  unrepair,  steps  and  windows 
broken,  doors  and  stairs  battered.  Of  scholars  1  saw  but  a  few,  and 
these  were  in  the  drawing  academy.  The  fine  arts  do  not  appear  as 
yet  to  flourish  in  Belfast.  The  models  from  which  the  Lads  were  copying 
were  not  good  :  one  was  copying  a  bad  copy  of  a  drawing  by  Prout ; 
one  was  colouring  a  print.  The  ragged  children  in  a  German  national 
school  have  better  models  before  them,  and  are  made  acquainted  with 
truer  principles  of  art  and  beauty. 

Hard  by  is  the  Belfast  Museum,  where  an  exhibition  of  pictures 
was  in  preparation,  under  the  patronage  of  the  Belfast  Art  Union. 
Artists  in  all,  parts  of  the  kingdom  had  been  invited  to  send  their 
works,  of  which  the  Union  pays  the  carriage ;  and  the  porters  and 
secretary  were  busy  unpacking  cases,  in  which  I  recognized  some  of 
the  works  which  had  before  figured  on  the  walls  of  the  London  Exhi- 
bition rooms. 

The  book'shops  which  I  saw  in  this  thriving  town  said  much,  for 
the  religious  disposition  of  the  Belfast  public :  there  were  numerous 
portraits  of  reverend  gentlemen,  and  their  works  of  every  variety ; — 
"  The  Sinner's  Friend,". "  The  Watchman  oft  the  Tower,"  "  The  Peep 
of  Day,"  "  Sermons  delivered  at  Bethesda  Chapel,"  by  so-and-so ;  with 
hundreds  of  the  neat  little  gilt  books  with  bad  prints,  scriptural  titles, 
and  gilt  edges,  that  come  from  one  or  two  serious  publishing  houses  in 
London,  and  in  considerable  nurabers  from  the  neighbouring  Scotch 
shores.  As  for  Che  theatre,  with  such  a  public  the  drama  can  be 
expected  to  find  but  little  favour ;  and  the  gentleman  who  accom- 
panied me  in  my  walk,  and  to  whoin  I  am  indebted  for  many  kind- 
nesses during  my  stay,  said  not  only  that  he  had  never  been  in  the 
playhouse,  but  that  he  never  heard  of  any  one  going  thither.  I 
found  out  the  place  where  the  poor  neglected  Dramatic  Muse  of  Ulster 
hid  herself ;  and  was  of  a  party  of  six  in  the  boxes,  the  benches  of  the 
pit  being  dotted  over  with  about  a  score  more.  Well,  it  was  a  comfort 
to  see  that  the  gallery  was  quite  full,  and  exceedingly  happy  and  noisy ; 
they  stamped  and  stormed,  and  shouted,  and  clapped  in  a  way  that 
was  pleasant  to  hear.  One  young  god,  between  the  acts,  favoured  the 
public  with  a  song—extremely  ill  sung,  certainly,  but  the  intention  was 
everything;  and  his  brethren  above  stamped  in  chorus  with  roars  of 
delight 

As  for  the  piece  performed,  it  was  a  good  old  melodrama  of  flie 
British  sort,  inculcating  a  thorough  detestation  of  vice  and  a  warm 
sympathy  with  suffering  virtue.  The  serious  are  surely  too  hard  opon 
poor  playgoers.    We  never  for  a  moment  allow  rascality  to  triumph 
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beyond  a  certain  part  of  the  third  act :  we  sympathize  with  the  woes 
of  young  lovers — her  in  ringlets  and  a  Polish  cap,  him  in  tights  and 
.1.  Vandyke  collar ;  we  abhor  avarice  or  tyranny  in  the  person  of  "  the 
first  old  man  "  with  the  white  wig  and  red  stockings,  or  of  the  villain 
with  the  roaring  voice  and  black  whiskers  \  we  applaud  the  honest 
wag  (he  is  a  good  fellow  in  spite  of  his  cowardice)  in  his  hearty  jests 
at  the  tyrant  before  mentioned ;  and  feel  a  kindly  sympathy  widi  all 
mankind  as  the  curtain  falls  over  all  the  characters  in  a  group,  of 
which  successful  love  is  the  happy  centre.  Reverend  gentlemen  in 
meeting-house  and  church,  who  shout  against  the  immoralities  of  this 
poor  stage,  and  threaten  all  playgoers  with  the  fate  which  is  awarded 
to  unsuccessful  plays,  should  try  and  bear  less  hardly  upon  us. 

An  artist — who,  in  spite  of  the  Art  Union,  can  scarcely,  I  should 
think,  flourish  in  a  place  that  seems  devoted  to  preaching,  politics, 
and  trade — has  somehow  found  his  way  to  this  humble  little  theatre, 
and  decorated  it  with  some  exceedingly  pretty  scenery — almost  the 
only  indication  of  a  taste  for  the  fine  arts  which  I  have  found  as  yet  in 
the  country. 

A  fine  night-exhibition  in  the  town  is  that  of  the  huge  spinning- 
mills  which  surround  it,  and  of  which  the  thousand  windows  are  lighted 
up  at  nightfall,  and  may  be  seen 
from  almost  all  quarters  of  the  city. 

A  gentleman  to  whom  I  had 
broi^ht  an  introduction  good- 
naturedly  left  his  work  to  walk 
with  me  to  one  of  these  mills,  and 
stated  by  whom  he  had  been  in- 
troduced to  me  to  the  mill-pro- 
prietor, Mr,  Mulholland.  "  That 
recommendation,"  said  Mr.  Mul- 
holland gallantly,  "is  welcome  any- 
where." It  wasfrommykind&iend 
Mr.  Lever.  What  a  privilege  some 
men  have,  who  can  sit  quietly  in 
their  studies  and  make  friends  all 
the  world  over ! 

Here  is  the  figure  of  a  girl 
sketched  in  the  place  :  there  are 
nearlyfive  hundred  girls  employed 
in  iL  They  work  in  huge  long 
chambers,  lighted  by  numbers  of 
windows,  hot  with  steam,  buzzing  ^ 

and  humming  with  hundreds  of  thousands  of  whirling  wheels,  that  all 
take  their  motion  from  a  steam-engine  which  lives  apart  in  a  hot  cast- 
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iron  temple  of  its  own,  from  which  it  communicates  with  the  ir 
able  machines  that  the  five  hundred  girls  preside  over.  They  have 
seemingly  but  to  take  away  the  work  when  done — -the  enormous  monster 
in  the  cast-iron  room  does  it  all.  He  cards  the  flax,  and  combs  it, 
and  spins  it,  and  beats  it,  and  twists  it  :  the  five  hundred  girls  stand 
by  to  feed  him,  or  take  the  material  from  him,  when  he  has  had  his  will 
of  it  There  is  something  frightful  in  the  vastness  as  in  the  minute- 
ness of  this  power.  Every  thread  writhes  and  twirls  as  the  steam- 
fate  orders  it,— every  thread,  of  which  it  would  take  a  hundred  to 
make  the  thickness  of  a  hair. 

I  have  seldom,  I  think,  seen  more  good  looks  than  amoi^gst  the 
young  women  employed  in  this  place.  They  work  for  twelve  hours 
daily,  in  rooms  of  which  the  heat  is  intolerable  to  a  stranger ;  but  in 
spite  of  it  they  looked  gay,  stout,  and  healthy  ;  nor  were  their  forms 
much  concealed  by  the  very  wmple  clothes  they  wear  while  in  the  mill. 

The  stranger  will  be  struck  by  the  good  looks  not  only  of  these 
ipinsters,  but  of  almost  all  the  young  women  in  the  streets.  I  never 
saw  a  town  where  so  many  women  are  to  be  met— so  many  and  so 
pretty — with  and  without  bonnets,  with  good  figures,  in  neat  homely 
shawls  and  dresses.  The  grisettcs  of  Belfast  are  among  the  hand- 
somest ornaments  of  it ;  and  as  good,  no  doubt,  and  irreproachable  in 
morals  as  their  sisters  in  the  rest  of  Ireland. 

Many  of  the  merchants'  counting-houses  are  crowded  in  Uttle  bid- 
fashioned  "  entries,"  or  courts,  such  as  one  sees  about  the  Bank  in 
London.  In  and  about  these,  and  in  the  principal  streets  in  the  day- 
time, is  a  great  activity,  and  homely  unpretending  bustle.  The  men 
have  a  business  look,  too  ;  and  one  sees  very  few  flaunting  dandies,  as 
in  Dublin.  The  shopkeepers  do  not  brag  upon  their  signboards,  or 
keep  "emporiums,"  as  elsewhere, — their  places  of  business  being  for 
the  most  part  homely  i  though  one  may  see  some  splendid  shops, 
which  are  not  lo  be  surpassed  by  London.  The  docks  and  quays  are 
busy  with  their  craft  and  shipping,  upon  the  beautiful  borders  of  the 
Lough ; — the  lai^e  red  warehouses  stretching  along  the  shores,  with 
ships  loading,  or  unloading,  or  building,  hammers  clanging,  pitch-pots 
flaming  and  boilingj  seamen  cheering  in  the  ships,  or  lolling  lazily  on 
the  shore.  The  life  and  movement  of  a  port  here  give  the  stranger 
plenty  to  admire  and  observe.  And  nature  has  likewise  done  every- 
thing for  the  place — surrounding  it  with  picturesque  hills  and  water  ; — 
for  which  latter  I  must  confess  I  was  not  very  sony  to  leave  the  town 
behind  me,  and  its  mills,  and  its  meeting-houses,  and  its  commerce^ 
and  its  theologians,  and  its  politicians. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

BELFAST  TO  THE  CAUSEWAY. 

THE  Lough  of  Bel&st  has  a.  reputation  for  beautir  almost  as  great 
as  that  of  the  Bay  of  Dublin ;  but  though,  on  the  day  I  left 
Belfast  for  Lame,  the  morning  was  fine,  and  the  sky  dear  and  blue 
above,  an  envious  mist  lay  on  the  water,  which  hid  all  its  beauties  from 
the  dozen  of  passengers  on  the  Lame  coach.  All  we  could  see  were 
ghostly-looking  silhouettes  of  ships  gliding  here  and  there  through  the 
clouds ;  and  I  am  sure  the  coachman's  remark  was  quite  correct,  that 
it  was  a  pity  the  day  was  so  misty.  I  found  myself,  before  I  was  aware, 
entrapped  into  a  tbeological  controversy  with  two  grave  gentlemen 
outside  the  coach — another  fog,  which  did  not  subside  much  before  we 
reached  Carrickfcrgus.  The  road  from  the  Ulster  capital  to  that  little 
town  seemed  meanwhile  to  be  extremely  lively ;  cars  and  omnibuses 
passed  thickly  peopled.  For  some  miles  along  the  road  is  a  string  of 
handsome  country-houses,  belonging  to  the  rich  citizens  of  the  town  ; 
and  we  passed  by  neat-looking  churches  and  chapels,  factories  and 
rows  of  cottages  clustered  round  them,  like  vill^es  of  old  at  the  foot  of 
feudal  castles.  Furthermore  it  was  hard  to  see,  for  the  mist  which  lay 
on  the  water  had  enveloped  the  mountains  too,and  we  only  had  a  glimpse 
or  two  of  smiling  comfortable  fields  and  gardens. 

Carrickfergua  rejoices  in  a  real  romantic-looking  castle,  jutting 
bravely  into  the  sea,  and  famous  as  a  background  for  a  picture.  It  is 
of  use  for  little  else  now,  luckily ;  nor  has  it  been  put  to  any  real  warlike 
purposes  since  the  day  when  honest  Thurot  stormed,  took,  and 
evacuated  it  Let  any  romancer  who  is  in  want  of  a  hero  peruse  the 
-second  volume,  or  it  may  be  the  third,  of  the  "  Annual  Register,"  where 
the  adventures  of  that  gallant  fellow  are  related.  He  was  a  gentleman, 
a  genius,  and,  to  crown  all,  a  smuggler.  Me  lived  for  some  time  in 
Ireland,  and  in  England,  in  disguise ;  he  had  love-passages  and 
romantic  adventures  ;  he  landed  a  body  of  bis  countrymen  on  these 
shores,  and  died  in  the  third  volume,  after  a  battle  gallantly  fought  on 
both  sides,  but  in  which  victory  rested  with  the  British  arms.  What 
can  a  novelist  want  more  7  William  IlL  also  landed  here ;  and  as  for 
the  rest,  "  M'Skimin,  the  accurate  and  laborious  historian  of  the  town, 
informs  us  that  the  founding  of  the  castle  is  lost  in  the  depths  of 
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antiquity."  It  is  pleasant  to  give  a  little  historic  glance  at  a  place  as 
one  passes  through.  The  above  facts  may  be  relied  on  as  coming  iiacca 
Messrs.  Curry's  excellent  new  Guide-book ;  n-ith  the  exception  of  the 
history  of  Moiis.  Thurot,  which  is  "  private  information,"  drawn  years- 
ago  from  the  scarce  work  previously  mentioned.  By  the  way,  another- 
excellent  companion  to  the  traveller  in  Ireland  is  Che  collection  of  the- 
"  Irish  Penny  Magazine,"  which  may  be  purchased  for  a  guinea,  and 
contains  a  mass  of  information  regarding  the  customs  and  places  of 
the  country.  Willis's  work  is  amusing,  as  everything  is,  written  by  that 
lively  author,  and  the  engravings  accompanying  it  as  unfaithful  as  any~ 
ever  made; 

'  Me^whilc,  asking  pardon  for  Otis  douUei  digreiston,  which  has- 
been  made  while  the  gnard-coslchman  is  d«liv«ring<  bis  >  mall-bags— 
while  the  landlady  standi  laokii^  on  in  the  sun,  her  hands  folded  a. 
little  below  the  waist'^while  a  Bompany  of  tall  budy  troops  froRi  the- 
castle  has  passedby,  "  siinounded "  hy  a  very  mean,  mealy-faced,. 
iineasy'Io<^ng  little  subaltern— while  the  poor  epileptic  idiot  of  the: 
town,  walloping' and  grinning  in  flie  road,  and  snorting  out  supplica- 
tions for  a  hal^enny,  has  tottered  away  in  possession  tX  the  ccrin  :— ' 
meanwhile,  fresh  horses  are  brought  out,  and  the  small  boy  Who  acts- 
behind  the  coach  makes  kn  unequal  and  disagreeable  tootooing  on  a. 
horn  kept  t«  wun  sleepy  cannen  and  cde^rate  triumphal  entries  into 
ind  exits  frorii  cities.  As  Uie  mist  dears  op,  the  country  shows  roand 
about  mid'  but  fiiendly  :  at  one  place  we  passed  a  village  where  a. 
crowd  of  well-dressed  people  were  collected  at  an  auction  of  farm- 
^miture,  and  manymore  ligures  might  be  seen  coming  over  the  fields- 
and  issuing  from  the  mist  The  owner  of  the  carts  and  machines  is. 
going  to  emigrate  to  America.  Pfesently  we  come  to  the  demesne  or 
Red  Hall, "  through  which  is  a  pretty  drive  of  upwaids  of  a  mile  iit 
length  ;  it  contains  a  rocty  glen,  the  Ijed  of  a  mounlain  stream — whicha 
^       ■■  is  perfectly  dry,  except  in  winter— and  the  wood*, 

about  it  are  picturesque,  and  it  is  occasionally 
the  resort  of  summer-parties  of  pleasure."  Nothing- 
can  be  more  just  than  the  fitst  part  of  the  -descrip- 
tion, and  there  is  very  little  doubt  that  the  latter 
.    .  -  paragraj*  Is  equally  faithful;  —  with   which  we- 

>  come  to  Lame,  a  "  most  thriving  town,"  the  same- 
'authority  says,  but   a  most  dirty  and  narrow- 
streeted  and'  ill-built  dne.    Some  of  the  houses, 
as  thus,  reminded  one  of  the  south.    A'benevolent 
fellow-passenger  said  that  the  window  was  "» 
convanience."    And  here,  aft^r  a  drive  of  nineteen  miles  upon  a  com- 
fortable coach,  we  were  transferred  with  the  mail-bags  to  a  comfort- 
able car  that'  mikes  the  journey  to  Ballycastle.  '■  There  is  no  harm  itk 
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$a^g  ttipt  there  mras  »  lay  pietty  amUng  buxraa  young  lass  for  a 
travcilii^  companion  (  and  somehow,  to  a  lonely  persoU)  the  landscape 
always  looks  preuier>in  such  society.  The  "  Antrim  coast-road,"  which 
we  now,  afier  a  few  miks^b^ji^  to  follow,  besides  being  one  of  the  most 
noble  and  gallant  worksi  irf  .art,  that  is  to. be  seen  in  any  country,  ig 
likewise  a, route  highly  ptcturesque  an4  totnantic  ;  the  sea  spreaxling 
wide  before  the  Bpectator's  eye)  upon  one  Bide  of  the  route,  Che  tall 
difis  of  limestone  lising  abniptlv  above  him  on  the  other.  There  are 
in  the, map  of  Curry's  Guide-J>ooK  points  indicating  castles  and  abbey 
ruins  in  (he  vicinity  of  (Slenana;  and  the  little  place  looked  so  com- 
fortable, as  we  abruptly  came  upon  it,  round  a  rock,  that  I  was  glad  to 
havf  an  eK^SQ  for  spying,  and.  felt ,  an  extreme  curiosity  .with  regard 
to  the  abbey  and  tic  castfe. 

The  abbey  only  exjsta  jn  tbe.unromantic  shape  of  a  wail;  the 
castle,  howrever,  .far  from  being  a  luin,  is  an  antique  in  the  most  com-- 
plete  order— an  0I4  cattle  rep*ii!ed  so  as  to  look  like  new,  and  .increased 
by  modem  wii^,.  tpveers^ :ga,ttles,  and  terraces,  so  extremely  old  that 
the  whole,  forms  a  grand  and  impo^ng-looking  b:ironial  ediGce,  tower- 
ing above  the  little,  town  which  it  seems  to  protect,  and  with  which  it 
is  connected  by  a  bridge  and  «  severe-looking,  armed  tower  an4  gate. 
In  the  town  is.a  town-bouse^  with  a  campanile  'in  the  Italian  taste,  and 
a  school  or  diapel  opposite  in  the  early  Ei^lish ;  so  that  the  inhaU- 
taMs  c?n  eiypy  p  considerable  ftrcbiteclund  variety.  A  gravcrlooldng 
churchy  with  a  beautifiil  steeple,  stands  amid  sorae  trees  hard  by  a 
second  handsome  bridge  and  the  little  qua.y;  and  here,  too,  was 
perched  a  poor  little  wandering  theatre  (gallery  id,,  pit  2d,),  and 
proposing  that  night  to  play  "  Bombastes  Furioso,  and  the  Comic 
Bally  of  Clenaim  in  an  Uproar.".  I  heard  the  thumping  of  the  drum 
in  the  evening;  but,  as  at  RoCmdwood,  nobody  patronized  the  poor 
players.  At  nine  c^clock  there  was  liot  a  single  taper  lighted  imder 
ih^.&wning,  aad  my  heart  (perhaps  it  is  too  susceptible)  bled  for 
Fusbos.  , 

The  severe  gate:of  the  castle  vas  opened  by  a  kind,  good-natured 
old  potteress,  inttead  of  a  roi^h  gallowglass  with  a  batde-axe  and 
y.^off  shirt  (more  fitting  guardian  of  so  stem  a  postern),  and  the  old 
dame  insisted  upon '.  my  mak^ig'  an  application  to  see  the  grounds  of 
the  castle.  Which  request  was  very  -kindly  granted,  and  afforded  a 
delightfiil  half-hour's  walk.  The  grounds  are  beautiful,  and  excellently 
kept;  the  trees  in.  their  auttmm  -  livery  of  red,  ycHow,  and  brown, 
except  some  stout  ones  thai  keep  to  their  green  summer  clothes,  and 
the  laords  and  their  like,  who  wear  pretty  much  the  same  dress  all  the 
year  round.  The  birds  were  tinging  with  the  most  astonishing  vehe- 
.mence  in  the  dark  glistenii^  shrubberies ;  but  the  only  sound  in  the 
wtJlta  wu  that  of  the:rakes  pulling  together  the  falling  leaves.    There 
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was  of  these  valks  one  especially,  flanked  towatds  the  river  by  a 
turreted  wall  covered  with  ivy,  and  having  on  the  one  side  a  row  of 
lime-trees  that  had  turned  quite  yellow,  while  opposite  them  was  a 
green  slope,  and  a  quaint  terrace-stair,  and  a  long  range  of  fantastic 
gables,  towers,  and  chimneys  ; — there  was,  1  say,  one  of  these  walks 
which  Mr.  Cactermole  would  hit  off  with  a  few  strokes  of  his  gallant 
pencil,  and  which  I  could  fancy  to  be  frequented  by  some  of  those- 
long-trained,  tender,  gentle-looking  young  beauties  whom  Mr.  Stone 
loves  to  design.  Here  they  come,  talking  of  love  in  a  tone  that  is 
between  a  sigh  and  a  whisper,  and  gliding  in  rustling  shot  silks  over 
the  (alien  leaves. 

There  seemed  to  be  a  good  deal  of  stir  in  the  little  pott,  where, 
says  the  Guide-book,  a  couple  of  hundred  vessels  take  in  cargoes 
annually  of  the  produce  of  the  districL  Stone  and  lime  are  the  chief 
articles  exported,  of  which  the  cliffs  for  miles  give  an  unfailing  suf^ly ; 
and,  as  one  travels  the  mountains  at  night,  the  kilns  may  be  seen 
lighted  up  in  the  lonely  places,  and  flaring  red  in  the  darkness. 

If  the  road  from  Lame  to  Glenann  is  beautiful,  the  coast  route  from 

•  the  latter  place  to  Cushendall  is  still  more  so  ;  and,  except  peerless 
Westport,  I  have  seen  nothing  in  Irdand  so  picturesque  as  this  noble 
line  of  coast  scenery.  The  new  road,  luckily,  is  not  yet  completed,  and 
the  lover  of  natural  beauties  had  better  hasten  to  the  spot  in  time,  ere, 
by  flattening  and  improving  the  road,  and  leading  it  along  the  sea- 
shore, half  the  magnificent  prospects  are  shut  out,  now  visible  from 

'  along  the  mountainous  old  road  ;  which,  according  to  the  good  old 
fashion,  gallantly  takes  all  the  liilU  in  its  course,  disdaining  to  turn 
them.  At  three  miles'  distance,  near  the  village  of  Cairlough,  Glenarm 
looks  more  beautiful  than  when  you  are  close  upon  it ;  and,  as  the  car 
travels  on  to  the  stupendous  Garron  Head,  the  traveller,  looking  back, 
has  a  view  of  the  whole  line  of  coast  southward  as  far  as  Isle  Magee 
with  its  bays  and  white  villages,  and  tall  precipitous  cliffs,  green,  white, 
and  gray.  Eyes  left,  you  may  look  with  wonder  at  the  mountains  rising, 
above,  or  presently  at  the  pretty  park  and  grounds  of  Drumnasole. 
Here,  near  the  woods  of  Nappan,  which  are  dressed  in  ten  thousand 
colours— ash-leaves  turned  yellow,  nut-trees  red,  birch-leaves  brown, 
lime-leaves  speckled  over  with  black  spots  (marks  of  a  disease  which 
they  will  never  get  over) — stands  a  school-house  that  looks  like  a  French 
chiteau,  having  probably  been  a  villa  in  fomier  days,  and  discharges 
as  we  pass  a  cluster  of  fair-haired  children,  that  begin  running  madly 
down  the  hill,  their  fair  hair  streaming  bdiind  them.  Down  the  hill 
goes  the  car,  madly  too,  and  you  wonder  and  bless  your  stars  that  the 
horse  does  not  fall,  or  crush  the  children  that  are  running  before,  or 
you  that  are  sitting  behind.  Every  now  and  then,  at  a  trip  of  the  horae, 
9.  disguised  lady's-maid,  with  a  canary-bird  in  her  lap  and  a  vast  anxiety 
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about  her  best  bonnet  in  the  band-box,  begins  to  scream :  at  which  the 
car-boy  grins,  and  rattles  down  the  hill  only  the  quicker.  The  road, 
which  almost  always  skirts  tbe  hill-side,  has  been  torn  sheer  through 
the  rock  here  and  there;  an  immense  work  of  levelling,  shovelling, 
picking,  blasting,  filling,  is  going  on  along  the  whole  line.  As  I  was 
looking  up  a  vast  difT,  decorated  with  patches  of  green  here  and  there 
at  its  summit,  and  at  its  base,  where  the  sea  had  beaten  until  now,  with 
long,  thin,  waving  grass,  that  I  told  a  grocer,  my  neighbour,  was  like 
mermaid's  hair  (though  be  did  not  in  the  least  coincide  in  the  sunile) — 
as  I  was  looking  up  the  hilt,. admiring  two  goats  that  were  browsing  on 
a  little  patch  of  green,  and  two  sheep  perched  yet  higher  (I  had  never 
seen  such  agility  in  mutton] — as,  I  say  once  more,  I  was  looking  at 
these  phenomena,  the  grocer  nudges  me  and  says,  "  Look  on  to  this  side 
— thafs  Scotland  yon."  If  ever  this  book  reaches  a  second  edition,  a 
sonnet  shall  be  inserted  in  this  place,  describing  the  author's  feelings 
on  HIS  FIRST  VIEW  OF  SCOTLAND.  Meanwhile,  the  Scotch  mountains 
remain  undisturbed,  looking  blue  and  solemn,  far  away  in  the  placid 

Rounding  Gairon  Head,  we  come  upon  the  inlet  which  is  called 
Red  Bay,  the  shores  and  sides  of  which  are  of  red  day,  that  has  taken 
the  place  of  limestone,  and  towards  which,  between  two  noble  ranges 
of  mountains,  stretches  a  long  green  plain,  forming,  together  with  the 
hills  that  protect  it  and  the  sea  that  washes  it,  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
landscapes  of  this  most  beautiful  country.  A  fair  writer,  whom  the 
Guide-book  quotes,  breaks  out  into  strains  of  admiration  in  speaking 
of  this  district ;  calls  it  "  Switzerland  in  miniature,"  celebrates  its 
mountains  of  Glenariff  and  Lurgethan,  and  lauds,  in  terms  of  equal 
admiration,  the  rivers,  waterfalls,  and  other  natural  l>eauties  that  lie 
within  the  glen. 

The  writer's  enthusiasm  regarding  this  tract  of  country  is  quite 
warranted,  nor  can  any  praise  in  admiration  of  it  be  too  high  ;  but  alas  ! 
in  calling  a  place  "  Switierland  in  miniature,'  do  we  describe  it  ?  In 
joining  together  cataracts,  valleys,  nishingstreams,  and  blue  mountains, 
with  all  the  emphasis  and  picturesqueness  of  which  type  is  capable,  we 
cannot  get  near  to  a  copy  of  Nature's  sublime  countenance  j  and  tbe 
writer  can't  hope  to  describe  such  grand  sights  so  as  to  make  them 
visible  to  the  fireside  reader,  but  can  only,  to  the  best  of  his  taste  and 
euperience,  warn  the  future  traveller  where  he  may  look  out  for  objects- 
to  admire.  I  think  this  sentiment  has  been  repeated  a  score  of  times, 
in  this  journal ;  but  it  comes  upon  one  at  eveiy  new  display  of  beauty 
and  magnificence,  such  as  here  the  Almighty  in  his  bounty  has  set 
before  us  ;  and  every  such  scene  seems  to  warn  one,  that  it  is  not  made 
to  talk  about  too  much,  but  to  think  of  and  love,  and  be  grateful  for. 

Rounding  this  beautiful  bay  and  valley,  we  passed  by  some  caves. 
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that  penetrate  deep  into  the  red  rock,  and  are  inhabited — one  by  a 
blacksmith,  whose  foi^e  was  blazing  in  the  dark ;  one  by  cattle  ;  and 
one  by  an  old  woman  that  has  sold  whisky  here  for  time  out  of  mind. 
The  road  then  passes  under  an  arch  cut  in  the  rock  by  the  same  spirited 
individual  who  has  cleared  away  many  of  the  difficulties  in  the  route  to 
Glenarm,  and  beside  a  conical  hill,  where  for  some  time  previous  have 
been  visible  the  ruins  of  the  "  ancient  ould  castle  "  of  Reid  Bay.  At  a 
distance,  it  looks  very  grand  upon  its  height ;  but  on  coming  dose  it 
has  dwindled  down  to  a  mere  wall,  and  not  a  high  one.  Hence  quickly 
we  reached  Cushendall,  where  the,  grocer's  family  are  on  the  look-out 
for  him  ;  the  driver  begins  to  blow  his  Utile  bugle,  and  the  disguised 
lady's-maid  begins  to  smooth  her  bonnet  and  hair. 

At  this  place  a  good  dinner  of  fresh  whiting,  broiled  bacon,  and 
small  beer  was  served  up  to  me  for  the  sum  of  eightpence,  while  the 
lady's-maid  in  question  took  her  tea.  "  This  town  is  full  of  Papists," 
said  her  ladyship,  with  an  extremely  genteel  air ;  and,  either  in  con- 
sequence of  this,  or  because  she  ate  up  one  of  the  fish,  which  she  had 
dearly  no  right  to,  a  disagreement  arose  between  us,  and  we  did  not 
exchange  another  word  for  the  rest  of  the  journey.  The  road  led  us 
for  fourteen  miles  by  wild  mountains,  and  across  a  fine  aqueduct  to 
Ballycastle ;  but  it  was  dark  as  we  left  Cushendall,  and  it  was  difficult 
to  see  more  in  the  grey  evening  but  that  the  country  was  savage  and 
lonely,  except  where  the  kilns  were  lighted  up  here  and  there  in  the 
hills,  and  a  shining  river  might  be  seen  winding  in  the  dark  ravines. 
Not  far  from  Ballycastle  lies  a  httle  old  ruin,  called  the  Abbey  of 
Bonamargy  :  by  it  the  Margy  river  runs  into  the  sea,  upon  which  you 
come  suddenly ;  and  on  the  ^ore  are  some  tall  buildings  and  &ctories, 
that  looked  as  well  in  the  moonlight  as  if  they  had  not  been  in  ruins  : 
and  hence  a  fine  avenue  of  limes  leads  to  Ballycastle.  They  must 
have  been  plaiited  at  the  time  recorded  in  the  Guide-book,  when  a 

„. .  mine  was  discovered  near 

the  town,  and  the  works 
and  warehouses  on  the 
quay  erected.  At  present, 
the  place  has  little  trade, 
and  half'a-dozen  carts  with 
apples,  potatoes,  dried  fish, 
and  turf,  seem  to  con-  . 
tain  the  commerce  of  the 
market 

The  picturesque  sort  of 
vehicle  here  designed,  is 
said  to  be  going  much  out 
of  fashion  in  the  codntry, 
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the  solid  wheels  giving  place  \o  those  commit  to  the '  rest'  of  Europe. 
A  fine  and  edifying  conversation  -took  place  betweeh  the '  designer  and 
the  owner  of  the  vehicle  "  Stajidstill  for  a.  minute,  you  and  the  car, 
and  1  will  give  yofftwopencc  !"  "What  do  yod  want  to  da  with  it?" 
says  the  latter.  "Todrawit"  "Toifrtiwitl"  says  lie,  withiwild 
look  of  surprise.  "And  is  it^OTi'/^draw  it?"  "I  mean  I  want  10  take 
apictarc  of  it ;  yoil  knowVhat  itpidtureisf"  "No,'Idon'L"  "Here's 
one,"  says  I,  showing  him  a  book.'  '^  Oh,  feSth,  sir,"  says  the  dumaii, 
drawing  back  rather  alartned,  "  I'm  i^^lMar  !"  And  he  concluded  by 
saying,  "Will  you  buy  the  turf,  ot'ioill  you  not  t"  By  whicH  straight- 
forward queation  be  showed  himself  to  be  arealpiabtical  nian 'of  sense'; 
,  and,  as  he  got  an  unsatisfactory  reply  to  this  query,  he  forthwith  g^vc 
a  lash  to  his  pony  and  declined  t6  wait  a  mihute  longer.  As-  for  the 
twopence,  he  certainly  accepted  that  handsome  sum,  and  put  it  into 
his  pocket,  but  with  an  air  of  extreme  wonder  at  the  transaction,  and  of 
contempt  for  the  giver ;  which  very  hkely  was  perfectly  justifiable.  I  have 
seen  men  despised  in  genteel  companies  with  not  half  so  good  a  cause. 

In  respect  to  the  fine  arts,  I  am  bound  to  say  that  the  people  in 
the  South  and  West  showed  Aiuch  more  curiosity  and  interest  with 
re^d  to  a  sketch  and  its  progress'  than  has  been  shown  by  the 
iadauds  of  the  North ;  the  former  looking  on  by  dozens  and  eiclaim- 
ing,  UThafs  Frank  Mahbaey's  house  !"  or  "  Look  at'Biddy  MulHns 
and  thd  child ! "  or  "  He's  t&king  ofi'  the  rfiimney  now  ! "  as  the  case 
may  be  ;  whereas,  sketching  in  the  North^  I  have  collected  no  such 
3p<ectato(rs,  the  people  not  taking  the  slightest  notice  of  the  transaction. 

The  little  town  of  Ballycastle  does  not  contain  much  to  occupy 
the  traveller :  behind  the  church  stands  a  niirted  old  mansion  with 
roiind  turrets,  that  must  have  been  a  stately' tower  in  former  days. 
The  town  is  more  modem,  but  almost  as  distnal  as'  the  tower.  A  Uttle 
Street  behind  it  ritdes  off  into  a  pot9,to-field — the  pea'cefid  barrier  of 
the  place;  and  hence  I  could  see  thetaiioik  of  Bengord,  with  the  sea 
beyond  it,  and  a  pleasing  landscape  stretching  towards  it. 

Dr.  Hamilton's  elegant  and>  learned  book  has  an  awful  picture  of 
yonder  head  of  Bengore;  and  hard  by  it  the  Giiide-book  says  is  a 
■coal-mine,  where  Mr.  Barrow  foond  a  globular  itone  hammer,  which, 
he  infers,  was  used 'in  the  coal-mme  bd'bre  weapons  of  'iron  were 
invented.  The  former  writer  insinuates  that  the  mine  must  have  been 
'  "WDtlied  more  tlian  a  thousand- years  ago,  "before  the  turbiUenC  chaos 
of  events  that  succeeded'  the  eighth  centnry."  Shall  I  go  and  see  a 
coal-mine  that  Inay  ha.v«  been  worked  a  Aousand  yieaf's  since?  Why 
go  sea  it  f  says  idleness.  To  be  abie  to  say  that  .1  have  seen  it. 
Sheridan's  advice  to  his  son  hereicame  into  my  mind  \*  and  1  shall 

•  "I  want  to  go  into  a  coal-mine,"  says  Tom  Sheridan,'  "in  order  to  say 
Ibtvebeealherei"     "Wdl,  then,  saylo,"  repli*d  the  adiniiihie  father. 
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reserve  a  descriptioii  of  tbe  mine,  and  an  antiquarian  dtsserlatidR 
regarding  it,  for  publication  elsewhere. 

Ballycastle  must  not  be  left  without  recording  the  Uxx  that  one  of 
the  snuggest  inns  in  the  country  is  kept  by  the  postmaster  there ;  who 
has  also  a  stable  fiill  of  good  horses  for  travellers  who  take  bis  little 
inn  on  the  way  to  the  Giant's  Causeway. . 

The  road  to  the  Causeway  is  bleak,  wild,  and  hilly.  The  cabins 
along  the  road  are  scarcely  better  than  those  of  Kerry,  the  inmates  as 
ra^ed,  and  more  fierce  and  dark-looking.  I  never  was  so  pestered 
by  juvenile  be^ar?  as  in  the  dismal  village  of  Ballintoy.  A  crowd  of 
them  rushed  after  the  car,  calling  for  money  in  a  fierce  manner,  as  if 
it  was  their  right :  dogs  as  fierce  as  the  children  came  yelling  after  the 
vehicle ;  and  the  faces  which  scowled  out  of  the  black  cabins  were  not 
a  whit  more  good-humoured.  We  passed  by  one  or  two  more  clumps 
of  cabins,  with  their  turf  and  corn-stacks  lying  together  at  the  foot  of 
the  hills;  placed  there  for  the  convenience  of  the  children,  doubtless, 
who  can  thus  accompany  the  car  either  way,  and  shriek  out  their 
"Bonny  gantleman,  gi'e  us  a  ha'p'ny."  A  couple  of  churches,  one  with 
S  pair  of  its  pinnacles  blown  off,  Stood  in  the  dismal  open  country,  and 
a  gentleman's  house  here  and  there  ;  there  were  no  trees  about  them, 
but  a  brown  grass  round  about—hills  rising  and  falling  in  front,  and 
.  the  sea  beyond.  The  occasional  view  of  the  coast  was  noble ;  wild 
Bengore  towering  eastwards  as  we  went  along;  Raghery  Island  before 
us,  in  the  ste^  rocks  and  caves  of  which  Bruce  took  shelter  when 
driven  from  yonder  Scottish  coast,  that  one  sees  stretching  blue  in  the 
north-east 

I  think  this  wild  gloomy  tract  through  which  one  passes  is  a  good 
prelude  for  what  is  to  be  the  great  sight  of  the  day,  and  got  my  mind 
to  a  proper  state  of  awe  by  the  time  we  were  near  the  journey's  end. 
Turning  away  shorewards  by  the  fine  house  of  Sir  Francis  Macnaghten, 
I  went  towards  a  lone  handsome  inn,  that  stands  close  to  the  Causeway, 
The  landlord  at  Ballycastle  had  lent  me  Hamilton's  book  to  read  on 
the  road ;  but  I  had  not  time  then  to  read  more  than  half  a  dozen 
pages  of  it  They  described  how  the  author,  a  cle^yman  distinguished 
as  a  man  of  science,  had  been  thrust  out  of  a  friend's  house  by  the 
frightened  servants  one  wild  night,  and  butchered  by  some  Whileboys 
who  were  waiting  outside  and  called  for  his  blood.  I  had  been  told  at 
Belfest  that  there  was  a  corpse  in  the  inn :  was  it  there  now  ?  It  had 
driven  off,  the  car-boy  said,  "in  a  handsome  hearse  and  four  to  Dublin' 
the  whole  way,"  It  was  gone,  but  I  thought  the  house  looked  as  if  the 
ghost  was  there.  See,  yonder  are  the  black  rocks  stretching  to  Port- 
rush  :  how  leaden  and  grey  the  sea  looks  :  how  grey  and  leaden  the 
sky  I  You  hear  the  waters  roaring  evermore,  as  they  have  done  since 
the  beginning  of  the  world.    The  car  drives  up  with  a  dismal  grinding 
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noise  of  the  wheels  to  the  big  lone  house :  there's  no  smoke  in  the 
chimneys;  the  doors  are  locked.  Three  savage-looking  men  rush-after 
the  car :  are  they  the  men  who  tocdc  out  Mr.  Hamilton — took  him  out 
and  butchered  him  in  the  moonlight  ?  Is  everybody,  I  wonder,  dead 
in  that  big  house?  Will  they  let  us  in  before  those  men  are  up?  Out 
comes  a  pretty  smiling  girl,  with  a  curtsey,  just  as  the  savages  are  at 
the  car,  and  you  are  ushered  into  a  very  comfortable  room ;  and  the 
men  turn  out  to  be  guides.  Well,  thank  heaven  it's  no  worse  !  I  had 
fifteen  pounds  still  left ;  and,  when  desperate,  have  no  doubt  should 
fight  like  a  lion. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

THE  ClAKT'S  CAUSEWAY— COLERAINE—PORTRUSH. 

THE  traveller  no  sooner  issues  from  the  inn  by  a  back  door,  which 
be  is  informed  will  lead  bim  straight  to  the  Causeway,  than  the 
guides  pounce  upon  bim,  with  a.  dozen  rough  boatmen  who  are  likewise 
lying  in  wait ;  and  a  crew  of  shrill  be^^^-boys,  with  boxes  of  spars, 
ready  to  tear  him  and  each  other  to  pieces  seemingly,  yell  aod  bawl 
incessajitly  round  him.  "  I'm  the  guide  Miss  Henrj'  recommends,' 
shouts  one.  "  I'm  Mr.  Macdonald's  guide," pushes  in  another.  "This 
way,'  roars  a  third,  and  drags  his  prey  down  a  precipice ;  the  rest 
of  them  clambering  and  quarrelling  after.  I  had  no  friends  :  I  was 
perfectly  helpless.  I  wanted  to  walk  down  to  the  shore  by  myself,  but 
they  would  not  let  me,  and  I  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  yield  myself 
into  the  bands  of  the  guide  wbo  bad  seized  me,  wbo  hurried  me  down 
the  steep  to  a  bttle  wild  bay,  flanked  on  each  side  by  rugged  clifls  and 
rocks,  against  which  the  waters  came  tumbling,  frothing,  and  roaring 
furiously.  Upon  some  of  these  black  rocks  two  or  three  boats  were 
lying  :  four  m^n  seized  a  boat,  pushed  it  shouting  into  the  water,  and 
ravished  me  into  it  We  had  slid  between  two  rocks,  where  the  channel 
came  gurgling  in :  we  were  up  one  swelling  wave  that  came  in  a  huge 
advancing  body  ten  feet  above  us,  and  were  plunging  madly  down 
another,  (the  descent  causes  a  sensation  in  the  lower  regions  of  the 
stomach  which  it  is  not  at  all  necessary  here  to  describe,)  before  I  had 
leisure  to  ask  myself  why  the  deuce  I  was  ia  that  boat,  with  four 
rowers  huirooing  and  bounding  madly  from  one  huge  liquid  mountain 
to  another— four  rowers  whom  I  was  bound  to  pay.  I  say,  the  query 
came  quahnishly  across  me  why  the  devil  1  was  there,  and  why  not 
walking  calmly  on  the  shore. 

The  guide  began  pouring  bis  professional  jargon  into  my  ears. 
*  Every  one  of  them  bays,"  says  he,  "has  a  name  (take  my  place,  and 
the  spray  won't  come  over  you)  :  that  is  Port  Noffer,  and  the  nejrt. 
Port  na  Gange ;  them  rocks  is  the  Scookawns  (for  every  rock  has  its 
name  as  well  as  every  bay)  ;  and  yonder — give  way,  zay  boys, — hurray, 
we're  over  it  now ;  has  it  wet  you  much,  sir  ? — that's  the  litde  cave :  it 
goes  five  hundred  feet  under  ground,  and  the  boats  goes  into  it  easy  of 
a  calm  day.* 
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"Is  it  a  fine  day  or  a  rough  one  now?"  says  I;  the  internal  dis- 
turbance going  on  with  more  severity  than  ever. 


"  It's  betwixt  and  between  ;  or,  I  may  aay,  neither  one  noi  the 
other.  Sit  up,  sir.  Look  at  the  entrance  of  the  cave.  Don't  be 
afraid,  sir  ;  never  has  an  accident  happened  in  any  one  of  theie  boats, 
and  the  most  delicate  ladies  has  rode  in  them  on  rougher  days  than 
this.  Now,  boys,  pull  to  the  big  cave.  That,  sir,  is  six  hundred  and 
sixty  yards  in  length,  though  some  say  it  goes  for  miles  inland,  where 
the  people  sleeping  in  their  houses  hear  the  waters  roaring  under 
them." 

The  water  was  tossing  and  tumbling  into  the  mouth  of  the  little 
cave.  1  looked, — for  the  guide  would  not  let  me  alone  till  I  did, — and 
saw  what  might  be  expected  :  a  black  hole  of  some  forty  feet  high, 
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into  which  it  was  no  more  possible  to  see  than  into  a  mill-stone.  "  For 
heaven's  sake,  sir,"  says  I,  "if  you've  no  particular  wish  to  see  the 
mouib  of  the  big  cave,  put  a.bout  and  let  us  see  the  Causeway  and  get 
ashore."  This  was  done,  the  guide  meanwhile  telling  some  story  of  a 
ship  of  the  Spanish  Armada  having  fired  her  guns  at  two  peaks  of 
rock,  then  visible,  which  the  crew  mistook  for  chimney-pots — what 
benighted  fools  these  Spanish  Armadilloes  must  have  been  :  it  is. 
easier  to  see  a  rock  than  a  chimney-pot ;  it  is  easy  to  know  that 
chimney-pots  do  not  grow  on  rocks, — "  But  where,  if  you  please,  is  the 
Causeway  f 

"  That's  the  Causeway  before  you,"  says  the  guid& 

"  Which  f 

"  That  pier  which  you  see  jutting  out  into  the  bay,  right  a-head." 

"  Mon  Dieu  I  and  have  I  travelled  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles  to  see 
thatt" 

I  declare,  upon  my  conscience,  the  barge  moored  at  Hungerford 
market  is  a  more  majestic  object,  and  seems  to  occupy  as  much  space. 
As  for  telling  a  man  that  the  Causeway  is  merely  a  part  of  the  sight  ; 
that  he  is  there  for  the  purpose  of  examining  the  surrounding  scenery  ; 
that  if  he  looks  to  the  westward  he  will  see  Portrusb  and  Don^iil 
Head  before  him  ;  that  the  clifis  immediately  in  his  front  are  green  in 
some  places,  black  in  others,  interspersed  with  blotches  of  brown  and 
streaks  of  verdure ; — what  is  all  this  to  a  lonely  individual  lying  sick  ilk 
a  boat,  between  two  immense  waves  that  only  give  him  momentary 
glimpses  of  the  land  in  question,  to  show  that  it  is  frightfully  near, 
and  yet  you  are  an  hour  fi'om  it  ?  They  won't  let  you  go  away — that 
cursed  guide  wiV/tell  out  his  stock  of  legends  and  stories.  The  boat- 
men insist  upon  your  looking  at  boxes  of  "  specimens,"  which  yoa 
must  buy  of  them ;  they  laugb  as  you  grow  paler  and  paler ;  they 
offer  you  more  and  more  "  specimens  ; "  even  the  dirty  lad  who  pulls 
number  three,  and  is  not  allowed  by  his  comrades  to  speak,  puts  in  his 
oar,  and  bands  you  over  a  piece  of  Irish  diamond  (it  looks  like  half- 
sucked  decampane),  and  scorns  you.  "  Hurray,  lads,  now  for  it,  give 
way  ! "  how  the  oars  do  hurtle  in  the  rowlocks,  as  the  boat  goes  up  an 
aqueous  mountain,  and  then  down  into  one  of  those  cursed  maritime 
valleys  where  there  is  no  rest  as  on  shore  1 

At  last,  after  they  had  pulled  me  enough  about,  and  sold  me  all  the 
boxes  of  specimens,  I  was  permitted  to  land  at  the  spot  whence  we  set 
out,  and  whence,  though  we  had  been  rowing  for  an  hour,  we  had 
never  been  above  five  hundred  yafds  distant  Let  all  cockneys  take 
warning  fronr  this  ;  let  the  solitary  one  caught  issuing  from  the  back 
door  of  the  hotel,  shout  at  once  to  tfie  boatmen  to  be  gone — that  be 
will  Have  none  of  tbem.  Let  bim,  at  any  rate,  go  first  down  to  the 
water  to  determine  whether  it  be  smooth  enough  to  allow  him  to  take 
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any  decent  pleasure  by  riding  on  its  surface.  For  after  all,  it  must  be 
remembered  that  it  w  pleasure  we  come  for— that  we  are  not  ad/ig^d  to 
take  those  boats. — Well,  well  J  I  paid  ten  shillings  for  mine,  and  ten 
minutes  before  would  cheerfully  have  paid  five  pounds  to  be  allowed  to 
quit  it :  it  was  no  hard  bargain  after  alL  As  for  the  boxes  of  spar  and 
specimens,  1  at  once,  being  on  terra  firma,  broke  my  promise,  and  said 

I  would  see  Ihem  ^ first    It  is  wrong  to  swear,  1  know ;  but 

sometimes  it  relieves  one  to  much  ) 

The  first  act  on  shore  was  to  make  a  sacrifice  to  Sanctissima 
Tellus  i  offering  up  to  her  a  neat  and  becoming  Taglioni  coat,  bought 
for  a  guinea  in  Covent  Garden  only  three  months  back.  I  sprawled 
on  my  back  on  the  smoothest  of  rocks  that  is,  and  tore  the  elbows  to 
pieces  :  the  guide  picked  me  up  ;  the  boatmen  did  not  stir,  for  they 
had  had  their  will  of  me ;  the  guide  alone  picked  me  up,  1  say,  and 
bade  me  follow  him.  We  went  across  a  boggy  ground  in  one  of  the 
little  bays,  round  which  rise  the  green  walls  of  the  cliflT,  terminated  on 
either  side  by  a  black  crag,  and  the  line  of  the  shore  washed  by  the 
polupbloisboioiic,  nay,  the  poluphloisboiotatotic  sea.  Two  beggars 
stepped  over  the  bog  after  us  howling  for  money,  and  each  holding  up 
a  cursed  box  of  specimens.  No  oaths,  threats,  entreaties,  would  drive 
these  vermin  away  ;  for  some  time  the  whole  scene  bad  been  spoilt  by 
the  incessant  and  abominable  jargon  of  them,  the  boatmen,  and  the 
guides.  I  was  obliged  to  give  them  money  to  be  left  in  quiet,  and  if, 
,  as  no  doubt  will  be  the  case,  the  Gianfs  Causeway  shall  be  a  still 
greater  resort  of  travellers  than  ever,  the  county  must  put  policemen 
on  the  rocks  to  keep  the  beggars  away,  or  fling  them  in  the  water 
when  they  appear. 

And  now,  by  force  of  money,  having  got  rid  of  the  sea  and  land 
beggars,  you  are  at  liberty  to  examine  at  your  leisure  the  wanders  of 
the  place.  There  is  not  the  least  need  for  a  guide  to  attend  the 
stranger,  unless  the  latter  have  a  mind  to  listen  to  a  parcelof  legends, 
which  may  be  well  from  the  mouth  of  a  wild  simple  peasant  who 
believes  in  his  tales,  but  are  odious  from  a  dullard  who  narrates  them 
at  the  rate  of  sixpence  a  lie.  Fee  him  and  the  other  beggars,  and  at 
last  you  are  left  tranquil  to  look  at  the  strange  scene  with  your  own 
eyes,  and  enjoy  your  own  thoughts  at  leisure. 

That  is,  if  the  thoughts  awakened  by  such  a  scene  may  be  called 
enjoyment ;  but  for  me,  1  confess,  they  are  too  near  akin  to  fear  to  be 
pleasant ;  and  I  don't  know  that  I  would  desire  to  change  that  sensa- 
tion of  awe  and  terror  which  the  hour's  walk  occasioned,  for  a  greater 
familiarity  with  this  wild,  sad,  lonely  place.  The  solitude  is  awftiL  1 
can't  understand  how  those  chattering  guides  dare  to  lift  up  their  voices 
liere,  and  cry  for  money. 

It  looks  like  the  banning  of  the  world,  somehow :  the  sea  looks 
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older  than  in  otber  places,  the  hills  and  roc^s  'strangei  and  ftirmed 
diflerently  from  other  rocks  and  hills — as  those  vast  dubious  monsters 
wore  formed  who  possessed  the  earth  before  man.  The  hiU-tops .  ar« 
shattered  into  a  thousand  cragged  fantastical  shapes ;  the  water  comes 
swelling  into  scores  of  little  strange  creeks,  or  goes  off  with  a  leap, 
roaring  into  those  mysterious  caves  yonder,  which  penetrate  vrbo  knows 
bow  far  into  our  common  world  ?  The  savage  rock-sides  are  painted 
of  a  hundred  colours.  Does  thesan  ever  shine  here?  When  the 
world  was  moulded  and  fashioned  out  of  formless  chaosj  this  ibust 
have  been  the  bit  ever — a  remnant  of  chaos  !  Think  of  that ! — it  is  &. 
tailor's  simile.  Well,  I  am  a  cockney  :  I  wish  I  were  in  PaU  Mall  I 
Yonder  ie  a  kelp-burner  :  a  lurid  smoke  from:  his  burning  kelp  rises  up 
to  the  leaden  sl^,  and  be  looks  as  naked  and  fierce  as  Cain.  3ubbling 
up  out  of  the  rocks,  at  the  very  brim  of  the  sea  rises  a  little  crystal 
spring  ;  how  comes  it  there  ?  and  there  is  aji  old  gray  hag  beside,  wh[> 
has  been  there  for  bundi«ds  and  hundreds  of  years,  and  there  sits  and 
sells  whisky  at  the  extremity  of  creation  !  How  do  you  dare  to  sell 
whisky  there,  old  woman  ?  Did  you  serve  old  Saturn  with  a  glass- 
when  he  lay  along  the  Causeway  here?  In  reply,  she  says,  she  has  nO' 
change  for  a  shilling  :,  she  never  has ;  bat  her  whisky  is  good. 

This  is  not  a  description  of  the  Giant's  Causeway  {as  some-  clever 
critic  will  remark),  but  of  a  Londoner  there,  who  is  by  no  means  so 
interesting  an  object  as  the  natural  curiosity  in  question.  That  singte 
hint  is  sufficient ;  I  have  not  a  word  more  to  say.  "  If,"  says  he,  "  yov 
caimot  describe  the  scene  lying  before  us~~if  you  cannot  slfate  f^om 
your  personal  observation  that  the  number  of  basaltic  pillars  composing 
the  Causeway  has  been  computed  at  about  forty  thousand,  which  vary 
in  diameter,  their  surface  presenting  the  appearance  of  a  tesselated 
pavement  of  polygonal  stones — that  each  pillar  is  formed  of  several 
distinct  Joints,  the  convex  end  of  the  one  being  accurately  fitted  in  thf 
concave  of  the  next,  and  the  length  of  the  joints  varying  from  five  feet 
to  four  bches— that  although  the  pillars  are  polj^onal,  there  is  but  one 
of  three  sides  in  the  whole  forty  thousand  (think  of  that !),  but  three  of 
nine  sides,  and  that  it  may  be  safely  computed  that  ninety-nine  out 
of  one  hundred  pillars  have  either  five,  six,  or  seven  sides ;— if  you 
cannot  state  something  usefii!,  you  had  much  better,  sir,  retire  and  get 
your  dinner," 

Never  was  summons  more  gladly  obeyed.  The  dinner  must  be 
ready  by  this  time  ;  so,  remain  you,  and  look  on  at  the  awful  sceney 
and  copy  it  down  in  words  if-  you  can.  If  at  the  end  of  the  trial  you 
are  dissatisfied  with  your  skill  as  a  painter,  and  find  that  the  bluest 
of  your  words  cannot  render  the  hues  and  vastness  of  that  tremendous 
swelling^  sea— of  those  lean  solitary  crags  standing  rigid  along  th^ 
shore,  where  they  have  been  watching  the  ocean  ever  since  it, was 
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Bixd«-H}f  tbcwe  grey  towers. of- Bonlucc  standing  upon  a  leftden  rod^ 
and  looking  as 'if -some  old,  old  prinoeasjof 'Old,old  fatrj  dmesj  vere 
dragon-Buarded  T>ithiH-~of  ycHi  flat  stretches  of  sand  «4iav  die  Scotch 
and  Irish . mermaids  hold  cooierence — came'avay  too/and  prate  no 
more  about  the  scene  1  There  is  that  in  nature,  doar  Jenkins,,  vhich 
passes:  even  our  powers.  We  can  feel  the  beauty'  Of  a:  Btagni&cent 
landscape,  perhaps  :  but  we  can  describe  a  leg  of  matton  and  turnips 
better.  Come,  then,  this  scene  is  forour  betKrs  to  depict-  If  Mr, 
Tennyson  were  to  come  hither  for  a  month,  and  brood  over  the  place; 
he  might,  in  same  of  those  lofty  heroic  lines  which  ijhe  authpr  of  the 
"  Morte  d'Arthur"  knows  how  to  pile  up,  convey  to  the  reader  a  sense 
of  this  gigantic  desolate  scene.  What !  you,  too,  area  poet?  -Wel^ 
then,  Jenkins,  stay  1  but  believe  me,  you  had  best  take  my  advice,  antj 
come  off.  ' 

The  worthy  landlady  made  her  appearance  with  the  politest  of 
bows  and  an  apology,— for  what  does  the  reader  think  a  lady  should 
apologize  in  the  most  lonely  nide  spot  in  the  world  7— because  a  plain 
saTant-woman  was  about  to  bring  in  the  dinner,  the  waiter  being 
absent  on  leave  at  Coleraiae  !  O  heaven  and  earth  I  where  will  the 
genteel  end?  I  rephed  philosophically  that  I  did  not  care  twopence 
for  the  plainness  or  beauty  of  the  waiter,  but  that  it  was  the  dinner  I 
looked  to,  the  frying  whereof  made,-a  great  noise  in  the  huge  lonely 
house;  and  it  must  be  said,  that  though  the  lady  'Uiai  plain,  the  repast 
was  exceedingly  good,  "  I  have  expended  my  little  all,"  says  the 
landlady,  stepping  in  with  a  speech  after  dinner,  "  in  the  building  of 
this  establishment ;  and  though  to  a  man  its  profits,  may  appear  small, 
to  such  a  beit^  as  I  am  it  will  bring,  I  trust,  a  sufficient  return  j"  and 
on  my  asking  her  why  she  took  the  place,  she  replied  that  she  had 
always,  from  her  earliest  youth,  a  fancy  to  dwell  in  that  spot,  and  had 
accordingly  realized  her  wish  by  building  this  hotel — tliis  mausoleum. 
In  spite  of  the  bright  fire,  and  the  good  dinner,  and  the  good  wine,  it 
was  impossible  to  feel  comfortable  in  the  place;  and  when  the  car- 
wheels  were  heard,  I  jumped  up  with  joy  to  take  my  departure  and 
forget  the  awful  lonely  shore,  and  that  wild,  dismal,  genteel  inn.  A 
ride  over  a  wide  gusty  country,  in  a  gray,  misty,  half-moonlight,  the 
loss  of  a  wheel  at  Bushmills,  and  the  escape  from  a  tumble,  were  the 
delighlfid  varieties  after  the  late  awful  occurrences.  "Such  a  being" 
as  I  am,  would  die  of  loneliness  in  that  hotel ;  and  so  let  all  brother 
cockneys  be  warned. 

Some  time  before  we  came  to  it,  we  saw  the  long  line  of  mist  that 
lay  above  the  Bann,  and  coming  throi^h  a  dirty  suburb  of  low  cottages, 
passed  down  a  broad  street  with  gas  and  lamps  in  it  (tbatik  heaven, 
there  arepeofde  once  more  l)i  and  at  lengdi  drove  up  in  state,  across 
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9  gas-plpe,  in  a  market-place,  before  an  hotel  in  the  town  of  Colerain^ 
famous  for  linen  and  for  Beautiful  Kitty,  who  must  be  old  and  ugly 
now,  for  ifs  a  good  five-and-thirty  years  since  she  broke  her  pitcher, 
according  to  Mr.  Moore's  account  of  her.  The  scene  as  we  entered 
the  "  Diamond  "  was  rather  a  lively  one — a  score  of  little  stalls  were 
brilliant  with  lights ;  the  people  were  thronging  in  the  place  making 
their  Saturday  bargains ;  the  town  clock  began  to  toll  nine ;  and  hark  1 
faithful  to  a  minute,  the  horn  of  the  Deny  mail  was  heard  tootooing, 
and  four  coromerciai  gentlemen,  with  Scotch  accents,  rushed  into  the 
faotel  at  the  same  time  with  myself. 

Among  the  beauties  of  Coleraine  may  be  mentioned  the  price  of 
beef,  which  a  gentleman  told  me  may  be  had  for  fourpence  a  pound; 
and  I  saw  him  purchase  an  excellent  codfish  for  a  shilling.  I  am  bound, 
loo,  to  state  for  the  benefit  of  aspiring  Radicals,  what  two  Conservative 
citizens  of  the  place  stated  to  me,  viz.; — that  though  there  were  two 
Conservative  candidates  then  canvassing  the  town,  on  account  of  a 
vacancy  in  the  representation,  the  voters  were  so  truly  Uberal  that  they 
would  elect  any  person  of  any  other  political  creed,  who  would  simply 
bring  money  enough  to  purchase  their  votes.  There  are  z2o  voters,  it 
appears  ;  of  whom  it  is  not,  however,  necessary  to  "argue"  with  more 
than  fifty,  who  alone  are  open  to  conviction ;  but  as  parties  are  pretty 
equally  balanced,  the  votes  of  the  quinquagint,  of  course,  cany  an 
immense  weight  with  tbem.  Well,  tliis  is  all  discussed  calmly 
standing  on  an  inn  steps,  with  a  jolly  landlord  and  a  professional  man 
of  the  town  to  give  the  informatioa  So,  heaven  bless  us,  the  ways  of 
London  are  beginning  to  be  known  even  here.  GenlQity  has  already 
-taken  up  her  seat  in  the  Giant's  Causeway,  where  she  apologizes  for 
the  plainness  of  her  look :  and,  lo  !  here  is  bribery,  as  bold  as  in  the 
most  civilized  places — hundreds  and  hundreds  of  miles  away  from 
St.  Stephen's  and  Pall  Mall.  I  wonder,  in  that  little  island  of  Raghery, 
so  wild  and  lonely,  whether  civilization  is  beginning  to  dawn  upon  them  ? 
— whether  they  bribe  and  are  genteel  ?  But  for  the  rough  sea  of  yester- 
day, I  think  I  would  have  lied  thither  to  make  the  trial. 

The  town  of  Coleraine,  with  a  number  of  cabin  suburbs  belonging 
to  it,  lies  picturesquely  grouped  on  the  Bann  river :  and  the  whole  of 
the  little  city  was  echoing  with  psalms  as  I  walked  through  it  on  the 
Sunday  morning.  The  piety  of  the  people  seems  remarkable ;  some  of 
the  inns  even  will  not  receive  travellers  on  Sunday;  and  this  is  written 
in  an  hotel,  of  which  every  room  is  provided  with  a  Testament,  con- 
taining an  injunction  on  the  part  of  the  landlord  to  consider  this  world 
itself  as  only  a  passing  abode.  Is  it  well  that  Boniface  should  fumis^h 
his  guest  with  Bibles  as  well  as  bills,  and  sometimes  shut  his  door  ona 
traveller,  who  has  no  other  choice  but  to  read  it  on  a  Sunday?  I 
heard  of  a  gentleman  arriving  from  ship-board  at  Kilrush  on  a  Sunday, 


PORTSTEWART.  519 

when  the  pious  hotel-keeper  refused  him  admittajice ;  and  some  more 
tdes,  which  lb  go  into  would  require  the  introduction  of  private  names 
and  circumstances,  but  would  tend  to  show  that  the  Protestant:  of  the 
North  is  as  much  priest-ridden  as  the  Catholic  of  the  South  ;— priest 
and  old  woman-ridden,  for  there  are  cert^n  expounders  of  doctrine  in 
our  church,  who  are  not,  I  believe,  to  be  found  in  the  church  of  Rome ; 
and  woe  betide  the  stranger  who  comes  to  settle  in  these  parts,  if  his 
"  seriousness  "  be  not  satisfactory  to  the  heads  {with  false  fronts  to  most 
of  them)  of  the  congregations. 

Look  at  that  little  snug  harbour  of  Fortrush  j  a  hideous  new  castle 
standing  on  a  rock  protects  it  on  one  side,  a  snug  row  of  gentlemen's 
cottages  curves  round  the  shore  facing  northward,  a  bath-house,  an 
hotel,  more  smart  houses,  face  the  beach  westward,  defended  by 
another  mound  of  rocks.  In  the  centre  of  the  little  town  stands  a 
new-built  church ;  and  the  whole  place  has  an  air  of  comfort  and  neat- 
ness which  is  seldom  seen  in  Ireland.  One  would  fancy  that  all  the 
tenants  of  these  pretty  snug  habitations,  sheltered  in  this  nook  far  away 
from  the  world,  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  be  happy,  and  spend  thwr 
litde  comfortable  means  in  snug  little  hospitalities  among  one  another, 
and  kind  little  charities  among  the  poor.  What  does  a  man  in  active 
life  ask  for  more  than  to  retire  to  such  a  competence,  to  such  a  snug 
nook  of  the  world ;  and  there  repose  with  a  stock  of  healthy  children 
round  the  fireside,  a  friend  within  call,  and  the  means  of  decent  hos- 
pitality wherewith  to  treat  him  ? 

Let  any  one  meditating  this  pleasant  sort  of  retreat,  and  charmed 
with  the  look  of  this  or  that  place  as  peculiarly  suited  to  his  purpose, 
take  a  special  care  to  understand  his  neighbourhood  first,  before  he 
commit  himself,  by  lease-signing  or  house-buying.  It  is  not' sufficient 
that  you  should  be  honest,  kind-hearted,  hospitable,  of  good  family — 
what  are  your  opinions  upon  religious  subjects  ?  Are  they  such  as  agree 
with  the  notionsof  old  Lady  This,  or  Mrs,  That,  who  are  die  patronesses 
of  the  village  ?  If  not,  woe  betide  you  !  you  will  be  shunned  by  the 
rest  of  the  society,  thwarted  in  your  attempts  to  do  good,  whispered 
against  over  evangelical  bohea  and  serious  muffins.  Lady  This  will 
inform  every  new  arrival  that  you  are  a  reprobate,  and  lost,  and 
Mrs.  That  will  consign  you  and  your  daughters,  and  your  wife  (a 
worthy  woman,  but,  alas  1  united  to  that  sad  worldly  manl)  to  damna- 
tion. The  clergyman  who  partakes  of  the  mufRns  and  bohea  before 
mentioned,  will  very  possibly  preach  sermons  against  you  from  the 
pulpit :  this  was  not  done  at  Portstewart  to  my  knowledge,  but  I  have 
had  the  pleasure  of  sitting  under  a  minister  in  Ireland  who  insulted 
the  very  patron  who  gave  him  his  living,  discoursing  upon  the  sinful- 
ness of  partridge-shooting,  and  threatening  hell-fire  as  the  last  "meet" 
f(»  fox-hunters ;  until  the  squire,  one  of  the  best  and  most  charitable 
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resident  latidloKis  in  Ireland,  was  absolutely  diiven  out  of  the  church 
where  his  fathers  had  worshipped  for  hundreds  of  years,  by  the  insults 
or  this  bowling  evangelical  inquisitor. 

So  much  as  this  I-did  hot  heir  at  Fortstewait ;  but  I  was  told  that 
at  yonder  neat'lobking  bath-house  a  dying  waman  was  denied  a  bath  . 
on  a  Sunday,  By  a  clause  of  the  lease  by  which  the  bath  owner  rents 
his  estabhshment,  he  is  forludden  to  give  baths  to  any  one  on  the 
Sunday.  The  landlord  ofvthe  inn,  forsooth,  shuts  his  gates  on  the  same 
day,  and  his  conscience  on  week  days  will  not  allow  him  to  supply  his 
guests  with  whisky  or  aident  spirits.  I  was  told  by  my  friend,  that 
because  he  refused  to  subscribe  for  some  fancy  charity,  he  received  a 
letter  to  state  that  "he  spent  more  in  one  dinner  than  in  charity  in  the 
course  of  the  "year."  My  worthy  friend  did  not  care  to  contradict  the 
statement,  as  why  should  a  man  ddgn  to  meddle  with  such  a  lie  f  But 
think  how  all  the  fishes,  and  all  the  pieces  of  meat,  and  all  the  people 
who  went  in  and  out  of  his  snug  cottage  by  the  sea-side  must  have 
been  watched  by  the  serious  round  about  I  The  sea  is  not  more  con- 
stant roaring  there,  than  scandal  is  whispering.  How  happy  1  feh, 
while  hearing  these  histories  (demure  heads  in  crimped  caps  peeping 
over  the  blinds  at  us  as  we  ivalked  on  the  beach),  to  think  I  am  a 
cockney,  aad  don't  know  the  name  of  the  man  who  lives  next  door 
tome) 

I  have  heard  various  stories,  of  course  from  persons  of  various 
ways  of  thinking,  charging  their  opponents  with  hypocrisy,  and  proving 
the  charge  by  statements  clearly  showing  that  the  priests,  the  preachers, 
or  the  professing  religionists  in  question,  beUed  their  professions  wofuUy 
by  their  practice.  But  in  matters  of  religion,  hypocrisy  is  so  awful  a 
chai^  to  make  against  a  man,  that  I  think  it  is  almost  unfair  to 
mention  even  the  cases  in  which  it  is  proven  and  which, — as,  pray 
God,  they  are  but  exceptional,— a  person  should  be  very  careful  of 
mentioning,  lest  they  be  considered  to  apply  generally.  Tio'tufe  has 
been  always  a  disgusting  play  to  me  to  see,  in  spite  of  its  sense  and  its 
wit;  and  so,  instead  of  printing,  here  or  elsewhere,  a  few  stories  of  the 
Tartufe  kind  which  I  have  heard  in  Ireland,  the  best  way  will  be  to  . 
try  and  forget  them.  It  is  an  awful  thing  to  say  of  any  man  walking 
under  God's  sun  by  the  side  of  us,  "  You  are  a.  hypocrite,  lying  as  you 
use  the  Most  Sacred  Name,  knowing  that  you  lie  while  you  use  it." 
Let  it  be  the  privilege  of,  any  sect'  that  is  so  minded,  to  imagine  that 
there  b  perdition  in  store  for  all  the  rest  of  God's  creatures  who  do  not 
thmk  with  them :  but  the  easy  countercharge  of  hypocrisy,  which  the 
world  has  been  in  the  habit  of  making  in  its  turn,  is  surely  just  as 
fatal  and  bigoted  an  accusation  as  any  that  the  sects  make  i^ainst 
-  the  world. 

What  has  this  disquisition  to  do  Apropos  of  a  walk  on  the  beach 
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'' iat  Portstewart?  Wly,  it  may  be  made  here  as  well  as  in  other  parts 
<&  Ireland,  or  ebewhere  as  well,  perhaps,  as  here.  It  is  the  most 
priest-ridden  of  countries;  CathoUc  clergymen  lord  it  over  their  ra^ed 
4ocks,  as  Protestant  preachers,  lay  and  clerica],  over  their  more  genteel 
■co-religionists.  Bound  to  inculcate  peace  and  good-will,  their  whole 
life  is  one  of  enmity  and  distrust. 

Walking  away  from  the  httle  bay  and  the  disquisition  which  has 
:somebow  been  raging  there,  we  went  across  some  wild  dreary  high- 
lands to  the  neighbouring  httle  town  of  Portiush,  where  is  a  neat  town 
.and  bouses,  and  a  harbour,  and  a  new  church  too,  so  like  the  last- 
named  place  that  I  thought  for  a  moment  we  had  only  made  a  round, 
and  were  back  again  at  Portstewart,  Some  gentlemen  of  the  place, 
4ind  my  guide,  who  had  a  neighbourly  liking  for  it,  showed  me  the 
new  church,  and  seemed  to  be  well  pleased  wi^h  the  edifice ;  which 
is,  indeed,  a  neat  and  convenient  one,  of  a  rather  irregular  Gothic. 
"The  best  thjng  about  the  church,  I  think,  was  the  history  of  it.  The 
■old  church  had  lain  some  miles  off,  in  the  most  inconvenient  part  of 
the  parish,  whereupon  the  clergyman  and  some  of  the  gentry  had 
raised  a  subscription  in  order  to  build  the  present  church.  The  ex- 
penses had  exceeded  the  estimates,  or  the  subscriptions  had  fallen  short 
-of  the  sums  necessary;  and  the  church,  in  consequence,  was  opened 
with  a  debt  on  it,  which  the  rector  and  two  more  of  the  gentry  had 
"taken  on  their  shoulders.  The  living  is  a  small  one,  the  other  two 
.gentlemen  going  bail  for  the  edifice  not  so  rich  as  to  think  light  of  the 
payment  of  a  couple  of  hundred  pounds  beyond  their  previous  sab- 
^scriptions — the  lists  arc  therefore  still  t^ien ;  and  the  clei|;yman 
expressed  himself  perfectly  satisfied  either  that  he  would  be  reim- 
bursed one  day  or  other,  or  that  he  would  be  able  to  make  out  the 
.payment  of  the  money  for  which  he  stood  engaged.  Most  of  the 
Koman  Catholic  churches  that  I  have  seen  through  the  country  have  , 
been  built  in  this  way, — begun  when  money  enough  was  levied  for 
■constructing  the  foundation,  elevated  by  degrees  as  fresh  subscriptions 
<ame  in,  and  finished— by  the  way,  I  don't  think  1  have  seen  one 
finished ;  but  there  is  something  noble  in  the  spirit  (however  certain 
•economists  may  cavil  at  it)  that  leads  people  to  commence  these  pious 
undertakings  with  the  firm  trust  that  "  Heaven  will  provide." 

Eastward  from  Portrush,  we  came  upon  a  beautiful  level  sand 
which  leads  to  the  White  Rocks,  a  famous  place  of  resort  for  the  fre- 
quenters of  the  neighbouring  watering-places.  Here  are  caves,  and 
for  a  considerable  distance  a  view  of  the  wild  and  gloomy  Antrim 
coast  as  far  as  Bengore.  Midway,  jutting  into  the  sea,  (and  I  was 
jlad  it  was  so  far  off,)  was  the  Causeway;  and  nearer,  the  grey  towers 
of  Dunluce. 

Looking  north,  were  the  blue  Scotch  hills  and  the  ne^hbouriog 
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Raghery  Island.    Nearer  Portrush  were  two  rocky  islands,  called  tke 

Skerries,  of  which  a  sportsman  of  our  party  vaunted  the  capabilities, 

^/■"^  regretting  that  my  stay  was  not  longer, 

/  'j"^      so  that  I  might  land  and  shoot  a.  few 

■^     f-  ducks  there.     This  unlucky  lateness  of 

the  season  struck  me  also  as  a  most 

afQicting  circumstance.   He  said  also  that 

fish  were  caught  -off  the  island — not  lish 

good  to  eat,  but  very  strong  at  pulling, 

eager  of  biting,  and  affording  a  great  deal 

^  of  sport     And  so  we  turned  our  backs 

1  once  more  upon  the  Giant's  Causeway, 

and  the  grim  coast  on  which  it  Ues ;  and 

I  as  my  taste  in  Ufe  leads  me  to  prefer 

\  looking  at  the  smiling  fresh  &ce  of  a 

young  cheerful  beauty,  ralh^r  than  at  the 

fierce  countenance  and  high  features  of  ■ 

a  dishevelled  Meg  Merrilies,  I  must  say 

again  that  I  was  glad  to  turn  my  back  on  this  severe  part  ^i  the  Antrim 

coast,  and  my  steps  towards  Derry. 


n,oii,7=rir,  Google 


CHAPTER  XXX.  " 

PEC    OF    LIUAVADDY. 

BETWEEN  Colemine  and  Deny  there  is  a  daily  car,  (besides  one 
or  two  occasional  queer-looking  coaches),  and  1  had  this  vehicle, 
-with  an  intelligent  driver,  and  a  horse  with  a  hideous  raw  on  his 
shoulder,  entirely  to  myself  for  thefive-and-twentymilesof  our  journey. 
The  cahiDs  of  Coleraine  are  nat  parted  with  in  a  hurry,  and  we  crossed 
the  bridge,  and  went  up  and  down  the  hills  of  one  of  the  suburban 
streets,  the  Bann  flowing  picturesquely  to  our  left ;  a  large  Catholic 
•chapel,  the  before-mentioned  cabins,  and  farther  on,  some  neat-looking 
houses  and  plantations,  to  our  right  Then  we  began  ascending  wide 
lonely  hills,  pools  of  bog  shining  here  and  there  amongst  them,  with 
birds,  both  black  and  white,  both  geese  and  crows,  on  the  hunt  Some 
«f  the  stubble  was  ahready  ploughed  up,  but  by  the  side  of  most 
cottages  you  saw  a  black  potato-field  that  it  was  time  to  dig  now,  for 
the  weather  was,  changing,  and  the  winds  beginning  to  roar.  Woods, 
Whenever  we  passed  them,  were  flinging  round  eddies  of  mustard- 
coloured  leaves ;  the  white  trunks  of  lime  and  ash-trees  beginning  to 
look  very  bare. 

Then  we  stopped  to  give  the  taw-backed  horse  water ;  then  n-e 
trotted  down  a  hill  with  a  noble  bleak  prospect  of  Lough  Foyie  and 
ihe  surrounding  mountains  before  us,  until  we  reached  the  town  of 
Newtown  Limavaddy,  where  the  raw-backed  horse  was  exchanged  for 
another  not  much  more  agreeable  in  his  appearance,  though,  like  his 
■comrade,  not  slow  on  the  road. 

Newtown  Limavaddy  is  the  third  tows  in  the  county  of  London- 
■derry.  It  comprises  three  well-built  streets,  the  others  are  inferior ; 
it  is,  however,  respectably  inhabited :  all  this  may  be  true,  as  the  well- 
informed  Guide-book  avers,  but  I  am  bound  to  say  that  I  was  thinking 
of  something  else  as  we  drove  through  the  town,  having  fallen  eternally 
in  love  during  the  ten  minutes  of  our  stay. 

Yes,  Peggy  of  Limavaddy,  if  Barrow  and  Inglis  have  gone  to 
■Conneraara  to  fall  in  love  with  the  Misses  Flynn,  let  us  be  allowed  t<> 
come  to  Ulster  and  offer  a  tribute  of  praise  at  your  feet — at  your 
dtockingless  feet,  O  Margaret !  Do  you  remember  the  October  day 
f  twas  the  first  day  of  the  hard  weather),  when  the  way-worn  traveller 
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■A  of  this  passion  had  b 
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Riding  Ironi  Coleraine  I     Weaiy  was  his  sonl, 

(Fajned  foe  lovely  Kitt)'],  Shivering  and  sad  he 

Came  a  Cockoey  bound  Bumped  along  the  road 

Unto  Deny  city  ;  |         Lads  to  limavaddy. 


Momitains  stretched  around, 
Gloomy  was  thrir  Uating, 
And  the  hone's  hoofs 

Wind  npon  the  heath 

Howling  was  and  piping. 
On  the  heath  and  bog. 

Black  with  many  a  snipe  in ; 
Mid  the  b(^  of  black 

Silver  pools  were  flashing, 
Crowi  upon  their  sides 

Picking  were  and  Splashing. 
Codiney  on  Ihe  car 

Closer  folds  his  plaidy, 
Gmmbling  at  the  road 

Leads  to  UnuLvaddy. 

Through  tlie  crashing  woodi 

Antumn  bra.wrd  and  bhuter'd, 
Tossing  round  about 

Leaves  the  hue  of  mustard  ; 
Yonder  lay  Lou^  Foyle, 

■Which  a  storm  was  wMp[Hng, 
Covering  with  mist 

Lake,  and  shoies,  aadsbip{ang: 
Up  and  down  ihe  hUl 

(Nothing  could  be  bokler). 
Hone  went  with  ft  law 

Bleeding  tm  his  shoulder. 
"  Where  are  horses  changed?" 

Said  I  tc>  the  Luldy 
Drivii^  on  the  box : 

"  Sir,  at  Limavadd^." 

Ugoavaddy  inn's 

But  a  humble  boilhouscy 
Wlwre  you  may  procure  ■  ^ 

Whisky  and  potatoes ; 


I.andlord  at  the  door 

Gives  a  smiling  welcome' ' 
To  the  ihivcring  wights 

Who  to  hi»  hotd  cooK^ . 
Landlady  witliin 

Sits  uid  knits  a  stodcing. 
With  a  wary  foot 

Baby's  cradle  rocking. 
To  the  chimney  iraok, 

Havli^  found  admittunce. 
Then  I  watch  a  pnp 

Playing  with  two  kittens  ; 
(Playing  lOimd  the  fire. 

Which  ot  bluing  turf  i% 
Roaring  to  tbe  pot 

Which  bubbles  with  the  murphies  ;k 
And  the  cradled  bat>e 

Fond  the  mother  nursed  it  I 
Singing  it  a  song 

As  she  twists  the  woftted ! 
Up  Wtd  down  the  stair 

Two  more  young  ones  patter 
(Twins  were  never  seen 

Dirtier  nor  fatter)  % 
Both  have  mottled  legs, 

Both  have  snabby  noses, 
Botb  have— Here  the  Host 

Kindly  interposes  ; 
"  Sore  yon  moat  be  froie 

With  the  sleet  and  hail,  sir. 
So  will  yon  have  some  pnndi, 

Qr  will  yon  have  some  al«,  sir  7  "* 


Enters  with  the  liquor, ' 
(Hair  a  pint  of  sle' 
Frothing  m  a  bcB.ker). 


■<0^<L 
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Gods  I  I  didn't  kn<7w    - 

Wbat  my  beating  heart  meuit, 
Hebe'l  self  I  thought 

EnteHd  tlie  apartmenL 
As  she  came  slie  smiled, 

And  the  snule  bewitchiog, 
Od  mf  ward  and  bononi, 

lighted  uU  the  kitchen  t 

With  a  cnrtsey  neat 

Greeting  the  new  comer, 
Lo»ely,  smiling  P^ 

OSen  me  the  mmmer ; 
Bat  mj  trembling  hand 

Up  the  beaker  tilted, 
And  the  glass  of  ale 

Every  drop  I  spilt  it ;     ■ 
Spilt  it  every  drop 

(Dames,  who  read  my  volumes. 
Pardon  such  a  word,) 

On  my  whatd'ycall'ems  t 
Witnessmg  the  sight 

Of  that  dire  disaster. 
Out  began  to  laugh 

Missis,  maid,  and  master ; 
Such  a  merry  peal 

'Specially  Miss  Pig's  nas, 
(As  the  glass  of  ale 

Trickling  down  my  1^  was), 
That  the  joyful  sound 

Of  that  riEiglng  laughter 
Echoed  in  my  eais 

Many  a  long  day  after. 

Sqch  a  silver  peal ! 

In  the  meadows  listening. 
Yon  who've  heard  the  bells   -  . 

Ringing  to  a  christening  { 


You  who  ever  hei^ 
Caradori  pretty. 

Smiling  like  an  angel 

Singing  "  Giotioetti," 
Fancy  Pe^/s  laugh. 

Sweet,  and  clear  and  cheerful. 
At  my  pantaloons  - 

With  half  a  pint  of  beei  full  t 

When  the  laugh  was  done, 

P^,  the  pretty  hnssy. 
Moved  about  the  room 

Wonderfully  busy ; 
Now  she  looks  to  see 

If  the  kettle  keep  hot, 
Now  she  rubs  the  spoons, 

Now  she  deans  the  teapot ; 
Now  she  sets  the  cups 

Trimly  and  secure, 
Now  she  scours  a  pot 

And  so  it  was  I  drew  her. 

Thus  it  was  I  drew  her 

Scouring  of  a  kettle.* 
(Faith  1  her  blushing  cheeks 

Redden'd  on  the  metal  I) 
Ah  !  but  tis  in  rain 

That  I  try  to  sketch  it ; 
The  pofperhaps  is  like, 

Bnt  Peggy"!  face  is  wretched. 

No  :  the  best  of  lead, 
And  of  Indian-rubber, 
■  Never  could  depict 

That  sweet  kettle-sciubber  I 
See  her  as  she  moves  I 

Scarce  the  ground  she  tonches, 

Giscefiil  as  a  duchess  ; 


*  The  Lite  Mr.  Pope  represents  Camilla  as  "icauring  IhtfJaiii,"  an  absurd 
and  useless  task.  F^y's  oecupation  with  the  kettle  is  moch  more  simple  and 
noble.  The  next  two  hues  of  this  verse  (whereof  the  author  scorns  to  deny  an 
obligation)  is  firom  the  celebrated  "Frithiof"  of  Esaias  Tigner.  A  maiden  is 
serving  warriors  to  drink,  and  is  standing  by  a  shield — "  Und  die  Runde  des 
Schildes  ward  wie  das  MilgdeleiD  roth,"— perhaps  the  above  b  the  best  thing 
in  both  poems. 
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Bare  hec  rounded  amn, 
Bar«  her  little  leg  U, 

Vestris  never  show'd 
Ankles  like  to  P^gT*!  : 


This  I  do  declare, 

Happy  is  the  laddy 
Who  the  heart  can  share 

Of  P^  of  Limavaddy ; 
Mairied  if  ahe  were. 

Blest  would  be  the  daddy 
or  the  children  fur 

Of  Pig  of  Limavaddy  j 

In  the  laud  of  Faddy, 
F:ur  beyond  compare 
Is  P^  of  Limavaddy. 


Braided  is  her  hair. 

Soft  her  look  and  modest. 
Slim  her  little  wust 

Comfortably  bodic^. 


Citizen  or  squire, 

Tory,  Whig,  or  Radi- 
cal would  all  de^re 

P^  of  Limavaddy. 
Had  I  Homer's  fire, 

Or  that  of  Serjeant  Taddy, 
Meetly  I'd  admire 

Peg  of  limavaddy. 
And  till  I  expire, 

Or  tQl  I  grow  mad,  I 
Will  smg  unto  my  lyre 

P^  of  IJmavaddy ! 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

TEMPLEMOYLE— DERRY, 

FROM  Newtown  Limavaddy  to  Derry  the  traveller  has  many  wild 
and  noble  prospects  of  Lough  Foyle  and  the  plains  and  moun- 
tains round  it,  and  of  scenes  which  may  possibly  in  this  country  be 
still  more  agreeable  to  him — of  smiling  cultivation,  and  comfortable, 
well-built  villages,  such  as  are  only  too  rare  in  Ireland.  Of  a  great 
part  of  this  district  the  London  Companies  are  landlords — the  best 
of  landlords,  too,  according  to  the  report  I  could  gather ;  and  their 
good  stewardship  shows  itself  especially  in  the  neat  villages  of  Muflf 
and  Ballikelly,  through  both  of  which  I  passed.  In  BaUikeUy,  besides 
mmierous  simple,  stout,  brick-built  dwellings  for  the  peasantry,  with 
their  shining  windows  and  trim  garden-plots,  is  a  Presbyterian  meet- 
ing-house, so  well-built,  substantial,  and  handsome,  so  different  from 
the  lean,  pretentious,  sham-Gotbic  ecclesiastical  edifices  which  have 
been  erected  of  late  years  in  Ireland,  that  it  can't  fail  to  strike  th« 
tourist  who  has  made  architecture  his  study  or  his  pleasure.  The 
gentlemen's  seats  in  the  district  are  numerous  and  handsome ;  and 
the  whole  movement  along  the  road  betokened  cheerfulness  and 
prosperous  activity. 

.  As  the  carman  bad  no  other  passengers  but  myself,  he  made  no 
objection  to  carry  me  a  couple  of  miles  out  of  his  way,  through  the 
village  of  Muff,  belonging  to  the  Grocers  of  Londoh  (and  so  hand- 
somely and  comfortably  built  by  them  as  to  cause  all  cockneys  to 
exclaim,  "  WeE  done  our  side  ( ")  and  thence  to  a.very  interesting  insti- 
tution, which  was  established  some  fifteen  years  since  in  the  neighbour- 
hood—the Agricultural  Seminary  of  Templemoyle.  It  lies  on  a  hill  in 
a  pretty  wooded  country,  and  is  most  curiously  secluded  from  the 
world  by  the  tortuousness  of  the  road  which  approaches  it. 

Of  course  it  is  not  my  business  to  report  upon  the  agricultural 
system  practised  there,  or  to  discourse  on  the  state  of  the  land  or  the 
crops  i  the  best  testimony  on  this  subject  is  the  fact  that  the  Institu- 
tion hired,  at  a  small  rental,  a  tract  of  land,  which  was  reclaimed  and 
farmed,  and  that  of  this  farm  the  landlord  has  now  taken  possession, 
leaving  the  young  fanners  to  labour  on  a  new  tract  of  land,  for  which 
they  pay  five  times  as  much  rent  as  for  their  former  holding.    But 
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though  a  person  versed  in  agriculture  could  give  a  far  more  satisfactory 
account  of  the  place  than  one  to  whom  such  pursuits  are  quite  un- 
familiar, there  is  a  great  deal  about  the  establishment  which  any 
dttien  can  remark  on ;  and  he  must  be  a  very  difficult  cockaey  indeed 
who  won't  be  pleased  here. 

After  winding  in  and  out,  and  up  and  down,  and  round  about  the 
eminence  on  which  the  house  stands,  we  at  last  found  an  entrance  to 
it,  by  a  court-yard,  neat,  well-built,  and  spacious,  where  ate  the  stables 
and  numerous  ofSces  of  the  farm.  The  scholars  were  at  dinner  off  a 
comfortable  meal  of  boiled  beef,  potatoes,  and  cabbages,  when  I 
arrived ;  a  master  was  reading  a  book  of  histoiy  to  them  ;  and  silence, 
it  appears,  is  preserved  during  the  dinner.  Seventy  scholars  were 
here  assemUed,  some  young,  and  some  expanded  into  sii  feet  and 
whiskers — aU,  however,  are  made  to  maintain  exactly  the  same  <fisci- 
pline,  whether  whiskered  or  not 

The  "head  farmer"  of  the  school,  Mr.  Campbell,  a  very  intelli- 
gent Scotch  gendeman,  was  good  enough  to  conduct  me  over  the 
place  and  the  farm,  and  to  give  a  hbtory  of  the  establishment  and  the 
course  pursued  thet&  The  Seminary  was  founded  in  1827,  by  the 
North-west  of  Ireland  Society,  by  members  of  which  and  others  about 
three  thousand  pounds  were  subscribed,  and  the  buildings  of  the 
school  erected.  These  are  spacious,  simple,  and  comfortable ;  there 
is  a  good  stone  house,  with  airy  dormitories,  school-rooins,  &c.,  and 
large  and  convenient  ofBces.  The  establishment  had,  at  first,  some 
difficulties  to  contend  with,  and  for  some  time  did  not  number  more 
than  thirty  pupils.  At  present  there  are  seventy  scholars,  paying  ten 
pounds  a  year,  with  which  sum,  and  the  labour  of  the  pupils  on  the 
faim,  and  the  produce  of  it,  the  school  is  entirely  supported.  The 
reader  will,  perhaps,  like  to  see  an  extract  from  the  Report  of  the 
school,  which  contains  more  details  regarding  it. 

"TEMPLEMOYLE  WORK   AND   SCHOOL  TABLE. 

"From  aorf  Marckto  zyd Sc^embtr. 
' '  Boys  divided  into  two  classes,  A  and  B: 


8—9  Break^t 

9—1  ;. :....:.. 

I — 2  Dinner  and  recreation. 

a— 6  ^. 

6 — 7  Recreation. 

7—9  Prepare  Itssons  for  neit  day. 

9—  To  bed. 
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"  On  Tuesday  B  commence*  woHi  in  the  monung  and  A  at  school,  and  so 
on  altemate  days, 

"  Each  class  is  again  subdirided  Into  three  divisions.  Over  each  of  which  is 
placed  a  monitor,  selected  liom  the  steadiest  and  best  informed  boys ;  he 
receives  the  Head  Farmer's  directions  as  to  the  work  to  be  done,  and  super- 
intends his  party  while  perronning  it. 

"  In  winter  the  time  of  labour  is  shortened  according  to  the  ler^;th  of  the 
day,  and  the  hours  at  school  increased. 

"  In  wet  days,  when  tlie  boys  cannot  work  onC,  all  are  required  to  aUend 

'     "  DiETASY. 

"fntiifJiri;,— Eleven  ounces  of  oatm^  made  in  stirabout,  one  pint  of 
Eweet  mQk. 

"Dinner. — Sunday — Three  quartereofa  pound  of  beef  slewed  with  pepper 
and  onions,  or  one  half-pound  of  coned  beef  with  cabbage  and  three  and  a 
half  Qonnds  of  potatoes. 

"  Monday — One  half-pound  of  pickled  tieef,  three  and  a  half  pounds  of 
potatoes,  one  pint  of  buttermilk. 

"  Tuesday— Btoth  made  of  one  half-pound  of  beef,  wUh  leeks,  cabbage 
and  paisley,  and  three  and  a  half  pounds  of  potatoes. 

"  Wednesday — Two  ounces  of  butter,  eight  ounco  of  oatmeal  made  into 
bread,  three  and  a  half  pounds  of  potatoes,  and  one  pint  of  sweet  milk. 

"  Thursday— Half  a  pound  of  pickled  prak,  with  cabbage  or  turnips,  and 
three  and  a  balf  pounds  of  potatoes. 

"Friday — Two  ounces  of  batter,  eight  ounces  wheat  meal  made  into  bread, 

one  pint  of  sweet  milk  or  fresh  buttermilk,  three  and  a  half  poimds  of  potatoes. 

"  Saturday — Two  ooncea  of  butter,  one  pound  of  potatoes  mashed,  eight 

ounces  of  wheat  meal  made  Into  bread,  two  and  a  half  pounds  of  potatoes,  one 

ptnt  of  buttermilk.  ' 

"  Sutler. — In  summer,  flummery  made  of  one  pound  of  oatmeal  seeds,  and 
one  pint  of  sweet  milk.  In  winter,  three  and  b  half  pounds  of  potatoes,  and 
one  pint  of  buttermilk  or  sweet  milk. 

"Rules  for.  the  TEUFI.EMOYLB  School. 
"  I.  The  pupils  are  required  to  say  their  prayers  in  the  morning,  before 
leaving  the  dormitory,  and  at  night,  before  retiring  to  rest,  each  separately,  and 
after  the  maimer  to  which  he  has  been  habituated. 

"2.  The  pupils  are  requested  to  wash  tlidr  hands  and  &ces  before  the 
commencement  of  business  in  the  morning,  on  retoming  from  agrieoltaral 
.  labour,  and  after  dinner. 

"J.  The  pupils  are  reqmred  to  pay  the  strictest  attention  to  theur  instmc< 
tors,  both  during  the  hours  of  agricnltural  and  liteAry  occupation. 

"  4.  Strife,  disobedience,  Inattention,  or  any  description  of  riotous  or  dis- 
orderly conduct,  .is  pumshable  by  citia  labour  or  confinement  as  directed  by 
the  Committee,,  according  to  circum stances. 

"  5.  Diligent  and  respectful  behaviour,  continued  for  a  considerable  time, 
will  be  rewarded  by  occwional  pcrmis^on  for  the  jnqdl  m  distingnished  to 
Tisit  his  home. :.  .  . 
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"  6.  No  pnpU,  on  oblaining  leave.of  absence,  shall  presome  to  contmue  it 
for  a  longer  period  tban  that  prescribed  Iq  him  on  leaving  the  Semiaa:y. 

"  7.  During  their  rural  labour,  the  pupils  are  to  consider  themselves 
amenable  to  the  authority  of  their  Agricultural  Instructor  alone,  and  during 
their  attendance  in  tlie  school-room,  to  that  of  their  Literary  Instruclor  alone. 

"  &  Non-attendance  during  any  part  of  the  time  allotted  either  for  1iterar7 
or  agricultucal  employment,  will  be  punithed  as  a  serious  oSencC. 

"  9.  During  the  hours  of  recreation  the  pupils  are  to  be  under  the  snper- 
intendence  of  their  lostructois,  and  not  snCfered  to  pais  beyond  the  limits  of 
the  farm,  except  under  thdr  guidance,  or  with  a  written  penniision  from  one 
of  them. 

"lb.  The  pupils  ue  required  to  make  up  their  beds,  and  keep  those 
clothes  not  in  immediate  use  neatly  folded  up  in  their  trunk?,  and  to  be  par- 
tkular  in  never  suEFering  any  garment,  book,  implement,  or  other  article 
belonging  to  or  used  by  them,  to  lie  about  in  a  slovenly  or  disorderly  maimer. 

"  1 1.  Respect  to  superiors,  and  gentleness  of  demeanour,  both  among  tbe 
pupils  themselves  and  towards  the  servants  and  labourers  of  the  establishment, 
are  particularly  insisted  upon,  and  will  be  considered  a  prominent  ground  of 
approbation  and  reward. 

"  12.  On  Sundays  the  pupils  are  required  to  attend  their  respective  places 
of  worship,  accompanied  by  their  Instructors  or  Monitors  ;  and  it  is  earnestly 
recommended  to  them  to  employ  a  part  of  the  remainder  of  the  day  in  sincerely 
reading  the  Word  of  God,  and  in  such  other  devotional  enercises  as  their 
respective  ministers  may  point  out." 


At  certain  periods  of  the  year,  when  all  hands  are  required,  such  as 
harvest,  &c.,  the  literary  labours  of  the  scholars  are  stopped,. and  they 
ate  all  in  the  field.  On  the  present  occasion  we  followed  tiiem  into  a 
potato-field,  where  an  aimy  of  them  were  employed  digging  out  tlie 
potatoes;  while  another  regiment  were  trenching-in  elsewhere  for  the 
winter;  the  boys  were  leading  the  carts  to  and  fro.  To  reach  the 
potatoes  we  had  to  pass  a  field,  part  of  which  was  newly  ploughed  : 
the  ploughing  was  the  work  of  the  boys,  loo;  one  of  them  being  left 
with  an  experienced  ploughman  for  a  fortnight  at  a  lime,  in  which 
space  the  lad  can  acquire  some  practice  in  the  art.  Amongst  the 
potatoes  and  the  boys  digging  Ihcm,  I  observed  a  number  of  girls, 
taking  them  up  as  dug  and  removing  the  soil  from  the  roots.  Such  a 
society  for  seventy  young  men  would,  in  any  other  country  in  the  world, 
be  not  a  little  dangerous;  but  Mr.  Campbell  said  that  no  instance  of 
harm  had  ever  occurred  ia  consequence,  and  I  believe  bis  statement 
may  be  fully  relied  ou:  the  whole  coimtry  bears  testimony  to  this  noble 
purity  of  morals.  Is  there  any  other  in  Europe  which  in  this  point 
can  compare  with  it  ? 

In  winter  the  fann  works  do  not  occupy  the  pupils  so  much,  and' 
ihcy  give  more  time  to  their  literary  studies.    They  get  a  good  English  - 
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education ;  they  are  grounded  in  arithmetic  and  mathematics  ;  and  I 
saw  a  good  map  of  an  adjacent  fann,  made  from  actual  survey  by  one 
of  the  pupils.  Some  of  them  are  good  draughtsmen  likewise,  but  of 
their  performances  I  could  see  no  specimen,  the  artists  being  abroad, 
occupied  wisely  in  digging  the  potatoes. 

And  here,  Apropos,  not  of  the  school  but  of  potatoes,  let  me  tell  a 
potato  story,  which  is,  I  think,  to  the  purpose,  wherever  it  is  t6id.  In 
the  county  of  Mayo  a  gentleman  by  the  name  of  Crofton  is  a  landed 
proprietor,  in  whose  neighbourhood  great  distress  prevailed  among  the 
peasantry  during  the  spring  and  summer,  when  the  potatoes  of  the 
last  year  were  consumed,  and  before  those  of  the  present  season  were 
up.  Mr.  Crofton,  by  liberal  donations  on  his  own  part,  and  by  a  sub- 
scription which  was  set  on  foot  among  his  friends  in  England  as  well 
as  in  Ireland,  was  enabled  to  collect  a  sum  of  money  sufficient  to 
purchase  mea!  for  the  people,  which  was  given  to  them,or  sold  at  very 
low  prices,  until  the  pressure  of  want  was  withdrawn,  and  the  blessed 
polaio-crop  came  in.  Some  time  in  October,  a  smart  night's  frost  made 
Mr.  Crofton  think  that  it  was  time  to  take  in  and  pit  his  own  potatoes, 
end  he  told  his  steward  to  get  labourers  accordingly. 

Next  day,  on  going  to  the  potato-grounds,  he  found  the  whole  fields 
swarming  with  people;  the  whole  crop  was  out  of  the  ground,  and  again 
under  it,  pitted  and  covered,  and  the  people  gone,  in  a  few  hours.  It 
was  as  if  the  fairies  that  we  read  of  in  the  Irish  legends,  as  coming  to 
the  aid  of  good  people  and  helping  them  in  their  labours,  had  taken  a 
liking  to  this  good  landlord,  and  taken  in  his  harvest  for  him,  Mr. 
Crofton,  who  knew  who  his  helpers  had  been,  sent  the  steward  to  pay 
them  their  day's  wages,  and  to  thank  them  at  the  same  time  for  having 
come  to  help  him  at  a  time  when  their  labour  was  so  useful  to  him. 
One  and  all  refused  a  penny;  and  their  spokesman  said,  "They  wished 
they  could  do  more  for  the  likes  of  him  or  his  family."  I  have  heard  of 
many  conspiracies  in  this  country ;  is  not  this  one  as  worthy  to  be  told 
as  any  of  them? 

Round  the  house  of  Templemoyle  is  a  pretty  garden,  which  the 
pupils  take  pleasure  in  cultivating,  filled  not  with  fruit  (for  this,  though 
there  are  seventy  gardeners,  the  superintendent  said  somehow  seldom 
reached  a  ripe  state),  but  with  kitchen  herbs,  and  a  few  beds  of  pretty 
flowers,  such  as  are  best  suited  to  cottage  horticulture.  Such  simple 
carpenters'  and  masons'  work  as  the  young  men  can  do  is  likewise 
confided  to  them ;  and  though  the  dietary  may  appear  to  the  English- 
man as  rather  a  scanty  one,  and  though  the  English  [ads  certainly 
make  at  first  very  wry  faces  at  the  stirabout  porridge  (as  they  naturally 
will  when  first  put  in  the  presence  of  that  abominable  mixture),  yet 
^af^er  a  time,  strange  to  say,  they  b^n  to  find  it  actually  palatable ; 
and  the  best  proof  of  the  excellence  of  the  diet  is,  that  nobody  is  ever  ill 

-ooylc 
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ia  the  institation ;  colda.and  fevera  and  the. ailments  of  lazy,  gluttonous 
gentility,  are  unknown ;  and  the  doctor's  bill  for  the  last  year,  for 
seventy  pupils,  amounted  to  thirty-five  shillings.  O  beati  agricolicula  I 
You  do  not  know  what  it  is  to  feel  a  little  uneasy  after  half-a-crown's 
worth  of  raspberry-tarts,  as  lads  do  at  the  best  public  schools  ;  you 
don^  know  in  what  majestic  polished  beiameters  the  Roman  poet  has 
described  your  pursuits;  you  are  not  l^ed  and  flowed  into  Latin 
and  Greek  at  the  cost  of  two  hundred  pounds  a  year.  Let  these  be 
the  privileges  of  your  youthful  betters;  meanwhile  content  yourselves 
with  thinking  that  you  an  preparit^  for  a  profession,  while  they  are 
ru>t;  that  you  are  learning  something  useful,  while  they,  for  the  noost 
part,  are  not :  for  after  all,  as  a  man  grows  old  in  the  world,  old  and 
fat,  cricket  is  discovered  not  to  be  any  longer  very  advantageous  to 
him — even  to  have  pulled  in  the  Trinity  boat  doQS  not  in  old  age 
amount  to  a  substantial  advantage ;  and  though  to  read  a  Greek  play 
be  an  immense  Measure,  yet  it  must  be  confessed  few  enjoy  it  In  the 
first  place,  of  the  race  of  Etonians,  and  Harrovians,  and  Carthusians 
that  one  meets  in  the  world,  very  few  can  read  the  Creek;  of  those 
few— there  are  not,  as  I  believe,  any  considerable  majority  of  poets: 
Stont  men  in  the  bow-windows  of  clubs  (for  such  young  Etonians  by 
time  become)  are  not  generally  remarkable  for  a  taste  for  jEschylus.* 
You  do  not  hear  much  poetry  in  Westminster  Hall,  or  I  believe  at  the 
bar-tables  afterwards ;  and  if  occasionally,  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
Sir  Robert  Feel  lets  off  a  quotation — a  pocket-pistol  wadded  with  a 
leaf  torn  out  of  Horace — depend  on  it  it  is  only  to  astonish  the  country 
gentlemen  who  don't  understand  him;  and  it  is  my  firm  conviction 
that  Sir  Robert  no  more  cares  for  poetry  than  you  or  I  do. 

Such  thoughts  would  suggest  themselves  to  a  man  who  has  had  the 
boiefit  of  what  is  called  an  education  at  a  public  school  in  England, 
when  he  sees  seventy  lads  from  all  parts  of  the  empire  learning  what 
bis  Latin  poets  and  philosophers  hare  informed  him  is  the  best  of  all 
pursuits, — finds  them  educated  at  one-twentieth  part  of  the  cost  which 
has  been  bestowed  on  his  own  precious  person ;  orderly  without  the 
necessity  of  submitting  to  degrading  personal  punishment;  young,  and 
full  of  health  and  blood,  though  vice  is  unknown  among  them  ;  and 
brought  up  decently  and  honesdy  tp  know  the  things  which  it  is  good 
for  them  in  their  profession  to  know.  So  it  is,  however ;  all  the  world 
is  improving  except  the  gentlemen.  There  are  at  this  present  writing 
five  hundred  boys  at  Eton,  kicked,  and  licked,  and  bullied,  by  another 
hundred — scrubbing  shoes,  running  errands,<  making  false  concords, 
and  (as  tf  that  were  a  natural  consequence  0  putting  their  posteriors 

■  And  then,  how  much  tatin  ind  Greek  doa  the  imblic  icliool4>oy  know  ? 
Ako,  does  he  know  anytliinc  elM>  v>d  what  ?  .bit  hlKoty,  or  geography,  or 
nathtfnatics,  xv  divinity  ?. 
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on  a  block  for  Dr.  Hawtrey  to  lash  at ;  and  still  calling  it  education. 
They  are  proud  of  it — good  heavens  !— absoJulely  vain  of  it ;  a^  what 
dull  barbarians  are  not  proud  of  their  duhiess  and  barbarism  ?  They 
call  it  the  good  old  English  system.  "  Nothing  like  classics,"  says  Sir 
John,  "  to  give  a  boy  a  taste,  you  know,  and  a  habit  of  reading" — (Sir 
John,  who  reads  the  "Racing  Calendar,"  and  belongs  to  a  race  of  men 
of  all  the  world  the  least  given  to  reading,) — "it's  thegood  old  English 
system  [  every  boy  fights  for  himself — hardens  'em,  eh,  Jack  f "  Jack 
grins,  and  helps  himself  to  another  glass  of  claret,  and  presently  tells 
you  how  Tibbs  and  Miller  fought  for  an  hour  and  twenty  minutes 
"  like  good  'uns,"  .  .  .  Let  us  come  to  an  end,  however,  of  this  moral- 
iong ;  the  car-driver  has  brought  the  old  raw-shouldered  horse  out  of 
the  stable,  and  says  it  is  time  to  be  off  again. 

Before  quitting  Templemoyle,  one  thing  more  may  be  said  in  its 
favour.  It  is  one  of  the  very  few  public  establishments  in  Ireland 
where  pupils  of  the  two  religious  denominations  are  received,  and 
where  no  religious  disputes  have  taken  place.  The  pupils  are  called 
upon,  morning  and  evening,  to  say  their  pr3.yers  privately.  On  Sunday, 
each  division,  Presbyterian,  Roman  Catholic,  and  Episcopalian,  is 
inarched  to  its  proper  place  of  worship.  The  pastors  of  each  sect 
may  visit  their  young  flock  when  so  inclined ;  and  the  lads  devote  the 
Sabbath  evening  to  reading  the  books  pointed  out  to  them  by  their 
dei^ymeo. 

Would  not  the  Agricultural  Society  of  Ireland,  of  the  success  of 
whose  peaceful  labours  for  the  national  prosperity  every  Irish  news- 
paper I  read  brings  some  new  indication,  do  well  to  show  some  mar)( 
of  its  sympathy  for  this  excellent  institution  of  Templemoyle?  A 
silver  medal  given  by  the  Society  to  the  most  deserving  pupil  of  the 
year,  would  be  a  great  object  of  emulation  amongst  the  young  men 
educated  at  the  place,  and  would  be  almost  a  certain  passport  for  the 
winner  in  seeking  for  a  situation  in  after  life.  1  do  not  know  if  similar 
seminaries  exist  in  England,  Other  seminaries  of  a  like  nature  have 
been  tried  in  this  country,  and  have  failed  :  but  English  country 
'  gentlemen  cannot,  I  should  think,  find  a  better  object  of  their  attention 
than  this  school ;  and  our  fanners  would  surely  find  such  establish- 
ments of  great  benefit  to  them  :  where  their  children  might  procure  a 
sound  Hterary  education  at  a  small  charge,  and  at  the  same  time  be 
made  acquainted  with  the  latest  improvements  in  their  profession.  I 
can't  help  saying  here,  once  more,  what  I  have  said  kpropos  of  the 
excellent  school  at  Dundalk,  and  begging  the  English  middle  classes 
to  think  of  the  subject.  If  Govermnent  will  not  act  (upon  what  never 
can  be  effectual,  perhaps,  until  it  become  a  national  measure),  let 
small  comiminities  act  for  themselves,  and  tradesmen  and  the  middle 
dassflf  set  up  cheap  FROPfiiirTARY  schools.    Will  country  newi- 


544  THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 

paper  editors,  into  whose  hands  this  book  may  fall,  b«  kind  enough  to 
speak  upon  this  hint,  and  eirtract  the  tables  of  the  Templemoyle  and 
Dundalk  establishments,  to  show  how,  and  with  what  small  means, 
boys  may  be  well,  soundly,  and  humanely  educated— not  brutally,  as 
some  of  us  have  been,  under  the  bitter  fagging  and  the  shameful  rod. 
it  is  no  plea  for  the  barbarity  that  use  has  made  us  accustomed  to  it  ; 
and  in  seeing  these  institutions  for  humble  lads,  where  the  system 
taught  is  at  once  useful,  manly,  and  kindly,  and  thinking  of  what  I 
had  undei^ne  in  my  own  youth,— of  the  frivolous  monkish  trifling  in 
which  it  was  wasted,  of  the  brutal  tyranny  to  which  it  was  subjected, 
— I  could  not  look  at  the  lads  but  with  a.  sort  of  envy :  please  God, 
their  lot  will  be  shared  by  thousands  of  their  equals  and  their  betters 
before  long  I 

It  was  a  proud  day  for  IJundalk,  Mr.  Thackeray  well  said,  when,  at 
the  end  of  one  of  the  vacations  there,  fourteen  English  boys,  and  an 
Englishman  with  his  tittle  son  in  his  hand,  landed  from  the  Liverpool 
packet,  and,  walking  through  the  streets  of  the  town,  went  into  the 
school-hoUse  quite  happy.  That  was  a  proud  day  in  truth  for  a  distant 
Irish  town,  and  I  can't  help  saying  that  I  grudge  them  the  cause  of  their 
pride  somewhat  Why  should  there  not  be  schools  in  England  as  good, 
and  as  cheap,  and  as  happy  ? 

With  this,  shaking  Mr.  Campbell  gratefully  by  the  hand,  and  begging 
all  English  tourists  to  go  and  visit  his  establishment,  we  trotted  off  for 
Londonderry,  leaving  at  about  a  mile's  distance  from  the  town,  and  at 
the  pretty  lodge  of  S^nl  Columb's,  a  letter,  which  was  the  cause  of 
much  delightfiil  hospitality. 

Saint  Cdumb's  Chapel,  the  walls  of  which  still  stand  picturesquely 
in  Sir  George  Hill's  park,  and  from  which  that  gentleman's  seat  takes 
its  name,  was  here  since  the  sixth  century.  It  is  but  fair  to  give  pre- 
cedence to  the  mention  of  the  old  abbey,  which  was  the  father,  as  it 
would  seem,  of  the  town.  The  approach  to  the  latter  &om  three 
quarters,  cert^nly,  by  which  various  avenues  I  had  occasion  to  see  k, 
is  always  noble.  We  had  seen  the  spire  of  the  cathedral  peering  over 
the  hiUs  for  four  miles  on  our  way ;  it  stands,  a  stalwart  and  handsome 
building,  upon  an  eminence,  round  which  the  old-fashioned  stout  red 
houses  of  the  town  cluster,  girt  in  with  the  ramparts  and  walls  that 
kept  out  James's  soldiers  of  old  Quays,  factories,  huge  red  ware- 
houses, have  grown  round  this  famous  old  barrier,  and  now  stretdi 
along  the  river.  A  couple  of  large  steamers  and  other  craft  lay  within 
the  bridge  ;  and,  as  we  passed  over  that  stout  wooden  edi6ce,  stretch- 
ing eleven  hundred  feet  across  the  noble  expanse  of  the  Foyle,  we 
heard  along  the  quays  a  great  thundering  and  clattering  of  iron-wotk 
in  an  enormous  steam  frigate  which  has  been  built  in  Derry,  and 
seems  to  lie  alongside  a  whole  street  of  houses.    The  suburb,  tte. 
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through  which  we  passed  vras  bustling  and  comfortable ;  and  the  view 
was  not  only  pleasing  from  its  natural  beauties,  but  has  a  manly,  thriving, 
honest  air  of  prosperity,  which  is  no  bad  feature,  surely,  for  a  landscape. 

Not  does  the  town  itself,  as  one  enters  it,  belie,  as  many  other  Irish 
tovms  do,  its  first  flourishing  look.  It  is  not  splendid,  but  comfortable  ; 
a  brbk  movement  in  the  streets  :  good  downright  shops,  without  par- 
ticularly grand  lilies ;  few  beggars.  Nor  have  Uie  common  people,  as 
they  address  you,  that  eager  smile, — that  manner  of  compound  fawning 
and  swaggering,  which  an  Englishman  finds  in  the  townspeople  of  the 
West  and  South.  As  in  the  North  of  England,  too,  when  compared 
with  other  districts,  the  people  are  greatly  more  famiUar,  though  by  no 
means  disrespectful  to  the  stranger. 

On  the  other  hand,  after  such  a  commerce  as  a  traveller  has  with 
the  race  of  waiters,  postboys,  porters,  and  the  like  (and  it  may  be 
that  the  vast  race  of  postboys,  &c,,  whom  I  did  not  see  b  the  North, 
are  quite  unlike  those  unlucky  specimens  with  whom  I  came  in 
contact),  I  was  struck  by  their  excessive  greediness  after  the  traveller's 
gratuities,  and  their  fierce  dissatisfaction  if  not  sufficiently  rewarded. 
To  the  gentleman  who  brushed  my  clothes  at  the  comfortable  hotel 
at  Belfast,  and  carried  my  bags  to  the  coach,  I  tendered  the  sum  of 
two  shillings,  which  seemed  to  me  quite  a  sufficient  reward  for  his 
services ;  he  battled  and  brawled  with  me  for  more,  and  got  it  too ; 
for  a  street-dispute  with  a  porter  calls  together  a  number  of  delighted 
bystanders,  whose  remarks  and  company  are  by  no  means  agreeable 
to  a  solitary  gentleman.  Then,  again,  there  was  the  famous  case  of 
Boots  of  Ballycastle,  which,  being  upon  the  subject,  I  may  as  well 
mention  here:  Boots  of  Ballycastle,  that  romantic  litde  village  near  the 
Giant's  Causeway,  had  cleaned  a  pair  of  shoes  for  me  certainly,  but 
declined  either  to  brush  my  clothes,  or  to  carry  down  my  two  carpet- 
bags to  the  car ;  leaving  me  to  perform  those  offices  for  myself,  which 
I  did  :  and  indeed  they  were  not  very  difficult  But  immediately  I  was 
seated  on  the  car,  Mr.  Boots  stepped  forward  and  wrapped  a  mackin- 
tosh very  considerately  round  me,  and  be^ed  me  at  the  same  time  to 
"  remember  him." 

There  was  an  old  beggar-woman  standing  by,  to  whom  I  had  a 
desire  to  present  a  penny  ;  and  having  no  coin  of  that  value,  I  be^ed 
Mr.  Boots,  out  of  a  sixpence  which  I  tendered  to  him,  to  subtract  a 
penny,  and  present  it  to  the  old  lady  in  question.  Mr.  Boots  look  the 
money,  looked  at  me,  and  his  countenance,  not  naturally  good-humoured, 
assumed  an  expression  of  the  most  indignant  contempt  and  hatred  as 
he  said,  "  I'm  thinking  I've  no  call  to  give  my  money  away.  Sixpence 
is  my  right  for  what  I've  done." 

"Sir,"  says  I,  "you  must  remember  that  you  did  but  black  one 
pair  of  shoes,  and  that  you  blacked  them  very  badly  too." 

35 
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"  Sixpence  is  my  right,"  says  Boots  ;  "  a  gentleman  would  give  me 
sixpence  I "  and  tbougb  I  represented  to  him  that  a  pair  of  shoes 
might  be  blacked  ia  a  minute— that  fivepence  a  minute  was  not 
usual  wages  in  the  country — that  many  gentlemen,  half-pay  officers, 
briefless  barristers,  unfortunate  literary  gentlemen,  would  gladly  bla.ck 
twelve  pairs  of  shoes  per  diem  if  rewarded  with  five  shillings  for 
so  doing,  there  was  no  means  of  convincing  Mr.  Boots.  I  then 
demanded  back  the  sixpence,  which  proposal,  however,  be  declined, 
saying,  after  a  struggle,  he  would  give  the  money,  but  a  gentieman 
would  have  given  sixpence ;  and  so  left  me  with  fiirious  rage  and 
contempt 

As  for  the  city  of  Deny,  a  carman  who  drove  me  one  mile  out  to 
dinner  at  a  gentleman's  house,  where  he  himself  was  provided  with  a 
comfortable  meal,  was  dissatisfied  with  eighteenpence,  vowing  that  a 
"dinner  job"  was  always  paid  half-a-crown,  and  not  only  asserted 
ihb,  but  continued  to  assert  it  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  with  the  most 
noble  though  unsuccessful  perseverance.  A  second  car-boy,  to  whom 
I  gave  a  shilling  for  a  drive  of  two  miles  altogether,  attacked  me 
because  I  gave  the  other  boy  eighteenpence ;  and  the  porter  viiia 
brought  my  bags  fifty  yards  from  the  coach,  entertained  me  iriA  a 
dialogue  that  lasted  at  least  a  couple  of  minutes,  and  said,  "  I  should 
have  had  sixpence  for  carrying  one  of  'em." 

For  the  car  which  carried  me  two  miles  the  landlord  of  the  inn 
made  me  pay  the  sum  of  five  shillings.  He  is  a  godly  landlord,  has 
Bibles  in  the  coffee-room,  the  drawing-room,  and  evet;  bed-room  in 
the  house,  with  this  inscription— 

UT    MIGRATURUS    HABITA. 

THE  TRAVBLLEb'S  TRDB   KKFOOZ. 

Jones's  Hotel,  Londonderry. 

This  pious  double  or  triple  entendre,  the  reader  will,  no  donbt, 
admire — &e  first  simile  establishing  the  resemblance  between  this  life 
and  an  inn  ;  the  second  allegory  showing  that  the  inn  and  the  Bible 
are  both  the  traveller's  refuge. 

In  life  we  are  in  death — the  hotel  in  question  is  about  as  gay  as 
a  family  vault :  a  severe  figure  of  a  landlord,  in  seedy  black,  is  occa- 
sionally seen  in  the  dark  passages  or  on  the  creaking  old  stairs  of  the 
black  inn.  He  does  not  bow  to  you — very  few  landlords  in  Ireland 
condescend  to  acknowledge  their  guests — he  only  warns  you  : — a 
silent  solemn  gentleman  who  looks  to  be  something  between  a  clergy- 
man and  a  sexton — "  ut  migraturus  habita  ! " — the  "  migraturus  "  was  a 
vast  comfort  in  the  clause. 

It  must,  however,  be  said  for  the  consolation  of  Aiture  travellers, 
tliat  when  at  evening  in  the  old  lonely  parlour  of  the  inn,  the  great 
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gaunt  fireplace  is  filled  with  coals,  two  dreary  funereal  candles  and 
sticks  glimmering  upon  the  old-fashioned  round  table,  the  rain  patter- 
ing fiercely  without,  the  wind  roaring  and  thumping  in  the  streets,  this 
worthy  gentleman  can  produce  a  pint  of  port-wine  for  the  use  of  his 
migratory  guest,  which  causes  the  latter  to  be  almost  reconciled  to  the 
cemetery  in  which  he  is  resting  himself,  and  he  finds  himself,  to  his 
surprise,  almost  cheeriiiL  There  is  a  mouldy-looking  old  kitchen,  loo, 
which,  strange  to  say,  sends  out  an  excellent  comfortable  dinner,  so 
that  the  sensation  of  fear  gradually  wears  ofi'. 

As  in  Chester,  the  ramparts  of  tlie  town  form  a  pleasant  prome-  ' 
nade  ;  and  the  batteries,  with  a  few  of  the  cannon,  are  preserved,  with 
which  the  stout  "prentice  boys  of  Derry  beat  off  King  James  in  '88. 
The  guns  bear  the  names  of  the  London  Companies — venerable 
cockney  titles  t  It  is  pleasant  for  a  Londoner  to  read  tbem,  and  see 
how,  at  a  pinch,  the  shn'dy  citizens  can  do  their  work. 

The  public  buildings  of  Deny  are,  I  think,  among  the  best  1 
have  seen  in  Ireland ;  and  the  Lunatic  Asylum,  especially,  is  to  be 
pointed  out  as  a  model  of  Matness  and  comfort  When  will  the 
middle  classes  be  allowed  to  send  thdr  own  afflicted  relatives  to 
public  institutions  ot  this  excellent  kind,  where  violence  is  never 
practised— where  it  is  never  to  the  interest  of  the  keeper  of  the 
asylum  to  exa^erate  his  patient's  malady,  or  to  retain  him  in 
durance,  for  the  sake  of  the  enormous  sums  which  the  sufTerei's 
relatives  are  made  to  pay  I  The  gentry  of  three  counties  which 
contribute  to  the  Asylum  have  no  such  resource  for  members  of  their 
own  body,  should  any  be  so  afQicted^the  condition  of  entering  this 
admirable  asylum  ia,  that  the  patient  must  be  a  pauper,  and  on  this 
account  he  is  supplied  with  every  comfort  and  the  best  curative  means, 
and  his  relations  are  in  perfect  security.  Are  the  rich  in  any  way  so 
lucky  ? — and  if  not,  why  not  ? 

The  rest  of  the  occurrences  at  Derry  belong,  unhappily,  to  the 
domain  of  private  life,  and  though  very  pleasant  to  recall,  are  not 
honestly  to  be  printed.  Otherwise,  what  popular  descriptions  might  be 
written  of  the  hospitalities  of  St.  Columb's,  of  the  jovialities  of  the  mess 
of  the  — th  Regiment,  of  the  speeches  made  and  the  songs  sung,  and 
the  devilled  turkey  at  twelve  o'clock,  and  theheadadie  afterwards  :  all 
which  events  could  be  described  in  an  exceedingly  facetious  manner. 
But  these  amusements  are  to  be  met  with  in  every  other  part  of  her 
Majesty's  dominions  ;  and  the  only  point  which  may  be.  mentioned  here 
as  peculiar  to  this  part  of  Ireland,  is  the  difference  of  the  manner  of 
the  gentry  to  th^  in  the  Soudi.  The  Northern  manner  is  far  more 
English  than  tiiat  of  the  other  provinces  of  Ireland — whether  it  is  bitter 
for  being  English  is  a  question  of  taste,  of  which  an  Englishman  can 
tcatcely  be  a  fair  judge. 
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CHAPTER  XXXII. 

DUBLIN    AT    LAST. 

A  WEDDING-PARTY  that  went  across  Derry  Bri^  to  the  sound 
of  bell  and  cannon,  had  to  floimder  through  a  thick  coat  of  frDzen 
snow,  that  covered  the  slippery  planks,  and  the  hiUs  round  about  were 
whitened  over  by  the  same  inclement  material.  Nor  was  the  weather, 
implacable  towards  young  lovers  and  unhappy  buckskin  postihons 
shivering  in  white  favours,  at  all  more  polite  towards  the  passengers  of 
her  Majesty's  mail  that  runs  from  Deny  to  Ballyshannom. 

Hence  the  aspect  of  the  country  between  those  two  places  can  only 
be  described  at  the  rate  of  nine  miles  an  hour,  and  from  such  points  of 
observation  as  may  be  had  through  a  coach  window,  starred  with  ice 
and  mud.  While  horses  were  changed  we  saw  a  very  dirty  town,  called 
Strabane  ;  and  had  to  visit  the  old  house  of  the  O'Donnels  in  Donegal 
during  a  quarter-of-an-hour's  pause  ttat  the  coach  made  there — and 
with  an  umbrella  overhead.  The  pursuit  of  the  picturesque  under 
umbrellas  let  us  leave  to  more  venturesome  souls  :  the  line  weather  of 
the  finest  season  known  for  many  long  years  in  Ireland  was  over,  and 
1  thought  with  a  great  deal  of  yearning  of  Fat  the  waiter,  at  the 
"  Sbelbume  Hotet,"  Stephen's  Green,  Dublin,  and  the  gas  lamps,  and 
the  covered  cars,  and  the  good  dinners  to  which  they  take  you. 

Farewell,  then,  O  wild  Donegal !  and  ye  stem  passes  throu^ 
which  the  astonished  traveller  windeth  1  Farewell,  Ballyshannon,  and 
thy  salmon-leap,  and  thy  bar  of  sand,  over  which  the  white  head  of  the 
troubled  Atlantic  was  peeping  1  Likewise,  adieu  to  Lough  Erne,  and 
its  numberiess  green  islands,  and  winding  river-lake,  and  wavy  fir-clad 
hills  I  Good-by,  moreover,  neat  Enniskillen,  over  the  bridge  and 
diurches  whereof  the  sun  peepeth  as  the  coach  starteth  from  the  inn  1 
See,  how  he  shines  now  on  Lord  Belmore's  stately  palace  and  paric, 
with  gleaming  porticoes  and  brilliant  grassy  chaces  i  now,  behold  he  is 
yet  higher  in  the  heavens,  es  the  twanging  horn  proclaims  the  approach 
to  bere^rly  Cavan,  where  a  be^arly  breakfast  awaits  the  hungry 
voyager. 

Snatching  up  a  roll  wherewith  to  satisfy  the  pangs  of  hunger, 
sharpened  by  the  mockery  oT  breakfast,  the  tourist  now  hastens  in  his 
arduous  course  through  Virginia,  Kells,  Navan,  by  Tara's  threadbare 
mountain,  and  Skreen's  green  hill ;  day  darkens,  and  a  hundred  tbou- 
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sand  lamps  twinkle  in  th«  gray  hoiizon — see  above  the  darkling  trees 
a  stumpy  column  rise,  see  on  its  base  the  name  of  Wellington  (though 
this,  because  'tis  night,  thou  canst  not  see),  and  cry,  "  It  is  the  Pkay- 
nixj" — On  and  on,  across  the  iron  bridge,  and  through  the  streets, 
(dear  streets,  though  dirty,  to  the  citizen's  heart  how  dear  you  be  !)  and 
lo,  now,  with  a  bump,  the  dirty  coach  stops  at  the  seedy  inn,  six  ra^ed 
porters  battle  for  the  bags,  six  wheedling  carmen  recomznend  their  cars, 
and  (giving  first  the  coachman  eighteenpence)  the  cockney  says, 
"Drive,  car-boy,  to  the  '  Shelburae,'" 

And  so  having  reached  Dublin,  it  becomes  necessary  to  curtail  the 
ob^rvations  which  were  to  be  made  upon  that  city  ;  which  surely  6ught 
to  have  a  volume  to  itself ;  the  humours  of  Dublin  at  least  require  so 
much  space.  For  instance,  there  was  the  dinner  at  the  Kildare  Street 
Club,  or  the  Hotel  opposite, — the  dinner  in  Trinity  College  Hall,— that 

at  Mr. the  publisher's,  where  a  dozen  of  the  Uterary  men  of  Ireland 

were  assembled, — and  those  (say  fitty)  with  Hairy  Lorrequer  himself, 
at  his  mansion  of  Templeogue.  What  a  favourable  opportunity  to  dis* 
course  upon  the  peculiarities  of  Irish  character  J  to  describe  men  of 
letters,  of  &shion,  and  university  dons  1 

Sketches  of  these  personages  may  be  prepared,  and  sent  over,  per- 
haps, in  confidence  to  Mrs.  Sigoumeyin  America — (who  will  of  course 
not  print  them)— but  the  English  habit  does  not  allow  of  these  happy 
communications  between  writers  and  the  public  :  and  tha  author  who 
wishes  to  dine  again  at  his  friend's  cost  must  needs  have  a  care  how 
he  puts  bim  in  print 

Suffice  it  to  say,  that  at  Kildare  Street  we  had  white  neckcloths, 
black  waiters,  wax-candles,  and  some  of  the  best  wine  in  Europe ;  at 

Mr. the  puhUsher's,  wax-candles,  and  some  of  the  best  wine  in 

Europe ;  at  Mr.  Lever's,  wax-candles,  and  some  of  the  best  wme  in 
Europe  ;  at  Trinity  College — but  there  is  no  need  to  mention  what  took 
place  at  Trinity  College  ;  for  on  returning  lo  London,  and  recounting 

the  circumstances  of  the  repast,  my  friend  B ,  a  Master  of  Aits  of 

that  university,  solemnly  declared  the  thmg  was  impossible  :— no 
stranger  could  dine  at  Trinity  College  ;  it  was  too  great  a  privilege — in 
a  word,  he  would  not  believe  the  story,  nor  will  he  to  this  day;  and 
why,  therefore,  tell  it  in  vainf 

I  am  sure  if  the  Fellows  of  Colleges  in  Oxford  and  Cambridge  were 
told  that  the  Fellows  of  T.  C  D.  only  drink  beer  at  dinner,  they  would 
not  beheve  that.  Such,  however,  was  the  fact:  or  may  be  it  was  a 
dream,  which  was  followed  by  another  dream  of  about  four-and-twenty 
gendcmen  seated  round  a  common-room  table  after  dinner ;  and,  by  a 
subsequent  vision  of  a  tiay  of  oysters  in  the  apartments  of  a  tutor  of 
the  university,  sometime  before  midnight  Did  we  swallow  them  or 
not  7~-thc  oysters  are  an  open  question. 
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Of  the  Catholic  College  of  Maynooth,  I  must  likewise  speak  briefly,* 
for  the  reason  that  an  accurate  description  of  that  establishment  would 
be  of  necessity  so  disagreeable,  that  it  is  best  to  pass  it  over  in  a  few 
words.  An  Irish  union-houae  is  a  palace  to  it.  Ruin  so  needless,  filth 
so  disgusting,  such  a  look  of  laiy  squalor,  no  Englishman  who  has  not 
seen  can  conceive.  Lecture-room  and  dining-hall,  kitchen  and 
students'-room,  were  all  the  same,  1  shall  never  forget  the  sight  of 
scores  of  shoulders  of  mutton  lying  on.the  filthy  floor  in  the  former,  or 
the  view  of  a  bed  and  dressing-table  that  I  saw  in  the  other.  Let  the 
next  Maynooth  grant  include  ft  few  shillings'-worth  of  whitewash  and  a 
few  hundredweights  of  soap  ;  and  if  to  this  be  added  a  half-score  of 
drill-sergeants,  to  see  that  the  -students  appear  clean  at  lecture,  and  to 
teach  them  to  keep  their  heads  up  and  to  look  people  in  the  face, 
Parliament  will  introduce  some  cheap  reforms  into  the  seminary,  which 
were  never  needed  more  than  here.  Why  should  the  place  be  so 
shamefully  ruinous  and  foully  diity?  Lime  is  cheap,  and  water  plenty 
at  the  canal  hard  by.  Why  should  a  stranger,  after  a  week's  stay  in 
the  country,  be  able  to  discover  a  priest  by  the  scowl  on  his  face,  and 
his  doubtful  downcast  manner  ?  Is  it  a  point  of  discipline  that  his 
reverence  should  be  made  to  look  as  ill-humoured  as  possible  ?  And 
I  hope  these  words  will  not  be  taken  hostilely.  It  would  have  been 
quite  as  easy,  and  more  pleasant,  to  say  the  contrary,  had  the  contrary 
seemed  to  me  to  have  been  the  fact ;  and  to  have  declared  that  the 
priests  were  remarkable  for  their  expression  of  candour,  and  their 
college  for  its  extreme  neatness  and  cleanliness. 

This  complaint  of  neglect  applies  to  other  public  institutions  besides 
Maynooth,  The  Mansion-house,  when  I  saw  it,  was  a  very  ding)- 
abode  for  the  Right  Honourable  Lord  Mayor,  and  that  Lord  Mayor 
Mr.  O'Connell.  I  saw  him  in  full  council,  in  a  brilliant  robe  of  crimson 
velvet,  ornamented  with  white  satin  bows  and  sable  collar,  in  an  enor- 
mous cocked-hat,  like  a  slice  of  an  eclipsed  moon — in  the  costume,  in 
fact,  shown  on  the  opposite  pa^e. 

The  Aldermen  and  Common  Council,  in  a  black  oak  parlour, 
and  at  a  dingy  green  table,  were  assemUed  around  him,  and  a  debate 
of  thrilling  interest  to  the  town  ensued.  It  related,  I  l^ink,  to  water- 
pipes  1  the  great  man  did  not  speak  publicly,  but  was  occupied  chiefly 
at  the  end  of  the  table,  giving  audiences  to  at  least  a  score  of  clients 
and  pretitioners. 

The  next  day  I  saw  him  in  the  famous  Com  Exchange,  The 
building  without  has  a  substantial  look,  but  the  hall  within  is  rude, 
dirty,  and  ill-kept.  Hundreds  of  persons  were  assembled  in  the  blac*, 
steaming  place ;  no  inconsiderable  share  of  frieze-coats  were  among 
them ;  and  many  small  Repealers,  who  could  but  lately  have  assumed 
their  breeches,  ra^ed  as  they  were.    These  kept  up  a  great  chorus  of 
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shoutii^,  and  "hear,  hear!"  at  every  pause  in  the  great  Repealer's 
address.  Mr.  CConnell  was  reading  a  report  from  his  Repeal- 
wardens  ;  which  proved  that  when  Repeal  took  place,  commerce  and 
prosperity  would  instantly  flow  into  the  country;  its  innumerable 
harbours  would  be  filled  with  countless  ships,  its  immense  water-power 
would  be  directed  to  the  turning  of  myriads  of  mills  ;  its  vast  energies 
and  resources  brought  into  full  action.  At  the  end  of  the  report,  three 
cheers  were  given  for  Repeal,  and  in  the  midst  of  a  great  shouUi^ 
Mr.  O'Connell  leaves  the  room. 


"  Mr.  Quiglan,  Mr.  Quiglan  ! "  roars  an  active  aide-de-camp  to  the 
<loor-keeper,  "  a  covered  kyar  for  the  Lard  Mayre."  The  covered  car 
came ;  I  saw  his  lordship  get  into  it.  Next  day  he  was  Lord  Mayor 
no  longer ;  hut  Alderman  O'Connell  in  his  state-coach,  with  the  hand- 
some greys  whose  manes  were  tied  up  with  green  ribbon,  following  the 
new  Lord  Mayor  to  the  right  honourable  inauguratioa  Javelin  men, 
city  marshals  (looking  like  military  undertakers),  private  carriages, 
glass  coaches,  cars,  covered  and  uncovered,  and  thousands  of  yeHii^ 
lagamuiBns,  formed  the  civic  procession  of  that  faded,  worn-out, 
insolvent  old  Dublin  Corporation. 
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The  walls  of  this  city  had  been  placarded  with  huge  notices  to  the 
public,  that  O'Connell's  rent-day  was  at  hand ;  and  I  went  round  to  all 
the  chapels  in  town  on  that  Sunday  (not  a  little  to  the  scandal  of  some 
Protestant  friends],  to  see  the  popular  behaviour.  Every  door  was 
barred,  of  course,  with  plate-holders ;  and  heaps  of  pence  at  the 
humble  entrances,  and  bank-notes  at  the  front  gates,  told  the  willing- 
ness of  the  people  to  reward  their  champion.  The  car-boy  who  drove 
me  had  paid  his  little  tribute  of  fourpence  at  morning  mass ;  the  waiter 
who  brought  my  breakfast  tad  added  to  the  national  subscription  with 
his  humble  shilling ;  and  the  Catholic  gentleman  with  whom  I  dined, 
and  between  whom  and  Mr.  O'Connell  there  is  no  great  love  lost,  pays 
his  annual  donation,  out  of  gratitude  for  old  services,  and  to  the  man 
who  won  Catholic  Emancipation  for  Ireland  The  piety  of  the  people 
at  the  chapels  is  a  sight,  too,  always  well  worthy  to  behold.  Nor  in- 
deed is  this  religious  fervour  less  in  the  Protestant  places  of  worship  : 
the  warmth  and  attention  of  the  coi^regation,  the  enthusiasm  with 
which  hymns  are  sung  and  responses  uttered,  contrasts  curiously  with 
the  cool  formality  of  worshippers  at  home. 

The  service  at  St.  Patrick's  is  finely  sung;  and  the  shameless 
English  custom  of  retreating  after  the  anthem  is  properly  prevented 
by  locking  the  gates,  and  having  the  music  after  the  sermon.  The 
interior  of  the  cathedral  itself,  however,  to  an  Englishman  who  has 
seen  the  neat  and  beautiful  edifices  of  his  own  country,  will  be  any- 
thing hut  an  object  of  admiration.  The  greater  part  of  the  huge 
old  building  is  suffered  to  remain  in  gaunt  decay,  and  with  its  stalls 
of  sham  Gothic,  and  the  tawdry  old  rags  and  gimcracfcs  of  the  "most 
illustrious  order  of  Saint  Patrick"  (whose  pasteboard  helmets,  and 
calico  banners,  and  lath  swords,  well  characterize  the  humbug  of 
chivalry  which  they  are  made  to  represent),  looks  like  a  theatre 
behind  the  scenes,  "Paddy's  Opera,"  hoiyever,  is  a  noble  perform- 
ance ;  and  the  Englishman  may  here  listen  to  a  half-hour  sermon, 
and  in  the  anthem  to  a  bass  singer  whose  voice  is  one  of  the  finest 
ever  heard. 

The  Drama  does  not  flourish  much  more  in  Dublin  than  in  any 
other  part  of  the  country.  Operatic  stars  make  their  appearance 
occasionally,  and  managers  lose  money.  I  was  at  a  fine  concert,  at 
which  Lablache  and  others  performed,  where  there  were  not  a  hundred 
people  in  the  pit  of  the  pretty  theatre,  and  where  the  only  encore 
given  was  to  a  young  woman  in  ringlets  and  yellow  satin,  who  stepped 
forward  and  sang  "  Coming  through  the  rye,"  or  some  other  scientific 
composition,  in  an  exceedingly  small  voice.  On  the  nights  when  the. 
legular  drama  was  enacted,  the  audience  was  still  smaller.  The 
theatre  of  Fishambie  Street  was  given  up  to  lie  performances  of  the 
Kev.  Mr,  Gregg  and  his  Protestant  company,  whose  soirees  I  did  not. 
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attend ;  and  at  the  Abbey  Street  Theatre,  whither  I  went  in  order  to 
BCe,  if  possible,  some  specimens  of  the  national  humour,  I  found  a 
company  of  English  people  ranting  through  a  melodrama,  the  tragedy 
whereof  was  the  only  laughable  thing  to  be  witnessed. 

Humbler  popular  recreations  may  be  seen  by  the  curious.  One 
night  I  paid  twopence  to  see  a  puppet-show — such  an  entertainment 
as  may  have  been  popular  a  hundred  and  thirty  years  ago,  and  is 
described  in  the  Spectator.  But  the  company  here  assembled  were 
not,  it  scarcely  need  be  said,  of  the  gented  sort.  There  were  a  score 
of  boys,  however,  and  a  dozen  of  latiouiing  men,  who  were  quite  happy 
and  contented  with  the  piece  performed,  and  loudly  applauded.  Tlien 
in  passing  homewards  of  a  night,  you  hear,  at  the  humble  public- 
houses,  the  sound  of  many  a  fiddle,  and  the  stamp  of  feet  dancing  the 
good  old  jig,  which  is  still  maintaining  a  struck  with  teetotaiism, 
and,  though  vanquished  now,  may  rally  some  day  and  overcome  the 
enemy.  At  Kingstown,  especially,  the  old  "fire-worshippers"  yet 
seem  to  muster  pretty  strongly;  loud  is  the  music  to  be  heard  in  the 
taverns  there,  and  the  cries  of  encouragement  to  the  dancers. 

Of  the  numberless  amusements  that  take  place  in  the  Pkaynix,  it 
is  not  very  necessary  to  speak.  Here  you  may  behold  garrison  races, 
and  reviews ;  lord-lieutenants  in  brown  great-coats ;  aides-de-camp 
scampering  about  like  mad  in  blue  ;  fat  colonels  roaring  "  charge  "  to 
immense  heavy  dragoons ;  dark  riflemen  lining  woods  and  firing ; 
galloping  caimoneers  banging  and  blazing  right  and  lefi  Here  comes 
his  Excellency  the  Commander-in-Chief,  with  his  huge  feathers,  and 
white  hair,  and  hooked  nose  ;  and  yonder  sits  his  Excellency  the 
Ambassador  from  the  republic  of  Topinambo  in  a  glass  coach,  smoking 
a  cigar.  The  honest  Dublinites  make  a  great  deal  of  such  small 
dignitaries  as  his  Excellency  of  the  glass  coach ;  you  hear  everybody 
talking  of  hint,  and  asldng  which  is  he ;  and  when  presently  one  of 
Sir  Robert  Peel's  sons  makes  his  appearance  on  the  course,  the  public 
rush  delighted  to  look  at  hun. 

They  love  great  follcs,  those  honest  Emerald  Islanders,  more 
mtensely  than  any  people  I  ever  heard  of,  except  the  Americans. 
They  still  cherish  the  memory  of  the  sacred  George  IV.  They 
chronicle  genteel  small  beer  with  never-failmg  assiduity.  They  go  in 
long  trains  to  a  sham  court — simpering  in  tights  and  bags,  with  swords 
between  their  legs.  O  heaven  and  earth,  what  joy !  Why  are  the 
Irish  noblemen  absentees  ?  If  their  lordships  like  respect,  where 
would  they  get  it  so  well  as  in  their  own  country  ? 

The  Irish  noblemen  are  very  likely  going  through  the  same 
delightful  routine  of  duty  before  their  real  sovereign — in  real  tights 
and  bag-wigs,  as  it  were,  peribrming  their  giacefiil  and  lofty  duties, 
and  celebrating  the  august  service  of  the  throne.    These,  of  course-. 


SS4  THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 

the  truly  loyal  heart  cail  only  respect ;  and  1  think  a  drawing-room  at 
St.  James's  the  grandest  spectade  that  ever  feasted  the  eye  or  exer- 
cised the  intellect.  The  crown,  surrounded  by  its  knights  and  nobtes^ 
its  .priests,  its  sages,  and  their  respective  ladies ;  illustrious  foreigners, 
men  learned  in  the  law,  heroes  of  land  and  sea,  beef-eaters,  goldsticks, 
gentlemen-at-arms,  rallying  round  Che  throne  and  defending  it  yridi 
those  swords  which  never  knew  defeat  (and  would  surely,  if  tried, 
secure  victory) ;  these  are  sights  and  characters  which  every  man 
must  look  upon  with  a  thrill  of  respectful  awe,  and  count  amongst  the 
glories  of  bis  country.  What  lady  that  sees  this  will  not  confess  that 
shereadseveryoneof  the  drawii^-room  costumes,  from  Majesty  down 
to  Miss  Ann  Maria  Snuth ;  and  all  the  names  of  the  piesentiUions, 
from  Prince  Baccabocksky  (by  the  Russian  ambassador)  to  Ens^ 
Stubbs  on  his  appointment  ? 

We  are  bound  to  read  these  accounts.  It  is  our  pride,  our  duty  at 
Britons.  But  though  one  may  honour  the  respect  of  the  aristocracy  of 
the  land  for  the  sovereign,  yet  there  is  no  reason  why  those  who  are 
not  of  the  aristocracy  should  be  aping  their  betters ;  and  the  Dublin 
Castle  business  has,  I  cannot  but  think,  a  very  high-life-below-stairs 
look.  There  is  no  aristocracy  in  Dublin.  Its  magnates  are  trades- 
men— Sir  Fiat  Haustus,  Sir  Blacker  Dosy,  Mr.  Serjeant  Bluebag,  or 
Mr.  Counsellor  O'Fee.  Brass  plates  are  their  titles  of  honour,  and 
they  live  by  their  boluses  or  their  brie&.  What  call  have  these 
worthy  people  to  be  dangling  and  grinning  at  Lord  Lieutenants*  levees, 
and  playing  sham  aristocracy  before  a  sham  sovereign  ?  Oh,  that  old 
humbug  of  a  Castle  1  It  is  the  greatest  sham  of  all  the  shams  in 
Ireland. 

Although  the  season  may  be  said  to  have  begun,  for  the  Courts  are 
opened,  and  the  noblesse  de  la  robe  have,  assembled,  I  do  not  think  the 
genteel  quarters  of  tihe  town  look  much  more  cheerfiil.  They  still,  for  ' 
the  most  part,  wear  their  faded  appearance  and  lean,  half-pay  look. 
There  is  the  beggar  still  dawdling  here  and  there.  Sounds  of  carriages 
or  footmen  do  not  deaden  the  clink  of  the  burly  poUceman's  boot-heels. 
You  may  see,  possibly,  a  smutty-faced  nursemaid  leading  out  her  little 
charges  to  waJk ;  or  the  observer  may  catch  a  glimpse  of  Mick  the 
footman  lolling  at  the  door,  and  grinning  as  he  talks  to  some  dubious 
tradesman.  Mick  and  JOHtr  are  very  different  characters  externally 
and  inwardly ;  profound  essays  (involving  the  histories  of  the  two 
countries  for  a  thousand  years)  might  be  written  r^arding  Mick  and 
John,  and  the  moral  and  political  influences  which  have  developed  the 
flunkeys  of  the  two  nations.  The  &iend,  Coo,  with  whom  Mick  talks 
at  the  door  is  a  puzzle  to  a  Londoner.  I  have  hardly  ever  entered  a 
Dublm  house  without  meeting  with  some  such  character  on  my  way  in' 
or  out.    He  looks  too  shabby  for  a  dun,  and  not  exactly  raggedeaoi^b- 
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for  a  be^ar — a  doubtful,  lazy,  dirty  iamily  vassal — a  guerilla  footman. 
I  think  it  is  he  wfio  makes  a  great  noise,  and  whispering,  and  clatter- 
ing, handing  in  the  dishes  to  Mick  from  outside  of  the  diaing-room 
door.  When  an  Irishman  comes  to  London  he  brings  Erin  with  him ; 
and  ten  to  one  you  will  find  one  of  these  queer  retainers  about  his 

London  one  can  only  take  leave  of  by  degrees :  the  great  town 
melts  away  into  suburbs,  which  soften,  as  it  were,  the  parting  between 
the  cockney  and  his  darling  birthplace.  But  you  pass  from  some 
of  the  stately  fine  Dublin  streets  straight  into  the  country.  After 
No.  46,  Eccies  Street,  for  instance,  potatoes  begin  at  once.  You  are 
on  a  wide  green  plain,  diversified  by  occasional  cabbage-plots,  by 
drying-grounds  white  with  chemises,  in  the  midst  of  which  the 
chartered  wind  is  revelling ;  and  though  in  the  map  some  &nciful 
engineer  has  laid  down  streets  and  squares,  they  exist  but  on  p^ter; 
nor,  indeed,  can  there  be  any  need  of  them  at  present,  in  a  quarter 
where  houses  are  not  wanted  so  much  as  people  to  dwell  in  the 
same. 

If  the  genteel  portions  of  the  town  look  to  the  fiill  as  melancholy 
as  they  did,  the  downright  poverty  ceases,  I  fear,  to  make  so  strong  an 
impression  as  it  made  four  months  ago.  Going  over  the  same  ground 
^ain,  places  appear  to  have  quite  a  diiferent  aspect ;  and,  with  their 
Strangeness,  poverty  and  misery  have  lost  much  of  their  terror.  The 
people,  though  dirtier  and  more  ra^ed,  seem  certainly  happier  than 
those  in  London. 

Near  to  the  King's  Court,  for  instance  (a  noble  building,  as  are 
almost  all  the  public  edifices  of  the  city),  is  a  straggling  green  suburb^ 
-containing  numberless  Uttle  shabby,  patched,  broken-windowed  huts, 
with  rickety  gardens  dotted  with  rags  that  have  been  washed,  and 
cbildren'tbat  have  not ;  and  thronged  with  all  sorts  of  ragged  inhabit- 
ants. Near  to  the  suburb  in  the  town,  is  a  dingy  old  mysterious  district 
called  Stoneybatter,  where  some  houses  have  been  allowed  to  reach  an 
old  age,  extraordiniiry  in  this  country  of  premature  ruin,  and  look  as  if 
they  bad  been  built  some  six  score  years  since.  In  these  and  the 
neighbouring  tenements,  not  so  old,  but  equally  ruinous  and  mouldy, 
there  is  a  sort  of  vermin  swarm  of  humanity ;  dirty  faces  at  all  the 
dirty  windows;  children  on  all  the  broken  steps;  smutty  shpshod 
women  clacking  and  bustling  about,  and  old  men  dawdling.  Well, 
only  paint  and  prop  the  tumbling  gates  and  huts  in  the  suburb,  and 
fancy  the  Stoneybatterites  clean,  and  you  would  have  rather  a  gay  and 
agreeable  picture  of  human  Lfe — of  work-people  and  their  families 
reposing  after  their  labours.  They  are  all  happy,  and  sober,  and 
kind-hearted, — they  seem  kind,  and  play  with  the  children — the  young' 
women  having  a  gay  good-natured  joke  for  the  passer-by ;  the  old 
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■Mrniogly  contented,  and  buzzing  to  one  another.  It  is  onl^  the 
costume,  as  it  were,  that  has  frightened  the  stranger,  and  made  him 
fiaiicy  that  people  so  ra^ed  must  be  unhappy.  Observation  grows 
Dsed  to  the  tags  is  much  as  the  people  do,  and  my  impression  of  the 
walk  through  this  district,  on  a  sunshiny,  clear,  autumn  evening,  is 
that  of  a  fSte.    I  am  almost  ashamed  it  should  be  so. 

Near  to  Stoneybatter  lies  a  group  of  huge  gloomy  edifices — an 
hospital,  a  penitentiary,  a  mad-house,  and  a  poor-house.  1  visited 
the  latter  of  these,  the  North  Dublin  Union-house,  an  enormous  esta- 
blishment, which  accommodates  two  thousand  beggars.  Like  all  the 
public  institutions  of  the  country,  it  seems  to  be  well  conducted,  and  is 
a  vast,  orderly,  and  cleanly  place,  wherein  the  prisoners  are  better 
clothed,  better  fed,  and  better  housed  than  they  can  hope  to  be  when 
at  liberty.  We  were  taken  into  all  the  wards  in  due  order ;  the  schools 
and  nursery  for  the  children ;  the  dining-rooms,  day-rooms,  &c.,  of  the 
men  and  wonten.  Each  divi»on  is  so  accommodated,  as  also  with  a 
large  court  or  ground  to  walk  and  exercise  in. 

hxafsag  the  men,  there  are  very  few  able-bodied  ;  the  most  of  them, 
the  keeper  said,  havii^  gone  out  for  the  harvest-time,  or  as  soon  as  the 
potatoes  came  in.  If  they  go  out,  the}'  cannot  return  before  the  eipira- 
tion  of  a  month :  the  guardians  have  been  obliged  to  establish  this 
prohibition,  lest  the  persons  requiring  relief  should  go  in  and  out  too 
frequently.  The  old  men  were  assembled  in  considerable  numbers  in 
a  long  day-Toom  that  is  comfortable  and  warm.  Some  of  them  were 
picking  oakum  by  way  of  employment,  but  most  of  them  were  past  work  ; 
all  such  inmates  of  the  house  as  are  able-bodied  being  occupied  upon 
the  premises.  Their  hall  was  airy  and  as  clean  as  brush  and  water  could 
make  it :  the  men  equally  clean,  and  their  grey  jackets  and  Scotch 
caps  stout  and  warm.  Thence  we  were  led,  with  a  sort  of  satisfaction, 
by  the  guardian,  to  the  kitchen— a  lai^  room,  at  the  end  of  which 
might  be  seen  certain  coppers,  emitting,  it  must  be  owned,  a  very  faint 
inhospitable  ameli  It  was  Friday,  and  rice-milk  is  the  food  on  that 
day,  each  man  being  served  with  a  pint-canful,  of  which  cans  a  great 
nimiber  stood  smoking  upon  stretchers — the  platters  were  laid,  each 
with  its  portion  of  salt,  in  the  large  clean  dining-room  hard  by.  "  Look 
at  that  rice,"  said  the  keeper,  taking  up  a  bit;  "  try  it,  sir,  it's  delicious," 
I'm  sure  I  hope  it  is. 

The  old  women's  room  was  crowded  with,  1  should  think,  at  least 
four  hundred  old  ladies — neat  and  nice,  in  white  clothes  and  caps — 
sitting  demurely  on  benches,  doing  nothing  for  the  most  part ;  but 
some  employed,  like  the  old  men,  in  fiddling  with  the  oakum. 
"  There's  tobacco  here,"  says  the  guardian,  in  a  loud  voice ;  "  who's 
smoking  tobacco  ?  "  "  Fait,  and  I  wish  dere  was  some  tabaccy  hen^" 
■ays  one  old  lady,  "  and  my  service  to  you,  Mr.  Leary,  and  I  hope  one 
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of  the  gentlemen  has  a.  snuff-boic,  and  a  junch  for  a  poor  old  woman." 
But  we  had  no  boxes ;  and  if  any  person  who  reads  this  visit,  goes  to 
a  poor-house  or  lunatic  asylum,  let  him  carry  a  box,  if  for  that  day 
only — a  pinch  is  like  Dives's  drop  of  water  to  those  poor  limboed 
soiUs.  Some  of  the  poor  old  creatures  began  to  stand  up  as  we  came 
in — 1  can't  say  how  painfiil  such  an  honour  seemed  to  me. 

There  was  a  separate  room  for  the  able-bodied  females  ;  and  the 
place  and  courts  were  full  of  stout,  red-cheeked,  bouncing  women.  If 
the  old  ladies  looked  respectable,  I  cannot  say  the  young  ones  were 
particularly  good-looking  ;  there  were  some  Hogarthian  &ces  amongst 
them — sly,  leering,  and  hideous,  I  fancied  I  could  see  only  too  well 
what  these  girls  had  been.  Is  it  charitable  or  not  to  hope  that  such 
bad  faces  could  only  belong  to  bad  women  ? 

"  Here,  sir,  is  the  nursery,"  said  the  guide,  flinging  open  the  door 
of  a  long  room.  There  may  have  been  eighty  babies  in  it,  with  as 
many  nurses  and  mothers.  Close  to  the  door  sat  one  with  as  beautiM 
a  face  as  I  almost  ever  saw ;  she  had  at  her  breast  a  very  sickly  and 
puny  child,  and  looked  up,  as  we  entered,  with  a  pair  of  angelical 
eyes,  and  a  face  that  Mr.  Eastlake  could  paint — a  face  that  had  been 
angeUcal  that  is  ;  for  there  was  the  snow  still,  as  it  were,  but  with  the 
footmark  on  iL  I  asked  her  how  old  she  was — she  did  not  know. 
She  could  not  have  been  more  than  fifteen  years,  the  poor  child.  She 
said  she  had  been  a  servant — and  there  was  no  need  of  asking  any- 
thing more  about  her  story.  I  saw  her  grinning  at  one  of  her  comrades 
as  we  went  out  of  the  room ;  her  face  did  not  look  angelical  then. 
Ah,  young  master  or  old,  young  or  old  villain,  who  did  this  I— have 
you  not  enough  wickedness  of  your  own  to  answer  for,  that  you  must 
take  another's  sins  upon  your  shoulders  ;  and  be  this  wretched  child's 
sponsor  in  crime  P  .  .  . 

But  this  chapter  must  be  made  as  short  as  possible :  and  so  I  will 
not  say  how  much  prouder  Mr.  Leary,  the  keeper,  was  of  his  fat  pigs 
than  of  his  paupers— how  he  pointed  us  out  the  buriaJ-ground  of  the 
family  of  the  poor — their  coffins  were  quite  visible  through  the  niggardly 
mould  ;  and  the  children  might  peep  at  their  fathers  over  the  burial- 
ground-play-ground- waU— nor  how  we  went  to  see  the  Linen  Hall  of 
Dublin — that  huge,  useless,  lonely,  decayed  place,  in  the  vast  windy 
solitudes  of  which  stands  the  simpering  statue  of  George  IV.,  pointing 
to  some  bales  of  shirting,  over  which  he  is  supposed  to  extend  his 
august  protection. 

The  cheers  of  the  rabble  hailing  the  new  Lord  Mayor  were  the  last 
sounds  that  I  heard  in  Dublin :  and  1  quitted  the  kind  friends  1  had 
made  there  with  the  sincerest  regret  As  for  formmg  "  an  opinion  of 
Ireland,"  such  as  is  occasionally  asked  from  a  traveller  on  his  return 
■ — that  is  as  difficult  an  opinion  to  form  as  to  ei^tress ;  and  the  puule 
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which  has  perplexed  the  graveat  and  wisest,  may  be  confessed  by  a 
humble  writer  of  light  literature,  whose  aim  it  only  was  to  look  at  the 
manners  and  the  scenery  of  the  country,  and  who  does  not  venture  t& 
meddle  with  questions  of  more  serious  import. 

To  have  "  an  opinion  about  Ireland,"  one  must  begin  by  getting  at 
the  truth;  and  where  is  it  to  be  had  in  the  country?  Or  rather,  there 
are  Wo  truths,  the  Catholic  truth  and  the  Protestant  truth.  The  two 
parties  do  not  see  things  with  the  same  eyes.  I  recollect,  for  instance, 
a  Cathohc-gentleman  telling  me  that  the  Primate  had  forty-three 
thousand  five  hundred  a  year ;  a  Protestant  clergyman  gave  me, 
chapter  and  verse,  the  history  of  a  shameful  perjury  and  malversation 
of  money  on  the  part  of  a  Catholic  priest ;  nor  was  one  taie  more 
true  than  the  other.  But  belief  is  made  a  party  business  ;  and  the 
receiving  of  the  archbishop's  income  woiUd  probably  not  convince  the 
Catholic,  any  more  than  the  clearest  evidence  to  the  contrary  altered 
the  Protestant's  opinion.  Ask  about  an  estate  ;  you  may  be  sure 
almost  that  people  will  make  mis-statements,  or  volunteer  them  if  not 
asked.  Ask  a  cottager  about  his  rent,  or  his  landlord  :  you  cannot 
trust  him.  I  shall  never  forget  the  glee  with  which  a  gentleman  in 
Munster  told  me  how  he  had  sent  off  MM.  Tocqueville  and  Beaumont 
"  with  such  a  set  of  stories."  Inglis  was  seized,  as  1  am  told,  and 
mystified  in  the  same  way.  In  the  midst  of  all  these  truths,  attested 
with  "  1  give  ye  my  sacred  honour  and  word,"  which  is  the  stranger 
to  select?  And  how  are  we  to  trust  philosophers  who  make  theories 
upon  such  data  ? 

Meanwhile  it  is  satisfactory  to  know,  upon  testimotty  so  general  aft 
to  be  equivalent  almost  to  fact,  that,  wretched  as  It  is,  the  country  is 
.steadily  advancing,  nor  nearly  so  wretched  now  as  it  was  a  score  of 
years  since ;  and  let  us  hope  that  the  middle  class,  which  this  increase 
of  prosperity  must  generate  (and  of  which  our  laws  have  hitherto  for- 
.bidden  the  existence  in  Ireland,  making  there  a  population  of  Protestant 
'aristocracy  and  Catholic  peasantry),  will  exercise  the  greatest  and  most 
beneficial  influence  over  the  country.  Too  independent  to  be  bullied 
by  priest  or  squire — having  their  interest  in  quiet,  and  alike  indisposed 
to  servility  or  to  rebeUion;  may  not  as  much  be  hoped  from  the 
gradual  formation  of  such  a  class,  as  from  any  legislative  meddling  ? 
It  is  the  want  of  the  middle  class  that  has  rendered  the  squire  s& 
.arrogant,  and  the  clerical  or  political  demagogue  so  powerful;  and  I 
think  Mr,  O'Connell  himself  would  say  that  the  existence  of  such  a 
body  woidd  do  more  for  the  steady  acquirement  of  orderly  freedom, 
than  the  occasional  outbreak  of  any  crowd,  influenced  by  any  eloquence 
from  altar  or  tribune. 
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CAPTAIN    SAMUEL    LEWIS, 


PENINSULAK  AND  OKIBNTAL  STEAM   NAVIOATIOK  COM  PAN  VS   SEKVICB. 

Hv  DEAK  Lewis — 

After  a  voyage,  duiing  which  the  captain  of  the  ship  has  displsTed 
tmcommoa  conngc,  seamanship,  afrabil[t7,  or  other  good  qualities,  gntefiil 
passengers  often  present  him  with  a  token  of  their  esteem,  in  the  shape  of 
teapots,  tankards,  tni,ys,  &e.  of  preciom  metal.  Among  aathon,  howerer, 
bullion  is  a  much  rarer  commodity  than  paper,  whereof  I  bc^  yon  to  accept  a 
little  in  the  shape  of  this  small  volume.  It  contains  a  few  notes  of  a  voyage 
which  your  skill  and  kindness  rendered  doubly  pleasant  ;  and  of  which  I  don't 
think  there  b  any  recollection  more  agreeable  than  that  it  was  the  occasion  of 
making  your  friendship 

If  the  noble  company  in  whose  service  you  command  (and  whose  fleet 
alone  makes  them  a  third-tate  maritime  power  in  Europe)  should  appoint  a 
few  admirals  in  their  navy,  T  hope  to  hear  that  your  Sag  is  hoisted  on  board 
one  of  the  grandest  of  their  steamers.  But,  I  trust,  even  there  you  will  not 
forget  the  "  Iberia,"  and  the  delightful  Mediterranean  cruise  we  had  in  her  in 
the  Antomn  of  1844. 

Most  faithhilly  yoiin, 

Mj  dear  Lkwis, 

W.  M,  THACKERAY. 
LMtJoH,  Decemhef  24,  1845. 
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PREFACE. 


On  the  zoth  of  August,  1 844,  the  vniter  of  this  little  book  went  to  dine 

at  the  " Oub,"  quite  unconscious  of  the  wonderful  events  which 

Fate  had  in  store  for  him. 

Mr.  William  was  there,  giving  a  farewell  dinner  to  his  friend, 
Mr.  James  (now  Sir  James).  These  two  asked  Mr.  Titmarsb  to  join 
company  with  them,  and  the  conversation  naturally  fell  upon  the  tour 
Mr.  James  was  about  to  take.  The  Peninsular  and  Oriental  Company 
had  arranged  an  excursion  in  the  Mediteiranean,  by  which,  in  the 
space  of  a  couple  of  months,  as  many  men  and  cities  were  to  be  seen 
as  Ulysses  surveyed  and  noted  in  ten  years.  Malta,  Athens,  Smyrna, 
Constantinople,  Jerusalem,  Cairo  were  to  be  visited,  and  everybody 
was  to  be  back  in  London  by  Lord  Mayor's  Day. 

The  idea  of  beholding  these  famous  places  inflamed  Mr.  TitmarshV 
mind  i  and  the  charms  of  such  a  journey  were  eloquently  impressed 
upon  him  by  Mr.  James.  "Come,"  said  that  kind  and  hospitable 
({entleman,  "  and  make  one  of  my  family  party  j  in  all  your  life  you 
will  never  probably  have  a  chance  again  to  see  so  much  in  so  short 
a  time.  Consider— it  is  as  easy  as  a  journey  to  Paris  or  to  Baden." 
Mr.  Titmarsb  conudered  all  these  things ;  but  also  the  difficulties  of 
the  situation :  he  had  but  six-and-thirty  hours  to  get  ready  for  so 
portentous  a  joumey-^e  had  eng^^ments  at  home— finally,  could 
he  afford  it?  In  spite  of  these  objections,  however,  with  every  glass 
of  claret  the  enthusiasm  somehow  rose,  and  the  di£Gculties  vanished. 

But  when  Mr.  James,  to  crown  all,  said  he  had  no  doubt  that  his 
friends,  the  Directors  of  the  Peninsular  and  Oriental  Company,  would 
make  Mr.  Titmarsb  the  present  of  a  berth  for  the  voyage^  all  objections 
ceased  on  his  part ;  to  break  his  outstandii^  engagements— to  write 
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letters  to  his  amazed  feuily,  stating  that  they  were  not  to  eqiect  him 
at  dinner  on  Saturday  fortnight,  as  he  would  be  at  Jerusalem  on  that 
day— to  purchase  nghteen  shirts  and  lay  in  a  sea  stock  of  Russia 
ducks — nas  the  work  of  four-and-twenty  hours ;  and  on  the  22nd  of 
August,  the  "  Lady  Mary  Wood  "  was  sailing  from  Southampton  with 
the  "  subject  of  the  present  memoir,"  quite  astonished  to  find  himsdf 
one  of  the  passengers  on  board. 

These  important  statements  are  made  partly  to  convince  some 
incredulous  friends — who  insist  still  that  the  writer  never  went  abroad 
at  all,  and  wrote  the  following  p^es,  out  of  pure  fancy,  in  retirement 
at  Putney ;  but  mainly,  to  give  him  an  opportunity  of  thanking  the 
Directors  of  the  Company  in  question  for  a  del^htfiil  excursion. 

It  was  one  so  easy,  so  charming,  and  I  think  profitable — it  leaves 
such  a  store  of  pleasant  recollections  for  after  days— and  cicates  so 
many  new  sources  of  interest  (a  newspaper  letter  from  Beyrout,  or 
Malta,  or  Algiers,  has  twice  the  interest  now  that  it  had  foimerly) — 
that  I  can't  but  recommend  all  persons  who  have  time  and  means  to 
make  a  similar  journey — vacation  idlers  to  extend  their  travels  and 
pursue  it :  above  aU,  young  well-educated  men  enterii^  Ufe,  to  take 
this  course,  we  will  say,  aAec  that  at  college ;  and,  having  their  book- 
learning  fresh  in  their  minds,  see  the  living  people  and  their  cities, 
and  the  actual  aspect  of  Mature,  along  the  famous  shores  of  the 
Mediterraneaa 
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CHAPTER  r. 


THE  sun  'brought  all  the  sick  people  out  of  their  bertlis  this 
morning,  and  the  indescribable  moans  and  lurises  which,  bad 
been  issuing  bom  behind  the  fine  painted  doors  on  each  side  of  the 
cabin  happily  ceased.  Long  before  sunrise,  I  had  the  good  fortune  to 
discover  that  it  was  no  longer  necessary  to  maintain  the  horiiODtal 
posture,  and,  the  very  instant  this  truth  was  apparent,  came  on  deck, 
at  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  to  see  a  noble  full  moon  sinking  west- 
ward, and  millions  of  the  most  brilliant  stars  shining  overhead,  llie 
night  was  so  serenely  pure,  that  you  saw  them  in  magnificent  airy  per- 
spective ;  the  blue  sky  around  and  over  them,  and  other  more  distant 
orbs  sparkling  above,  till  they  gUttered  away  faintly  into  the  im- 
measurable distance.  The  ship  went  roiling  over  a.  heavy,  swelterinf^ 
x:alm  sea.  The  breeze  was  a  warm  and  soft  one  ;  quite  different  to  the 
rigid  air  we  had  left  behind  us,  two  days  since,  off  the  Isle  of  Wighk 
The  bell  k^t  tolling  its  half  hours,  and  the  mate  explained  the  mystery 
of  watch  and  dog-watch. 

The  sight  of  that  noble  scene  cured  all  the  woes  and  discomfitures 
of  sea-sickness  at  once,  and  if  there  were  any  need  to  communicate 
such  secrets  to  the  public,  one  might  tell  of  much  more  good  that 
(he  pleasant  morning-watch  effected  ;  but  there  are  a  set  of  emotions 
about  which  a  man  had  best  be  shy  of  talking  lightly,— and  the  feelings 
excited  by  contemplating  this  vast,  magnificent,  harmonious  Nature 
are  among  these.  The  view  of  it  inspires  a  ddight  and  ecstasy  which 
is  not  on^  hard  to  describe,  but  which  has  something  secret  b  it  that 
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a  man  should  not  utter  loudly.  Hope,  memoiy,  humility,  tender 
yearnings  towards  dear  friends,  and  inexpressible  love  and  reverence 
towards  the  Power  which  created  the  iniinite  universe  blazing  above 
eternally,  and  the  vast  ocean  shining  and  rolling  around — fill  the  heatt 
with  a  solemn,  humble  happiness,  that  a  person  dwelling  in  a  city  has 
rarely  occasion  to  enjoy.  They  are  coming  away  from  London  parties 
at  this  time:  the  dear  little  eyes  are  closed  in  sleep  under  mother's 
wing.  How  far  off  city  cares  and  pleasures  appear  to  be  I  how  small 
and  mean  they  seem,  dwindling  out  of  sight  before  this  magnificent 
brightness  of  Naturel  But  the  best  thoughts  only  grow  and  strengthen 
under  it.  Heaven  shines  above,  and  the  humbled  spirit  looks  up 
reverently  towards  that  boundless  aspect  of  wisdom  and  beauty.  You 
are  at  home,  and  with  all  at  rest  there,  however  far  away  they  maybe; 
and  through  the  distance  the  heart  broods  over  them,  bright  and 
wakefiil  like  yonder  peaceful  stars  overhead. 

The  day  was  as  fine  and  calm  as  the  night;  at  seven  bells,  suddenly 
a  bdl  began  to  toll  very  much  like  that  of  a  country  church,  and  on 
going  on  deck  we  found  an  awning  raised,  a  desk  with  a  flag  flung 
over  it  close  to  the  compass,  and  the  ship's  company  and  passengers  as- 
sembled there  to  hear  the  captain  read  the  Service  in  a  manly  respect- 
ful voice.  This,  too,  was  a  novel  and  touching  sight  to  me.  Peaked 
ridges  of  purple  mountains  rose  to  the  left  of  the  ship,— Finisterrc 
and  the  coast  of  Galicia.  The  sky  above  was  cloudless  and  shining ; 
the  vast  dark  ocean  smiled  peacefully  round  about,  and  the  ship  went 
rolling  over  it,  as  the  people  within  were  praising  the  Maker  of  alL 

In  honour  of  the  day,  it  was  announced  that  the  passengers  would 
be  regaled  with  champagne  at  dinner  \  and  accordingly  that  exhila- 
rating liquor  was  served  out  in  decent  profusion,  the  company 
drinking  the  captain's  health  with  the  customary  orations  of  compli- 
ment and  acknowledgment.  This  feast  was  scarcely  ended,  when  we 
found  ourselves  rounding  the  headland  into  Vigo  Bay,  passing  a  grim 
and  tall  island  of  rocky  mountains  which  lies  in  the  centre  of  the  bay. 

Whether  it  is  that  the  sight  of  land  is  always  welcome  to  weary 
mariners,  after  the  perils  and  annoyances  of  a  voyage  of  three  days, 
or  whether  the  place  is  in  itself  extraordinarily  beautifiil,  need  not  he 
ai^ed;  but  I  have  seldom  seen  anything  more  charming  than  the 
amphitheatre  of  noble  hills  into  which  the  ship  now  came — all  the 
features  of  the  landscape  being  lighted  up  with  a  wonderful  clearness 
of  air,  which  rarely  adoms  a  view  in  our  country.  The  sun  had  not  yet 
set,  but  over  the  town  and  lofty  rocky  castle  of  Vigo  a  great  ghost  raf  a 
moon  was  faintly  visible,  which  blazed  out  brighter  and  brighter  as  the 
superior  luminary  retired  behind  the  purple  mountains  of  the  headland 
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to  rest  Before  the  general  background  of  waving  heights  which 
encompassed  the  bay,  rose  a  second  semicircle  of  undulating  hills,  as 
cheerful  and  green  as  the  mountains  behind  them  were  grey  and 
solenuL  Fanns  and  gardens,  convent  towers,  white  villages  and 
churches,  and  buildings  that  no  doubt  were  hermitages  once,  upon 
the  sharp  peaks  of  the  hills,  shone  brightly  in  the  sun.  The  sight  was 
delightfully  cheerful,  animated,  and  pleasing. 

Presently  the  captain  roared  out  the  magic  words,  "  Stop  her  1 " 
and  the  obedient  vessel  came  to  a  stand-still,  at  some  three  hundred 
yards  from  the  little  town,  with  its  white  houses  clambering  up  a  rock, 
defended  by  the  superior  mountain  whereon  the  castle  stands.  Num- 
bers of  people,  arrayed  in  various  brilliant  colours  of  red,  were  standing 
on  the  sand  close  by  the  tumbling,  shining,  purple  waves;  and  there  we 
behdd,  for  the  first  time,  the  royai  red  and  yeDow  standard  of  Spain 
floating  on  its  own  ground,  under  the  guardianship  of  a  light  blue 
sentinel,  whose  musket  glittered  in  the  sun.  Numerous  boats  were 
seen,  incontinently,  to  put  off  from  the  little  shore. 

And  now  our  attention  was  withdrawn  from  the  land  to  a  sight  of 
great  splendour  on  board.  This  was  Lieutenant  Bundy,  the  guardian 
of  her  Majesty's  mails,  who  issued  from  his  cabin  in  his  long  swallow- 
tailed  coat  with  anchor  buttons  ;  his  sabre  clattering  between  his  legs ; 
a,  magnificent  shirt-collar,  of  several  inches  in  height,  rising  round  his 
good-humoured  sallow  face  ;  and  above  it  a  cocked  hat,  that  shone  so, 
I  thought  it  was  made  of  polished  tin  (il  may  have  been  that  or  oilskin), 
handsomely  laced  with  black  worsted,  and  ornamented  with  a  shining 
gold  cord.  A  Uttle  squat  boat,  rowed  by  three  ragged  gallegos,  came 
bouncing  up  to  the  ship.  Into  this  Mr.  Bundy  and  her  Majesty's 
foyal  mail  embarked  with  much  majesty ;  and  in  the  twinkling  of  an 
eye,  the  royal  standard  of  England,  about  the  size  of  a  pocket-hand- 
kerchief,— and  at  the  bows  of  the  boat,  the  man-of-war's  pennant, 
being  a  strip  of  bunting  considerably  under  the  value  of  a  farthing, — 
streamed  out 
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"  They  know  that  flag,  sir,"  said  the  good-natured  old  tar,  quite 
solctBiily,  in  the  evening  afterwards:  "they  respect  it,  sir."  The 
authority  of  her  Majesty's  lieutenant  on  board  the  steamer  is  stated  to 
be  so  tremendoos,  that  he  may  order  it  to  stop,  to  move,  to  go  larboard, 
starboard,  or  what  you  will ;  and  the  captain  dare  only  disob^  hin^ 
iuo  perieula. 

It  was  agreed  that  a  party  of  us  should  land  for  half-an-hour,  and 
taste  real  Spanish  chocolate  on  Spanish  ground.  We  followed  Lieu- 
tenant Bundy,  but  humbly  in  the  provider's  boat;  that  officer  going  on 
shore  to  purchase  fresh  eggs,  milk  for  tea  (in  place  of  the  slimy  sub- 
stitute of  whipped  yolk  of  egg  which  we  had  been  using  for  our  morning 
and  evening  meals),  and,  if  possible,  oysters,  for  which  it  is  said  the 
rocks  of  Vigo  are  famous. 

It  was  low  tide,  and  the  boat  could  not  get  up  to  the  dry  short 
Hence  it  was  necessary  to  take  advantage  of  the  offers  of  sundry 
gallegos,  who  rushed  barelegged  into  the  water,  to  land  on  ttieir 
shoulders.  The  approved  method  seems  to  be,  to  sit  upon  one 
shoulder  only,  holding  on  by  the  porter's  whiskers  ;  and  though  some 
of  our  party  were  of  the  tallest  and  fattest  men  whereof  our  race  IS 
composed,  and  their  living  sedans  exceedingly  meagre  and  small,  yet 
all  were  landed  vrithout  accident  upon  the  juicy  sand,  and  fotthwith 
surrounded  by  a  host  of  mendicants,  screaming,  "  I  say,  sir  !  penny, 
sir  !  I  say,  English  1  tam  your  ays  1  penny  ! "  in  all  voices,  from  extreme 
youth  to  the  most  lousy  and  venerable  old  age.  When  it  is  said  that 
these  beggars  were  as  ragged  as  those  of  Ireland,  and  still  more  voluble, 
the  Irish  traveller  will  be  able  to  form  an  opinion  of  their  capabilities. 

Through  this  crowd  we  passed  up  some  steep  rocky  steps,  through 
a  little  low  gate,  where,  in  a  little  guard-house  and  barrack,  a  few  dirty 
little  sentinels  were  keeping  a  dirty  little  guard  ;  and  hy  low-roofed, 
whitewashed  houses,  with  balconies,  and  women  in  them, — the  very 
same  women,  with  the  very  same  head-clothes,  and  yellow  fans  and 
eyes,  at  once  sly  and  solemn,  which  Murillo  painted, — by  a  neat 
church  into  which  we  took  a  peep,  and,  finally,  Into  the  Plaza  del 
J  Consiitucion,  or  grand  place  of  the  town,  which  may  be  about  as  big 
as  that  pleasing  square.  Pump  Court,  Temple.  We  were  taken  to  an 
inn,  of  which  I  forget  the  name,  and  were  shown  from  one  chamber 
and  storey  to  another,  till  we  arrived  at  that  apartment  where  the  real 
Spanish  chocolate  was  finally  to  be  served  out.  All  th«se  rooms 
were  as  dean  as  scrubbing  and  whitewash  could  make  them ;  with 
Mmpie  French  prints  {with  Spanish  titles)  on  the  walls ;  a  few  rickety 
half-Gnished  articles  of  furniture ;  and,  finally,  an  air  of  extremely 
respectable  poverty,  A  jolly,  black-eyed,  yellow-shawled  Dulcinea 
conducted  ua  through  the  apartment,  and  provided  us  with  the  desired 
refreshment 
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Sounds  of  clarions  drew  oar  eyes  to  the  pUce  of  the  Constitution ; 
and,  indeed,  I  had  forgotten  to  say,  that  that  majestic  square  was  filled 
with  military,  with  exceedingly  soiall  firelocks,  the  men  ludicrously 
young  and  diminutive  for  the  most  part,  in  a  uniform  at  once  cheap 
and  tawdry, — hke  those  supplied  to  the  warriors  at  Astley's,  or  from 
still  humbler  theatrical  wardrobes  :  indeed,  the  whole  scene  was  just 
like  that  of  a  little  theatre ;  the  houses  curiously  small,  with,  arcades 
and  balconies,  out  of  which  looked  women  apparently  a  great  deal  too 
big  for  the  chambers  they  inhabited ;  the  warriors  were  in  ginghams, 
cottons,  and  tinsel ;  the  officers  had  huge  epaulets  of  sham  silver  lace 
drooping  over  their  bosoms,  and  looked  as  if  they  were  attired  at  a 
very  small  espense.  Only  the  general— the  captain-general  (Pooch, 
they  told  us,  was  his  name :  I  know  not  how  'tis  written  in  Spanish) — 
was  well  got  up,  with  a  smart  hat,  a  real  feather,  huge  stars  jittering 
on  his  portly  chest,  and  tights  and  boots  of  the  first  order.  Presently, 
after  a  good  deal  of  trumpeting,  the  Uttle  men  marched  off  the  place. 
Pooch  and  his  staff  coming  into  the  very  inn  in  which  we  were  awaiting 
our  chocolate. 

Then  we  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing  some  of  the  civilians  of  the 
town.  Three  or  foiv  ladies  passed,  with  fan  and  mantle;  to  them 
came  three  or  four  dandies,  dressed  smartly  in  the  French  fashion,  with 
strong  Jewish  physiognomies  There  was  one,  a  solemn  lean,  fellow  in 
black,  with  his  collars  extremely  turned  over,  and  holding  before  him 
a  long  ivory-tipped  ebony  cane,  who  tripped  along  the  little  place  with 
a  solemn  smirk,  which  gave  one  an  indescribable  feeling  of  the  truth 
of  Gil  Bias,  and  of  those  delightful  bachelors  and  Ucentiates  who  have 
appeared  to  us  all  in  our  dreams. 

In  fact  we  were  but  half-an-hour  in  this  little  queer  Spanish  town ; 
and  it  appeared  like  a  dream,  too,  or  a  little  show  got  up  to  amuse  us. 
Boom  I  the  gun  fired  at  the  end  of  the  fiinny  Uttle  entertainment 
The  women  and  the  balconies,  the  beggars  and  the  walking  Murillos, 
Pooch  and  the  httle  soldiers  in  tinsel,  disappeared,  and  were  shut  up 
in  their  box  again.  Once  more  we  were  carried  on  the  beggars' 
shoulders  out  off  the  shore,  and  we  found  ourselves  again  in  the  great 
stalwart  roast-beef  world  ;  the  stout  British  steamer  bearing  out  of  the 
bay,  whose  purple  waters  had  grown  more  purple.  The  sun  had  set 
by  this  time,  and  the  moon  above  was  twice  as  big  and  bright  as  our 
degenerate  moons  are. 

The  provider  had  already  returned  with  his  fresh  stores,  and 
Bundy's  tin  hat  was  popped  into  its  case,  and  he  walking  the  deck  of 
the  packet  denuded  of  tails.  As  we  went  out  of  the  bay,  occurred  a 
little  incident  with  which  the  great  incidents  of  the  day  may  be  said  to 
wind  up.    We  saw  before  us  a  little  vessel,  tumbling  and  plunging 
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about  in  the  dark  waters  of  the  bay,  with  a  bright  light  beaming  from 
the  mast.  It  made  for  us  at  about  a  couple  of  miles  from  the  town, 
and  came  close  up,  flouDcing  and  bobbing  in  the  very  jaws  of  the 
paddle,  which  looked  as  if  it  would  have  seized  and  twirled  n>und  that 
little  boat  and  its  light,  and  destroyed  them  for  ever  and  ever.  All  the 
passengers,  of  course,  came  crowding  to  the  ship's  side  to  look  at  the 
bold  little  boat 

"  I  SAY  ! "  howled  a  man ;  "  I  say  !— a  word  !— I  say !  Pasagero  ! 
Pasagero !  Pasage-e-ero  ! "  We  were  two  hundred  yards  ahead  by 
this  time. 

"  Go  on,"  says  the  captain. 

"  You  may  stop  if  you  like,"  says  Lieutenant  Bundy,  exerting  hb 
tremendous  responsibility.  It  is  evident  that  the  lieutenant  has  a  soft 
heart,  and  felt  for  the  poor  devil  in  the  boat  who  was  howling  so 
pitcously  "  Pasagero  ! " 

But  the  captain  was  resolute.  His  duty  was  not  to  take  the  man 
up.  He  was  evidently  an  insular  customer — some  one  trying  to 
escape,  possibly. 

The  lieutenant  turned  away,  but  cUd  not  make  any  further  hints. 
The  captain  was  right ;  but  we  all  felt  somehow  disappointed,  and 
looked  back  wistfully  at  the  little  boat,jumpingupand  down  for  astern 
now ;  the  poor  little  light  shuiing  in  vain,  and  the  poor  wretch  within 
screaming  out  in  the  most  heart-rendmg  accents  a  last  faint  desperate 
"  I  say !  Pas^ero-o  1 " 

We  all  went  down  to  tea  rather  melancholy  ;  but  the  new  milk,  in 
the  place  of  that  abominable  whipped  e^,  revived  us  again ;  and 
■o  ended  the  great  events  on  board  the  "  Lady  Mary  Wood"  steamer, 
on  the  35th  August,  1844. 
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CHAPTER  11. 


A  GREAT  misfortune  which  befals  a  man  who  has  but  a  sii^te  day 
to  stay  in  a  town,  is  that  fatal  duty  which  superstition  entails 
upon  him  of  visiting  the  chief  lions  of  the  city  in  which  he  may  happen 
to  be.  You  must  go  through  the  ceremooy,  however  much  you  may 
sigh  10  avoid  it ;  and  however  much  you  know  that  the  lions  in  one 
capital  roar  very  much  like  the  lions  in  another ;  that  the  churches 
are  more  or  less  large  and  splendid,  the  palaces  pretty  spacious,  all  the 
woild  over ;  and  that  there  is  scarcely  a  capital  city  in  this  Europe  but 
has  its  pompous  bronze  statue  or  two  of  some  periwigged,  hook-nosed 
emperor,  in  a  Roman  habit,  waving  his  bronze  bSton  on  his  broad- 
flanked  brazen  charger.  We  only  saw  these  state  old  lions  in  Lisbon, 
whose  roar  has  long  since  ceased  to  frighten  one.  First  we  went  to 
the  Church  of  St.  Roch,  to  see  a  famous  piece  of  mosaic-work  there. 
It  is  a  famous  work  of  art,  and  was  bought  by  I  don't  know  what  king 
for  I  don't  know  how  much  money.  All  this  information  may  be 
perfectly  relied  on,  though  the  fact  is,  we  did  not  see  the  mosaic-work : 
the  sacristan,  who  guards  it,  was  yet  in  bed ;  and  it  was  veiled  from 
our  eyes  in  a  side-chapel  by  great  dirty  damask  curtains,  which  could 
not  be  removed,  except  when  the  sacristan's  toilette  was  done,  and  at 
the  price  of  a  dollar.  So  we  were  spared  this  mosaic  exhibitiim  ;  and 
I  think  I  always  feel  relieved  when  such  an  event  occurs.  I  feel  I 
have  done  my  duty  in  coming  to  see  the  enormous  animal ;  if  he  is 
not  at  home,  virtute  me&  me,  S^c. — we  have  done  our  best,  and  mortal 
can  do  no  more. 

In  order  to  reach  that  church  of  the  forbidden  mosaic,  we  had 
sweated  up  several  most  steep  and  dusty  streets— hot  and  dusty, 
although  it  was  but  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Thence  the  guide 
conducted  us  into  some  little  dust-powdered  gardens,  in  which  the  people 
make  believe  to  enjoy  the  verdure,  and  whence  you  look  over  a  great 
part  of  the  arid,  dreary,  stony  city.  There  was  no  smoke,  as  in  honest 
London,  only  dust — dust  over  the  gaunt  houses  and  the  dismal  yellow 
strips  of  gardens.  Many  churches  were  there,  and  tall,  half-baked- 
looking  pubhc  edifices,  that  had  a  dry,  uncomfortable,  earthquaky  look, 
to  my  idea.    The  ground-floors  of  the  spacious  houses  by  which  we 
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passed  seemed  the  coolest  and  the  pleasantest  portions  of  the  mansion. 
They  were  cellars  or  warehouses,  for  the  most  part,  in  t^ch  white- 
jacketed  clerks  sat  smoking  easy  cigars.  The  streets  were  plastered 
with  placards  of  a  bull-fight,  to  take  place  the  next  evening  (there  was 
no  opera  at  that  season)  ;  but  it  was  not  a  real  Spanish  tauromachy — 
only  a  theatrical  combat,  as  you  could  see  by  the  picture  in  which  the 
horseman  was  cantering  off  at  three  miles  an  hour,  the  bull  trippii^ 
aAer  him  with  tips  to  his  gentle  horns.  Mules  interminable,  and 
almost  all  excellently  sieek  and  handsome,  were  pacing  down  every 
Street :  here  and  there,  but  later  in  the  day,  came  clattering  along  a 
smart  rider  on  a  prancing  Spanish  horse  ;  and  in  the  afternoon  a  few 
families  might  be  seen  in  the  queerest  old-fashioned  little  carriages, 
drawn  by  their  jolly  mules  and  swinging  between,  or  rather  beforcy 
enormons  wheels. 

The  churches  I  saw  were  of  the  florid  periwig  architective — I  mean 
<A  that  pompous,  cauliflower  kind  of  ornament  which  was  the  fashion 
in  Louis  the  Fifteenth's  time,  at  which  unlucky  period  a  building  mania, 
seems  to  have  seized  upon  many  of  the  monarchs  of  Enrope,  and 
innumerable  public  edifices  were  erected.  It  seems  to  me  to  have 
been  the  period  in  all  history  when  society  was  the  least  natural,  and 
perhaps  the  most  dissolute ;  and  I  have  always  fancied  that  the  bloated 
artilicial  forms  of  the  architecture  partake  of  the  social  disorganization 
of  the  time.  Who  can  respect  a  simpering  ninny,  grinning  in  a  Roman 
dress  and  a  full-bottomed  wig,  who  is  made  to  pass  off  for  a  hero ;  or 
a  fat  woman  in  a  hoop,  and  of  a  most  doubtiijl  virtue,  who  leers  at  you 
as  a  goddess?  In  the  palaces  which  we  saw,  several  court  allegories 
were  represented,  which,  atrocious  as  they  were  in  point  of  art,  might 
yet  serve  to  attract  the  regard  of  the  moraliier.  There  were  Faith, 
Hope,  and  Charity  restoring  Don  John  to  the  arms  of  his  happy 
Portugal :  there  were  Virtue,  Valour,  and  Victory  saluting  Don 
Emanuel  :  Reading,  Writing,  and  Arithmetic  (for  what  I  know,  or 
some  mythologic  nymphs)  dancing  tiefore  Don  Miguel— the  picture  ift 
there  still,  at  the  Ajuda ;  and  ah  me  \  where  Is  poor  Mig  ?  Well,  it  is 
these  state  lies  and  ceremonies  that  we  persist  in  going  to  see ;  whereas 
a  man  would  have  a  much  better  insight  into  Portuguese  manners,  by 
planting  himself  at  a  comer,  like  yonder  beggar,  and  watching  the  real 
transactions  of  the  day. 

A  drive  to  Belem  is  the  regular  route  practised  by  the  traveller  who 
has  to  make  only  a  short  stay,  and  accordingly  a  couple  of  carriages 
were  provided  for  our  party,  and  we  were  driven  through  the  loi^ 
merr)-  street  of  Belem,  peopled  by  endless  strings  of  mules, — by  thou- 
sands of  galtegos,  with  water-barrels  on  their  shoulders,  or  lounging 
by  the  fountains  to  hire,— by  the  Lisbon  and  Belem  omnibuses,  with 
four  mules,  jingling  along  at  a  good  pace ;  and  it  seemed  to  me  to 
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present  a  far  more  lively  and  cheerful,  though  not  so  regular,  an 
appearance  as  the  stately  quarters  of  the  city  we  bad  left  behind  us. 
The  little  shops  were  at  full  work— the  men  brown,  well-dressed, 
manly,  and  handsome :  so  much  cannot,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  be  said 
for  the  ladies,  of  whom,  with  every  anxiety  to  do  so,  our  party  could 
not  perceive  a  single  good-looking  specimen  alJ  day.  The  noble  blue 
Tagus  accompanies  you  all  along  these  three  miles  of  busy,  pleasant 
street,  whereof  the  [±icf  charm,  as  1  thought,  was  its  look  of  genuine 
business— that  appearance  of  comfort  which  the  cleverest  court-archi- 
tect never  knows  how  to  give. 

The  carriages  (the  canvas  one  with  four  seats  and  the  chaise  in 
which  I  drove)  were  brought  suddenly  up  to  a  gate  with  the  royal  aims 
over  it !  and  here  we  were  introduced  to  as  queer  an  exhibition  as  the  eye 
has  often  looked  on.  This  was  the  state-carriage  house,  where  there 
is  a  museum  of  huge  old  tumble-down  gilded  coaches  of  the  last 
century,  lying  here,  mouldy  and  dark,  in  a.  sort  of  limbo.  The  gold 
has  vanished  from  the  great  lumbering  old  wheels  and  panels  {  the 
velvets  are  wofiilly  tarnished.  When  one  thinks  of  the  patches  and 
powder  that  have  simpered  out  of  those  plate-glass  windows — the 
mitred  bishops,  the  big-wig^d  marshals,  the  shovel-hatted  abb& 
which  they  have  home  in  their  time— the  human  mind  becomes 
,  affected  in  no  ordinary  degree.  Some  hnman  minds  heave  a  sigh 
for  the  glories  of  bygone  days ;  while  others,  considering  rather  the 
lies  and  humbug,  the  vice  and  servility,  which  went  framed  and  glazed 
and  enshrined,  creaking  along  in  those  old  Juggernaut  cars,  with  fools 
worshipping  under  the  wheels,  console  themselves  for  the  decay  of 
institutions  that  may  have  been  splendid  and  costly,  but  were  ponder- 
ous, clumsy,  slow,  and  unfit  for  daily  wear.  The  guardian  id  these 
defunct  old  carriages  tells  some  prodigious  fibs  concerning  them  :  he 
pointed  out  one  carriage  that  was  six  hundred  years  old  in  his  calendar ; 
but  any  coimoisseur  in  bricabrac  can  see  it  was  built  at  Paris  in  the 
Regent  Orleans'  time. 

Hence  it  is  but  a  step  to  an  institution  in  fiUl  life  and  vigour,— a 
noble  orphan-school  for  one  thousand  boys  and  girls,  founded  by  Don 
Pedro,  who  gave  up  to  its  use  the  superb  convent  of  Belem,  with  its 
splendid  cloisters,  vast  airy  dormitories,  and  magnificent  church.  Some 
Oxford  gentlemen  would  have  wept  to  see  the  desecrated  edifice, — to 
think  that  the  shaven  polls  and  white  gowns  were  banished  from  it  to 
give  place  to  a  thousand  children,  who  have  not  even  the  dei^  to 
instruct  them,  "  Every  lad  here  may  choose  his  trade,"  our  little 
informant  said,  who  addressed  us  in  better  French  than  any  of  our 
party  spoke,  whose  manners  were  perfectly  gentlemanlike  and  respect- 
Ail,  and  whose  clothes,  though  of  a  common  cotton  stuff,  were  cut  and 
worn  with  a  military  neatness  and  precision.    All  the  children  whom 
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we  remarked  were  dressed  with  similar  neatness,  and  it  was  a  pleasure 
to  go  throi^:h  their  various  rooms  for  study,  where  some  were  busy  at 
matbematics,  some  at  drawing,  some  attending  a.  lecture  on  tailoring, 
while  others  were  sitting  at  the  feet  of  a  professor  of  the  science  of 
shoemaking.  All  the  gaiments  of  the  establishment  were  made  by  the 
pupils ;  even  the  deaf  and  dumb  were  drawing  and  reading,  and  the 
blind  were,  for  the  most  part,  set  to  perform  on  musical  instnuneots, 
and  got  up  a  concert  for  the  visitors.  It  was  then  we  wished  ourselves 
of  the  numbers  of  the  deaf  and  dumb,  for  the  poor  fellows  made  noises 
so  horrible,  that  even  as  blind  beggars  they  could  hardly  get  a  livelihood 
in  the  musical  way. 

Hence  we  were  driven  to  the  huge  palace  of  Necessidades,  which 
is  but  a  wing  of  a  building  that  no  King  of  Portugal  ought  ever  to  be 
rich  enough  to  complete,  and  which,  if  perfect,  might  outvie  the  Tower 
of  BabeL  The  mines  of  Braiil  must  have  been  productive  of  gold  and 
silver  indeed  when  the  founder  im^ned  this  enormous  edifice.  From 
the  elevation  on  which  it  stands  it  commands  the  noblest  views, — the 
city  is  spread  before  it,  with  its  many  churches  and  towers,  and  for 
many  miles  you  see  the  magnificent  Tagus,  rolling  by  banks  crowned 
with  trees  and  towers.  But  to  arrive  at  this  enormous  building  you 
have  to  climb  a  steep  suburb  of  wretched  huts,  many  of  them  with 
dismal  gardens  of  dry,  cracked  earth,  where  a  few  reedy  sprouts  of 
Indian  com  seemed  to  be  the  chief  cultivation,  and  which  were 
guarded  by  huge  plants  of  spiky  aloes,  on  which  the  rags  of  the  pro- 
prietors of  the  huts  were  sunning  themselves.  The  terrace  before  the 
palace  was  similarly  encroached  upon  by  these  wretched  habitations. 
A  few  millions  judiciously  expended  might  make  of  this  arid  hill  one 
of  the  most  magnificent  gardens  in  the  world  ;  and  the  palace  seems 
to  me  to  excel  for  situation  any  royal  edifice  I  have  ever  seen.  But 
the  huts  of  these  swarming  poor  have  crawled  up  close  to  its  gates, — 
the  superb  walls  of  hewn  stone  stop  all  of  a  sudden  with  a  lath-and- 
plaster  hitch;  and  capitals,  and  hewn  stones  for  columns,  still  lying 
about  on  the  deserted  terrace,  may  lie  there  for  ages  to  come,  probably, 
and  never  take  their  places  by  the  side  of  their  brethren  in  yonder  t^ 
bankrupt  galleries.  The  air  of  this  pure  sky  has  littie  efiect  upon  the 
edifices,— the  edges  of  the  stone  look  as  sharp  as  if  the  builders  had 
just  left  their  work  ;  and  close  to  the  grand  entrance  stands  an  out- 
building, part  of  which  may  have  been  burnt  fifty  years  ago,  but  is  in 
such  cheerful  preservation  that  you  might  fancy  the  fire  had  occurred 
yesterday.  It  must  have  been  an  awful  sight  from  this  hill  to  have 
looked  at  the  city  spread  before  it,  and  seen  it  reeling  and  swaying  in 
the  time  of  the  earthquake.  I  thought  it  looked  so  hot  and  shaky,  that 
»ne  might  fancy  a  return  of  the  fit     In  several  places  still  remsin 
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gaps  and  chasms,  and  luins  lie  here  and  there  as  ttiey  cracked 
and  feO. 

Although  the  palace  has  not  attained  anything  like  its  fiill  growth, 
yet  what  exists  is  quite  big  enough  for  the  monarch  of  such  a  little 
countiy ;  and  Versailles  or  Windsor  has  not  apartments  more  nobly 
proportioned.  The  Queen  resides  in  the  Ajuda,  a  building  of  much 
less  pretensions,  of  which  the  yellow  walls  and  beautiful  gardens  are 
seen  between  Belem  and  the  city.  The  Necessidades  are  only  used 
for  grand  galas,  receptions  of  ambassadors,  and  ceremonies  of  state. 
In  the  throne-room  is  a  huge  throne,  surmounted  by  an  enonnous  gilt 
crown,  than  which  I  have  never  seen  anything  larger  in  the  finest  panto- 
mime at  Dnuy  Lane  ;  but  the  effect  of  this  splendid  piece  is  lessened 
by  a  shabby  old  Brussels  carpet,  almost  the  only  other  article  of 
furniture  in  the  apartment,  and  not  quite  large  enough  to  cover  its 
spacious  floor.  The  looms  of  Kidderminster  have  supplied  the  web 
which  ornaments  the  "  Ambassadors'  WaitingrRoom,"  and  the  ceilings 
are  painted  with  huge  allegories  in  distemper,  which  pretty  well  corre- 
spond with  the  other  furniture.  Of  all  the  undignified  objects  in  the 
world,  a  palace  out  at  elbows  is  surely  the  meanest  Such  places  ought 
not  to  be  seen  in  adversity, — splendour  is  their  decency, — and  when 
no  longer  able  to  maintain  it,  they  should  sink  to  the  level  of  their 
means,  calmly  subside  into  manufactories,  or  go  shabby  in  seclusion. 

There  is  a  picture-gallery  belonging  to  the  palace  that  is  quite  of 
a  piece  with  the  furniture,  where  are  the  mythological  pieces  relative 
to  the  kings  before  alluded  to,  and  where  the  English  visitor  will  see 
some  astonishing  pictures  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  done  in  a  very. 
characteristic  style  of  Portuguese  art.  There  is  also  a  chapel,  which 
has  been  decorated  with  much  care  and  sumptuousness  of  otnamen^ 
— the  altar  surmounted  by  a  ghastly  and  horrible  carved  figure  in  the 
taste  of  the  time  when  faith  was  strengthened  by  the  shrieks  of  Jews 
on  the  rack,  and  enlivened  by  the  roasting  of  heretics.  Other  such 
frightful  images  may  be  seen  in  the  churches  of  the  city;  those  which 
we  saw  were  still  rich,  tawdry,  and  splendid  to  outward  show,  although 
the  French,  as  usual,  had  robbed  their  shrines  of  their  gold  and  silver, 
and  the  statues  of  their  jewels  and  crowns.  But  brass  and  tinsel  look 
to  the  visitor  full  as  well  at  a  little  distance, — as  doubtless  Soult  and 
Junot  thought,  when  they  despoiled  these  places  of  worship,  like 
French  philosophers  as  they  were. 

A  friend,  with  a  classical  turn  of  mind,  was  bent  upon  seeing  the 
aqueduct,  whither  we  went  on  a  dismal  excursion  of  three  hours,  in 
the  worst  carriages,  over  the  most  diabohcal  clattering  roads,  up  and 
down  dreary  parched  hills,  on  which  grew  a  few  grey  olive-trees  and 
many  aloes.  When  we  arrived,  the  gate  leading  to  the  aqueduct  was 
dosed,  and  we  were  entertained  with  a  legend  of  some  respectable 
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diancter  who  had  made  a  good  livelihood  thrae  Tor  some  time  past 
lately,  having  a  private  key  to  this  very  aqueduct,  and  lyiog  in  wait 
there  for  unwary  travdiers  like  ourselves,  whom  he  pitched  doim  the 
arches  into  the  ravines  below,  and  there  robbed  them  at  leisuie.  So 
that  all  we  saw  was  the  door  and  the  tall  arches  of  the  aqoeductf.and 
by  the  time  we  returned  to  town  it  was  time  to  go  on  board  the  ship 
again.  If  the  inn  at  which  we  had  sojounted  was  not  of  the  beA 
quality,  the  bill,  at  least,  would  have  done  honour  to.  the  fitM  eata- 
blishment  in  Londoa  We  all  left  the  house  of  enteitftinment  joyfully, 
glad  to  get  out  of  the  sun-humt  city  and  go  hii0it.  Yonder  in  the 
steamer  was  home,  with  it3  black  iunnel  and  gilt  pprtraiture  of  "  I.ady 
Mary  Wood"  at  the  bows ;  and  every  soul  on.  board  felt  g^  to 
return  to  the  friendly  little  vessel  But  the  authorities  of  Lisbon,  hoW' 
ever,  are  very  suspicious  of  the  deparliag  stranger,  and  we  were  nMde 
to  lie  an  hour  in  the  river  before  the  Santb^  boat,  where  a  passport  is 
necessary  to  be  procured  before  the  traveller  can  quit  the  country. 
Boat  afici  boat,  laden  with,  priests  and  peasantry,  with  handsome,  red~ 
«ashed  gallegos  clad  in  brown,  and  iU'&.voured  women,  came  and  got 
theii  permits,  and  were  off,  as  we  lay  bumping  up  again^  the  aid  hull 
of  the  Sanitk  boat :  but  the  ofBcets  seemed  to  take  a  delight  in  keeping 
us  there  bumping,  looked  at  us  quite  calmly  over  the  ship's  sidesrand 
smoked  thdf  cigars  without  the  least  attecttion  to  the  prayers  whidi 
we  shrieked  out  for  release. 

If  we  were  glad  to  get  away  from  Lbbon,  we  were  quite  as.  sorry 
to  bo  obliged  to  quit  Cadir,  which  we  reached  the  next  nighty  and 
where  iwe.  were  allowed  a  couple  of  houns"  leave  to  land  and  lo6k 
about.  .'It  seemed  as  handsome  within  as.  it.  is.  stately  without ;  the 
long  narrow  streets  of  an  admirable  cleanliness,  many  of  the  tall 
houses  of  rich  and  noble  decorations,  and  all.  looking  as  if  the  dty 
were  in  full  prosperity.  1  have  seen  no  more  cheerful  and  animated 
sight-than  the  long  street  leading  from  the  quay  where  we  were  landed, 
iiad  this  market  blazing  in  sunshine^  piled  with  fruit,  fish,  and  poultry, 
nnder  many-coloured  nwnings ;  the  tall  white  houses  with  their  bal- 
conies and  galleries  shining  round  about,  and  the  sky  above  so  bine 
that  the  best  cobalt  in  all  the  paint-box  looks  muddy  and  dim  in 
comparison  to  it  There  were  pictures  for  a  year  in. .that  market- 
place— from  the  copper-colom'ed  old  hags  and  b^gars  who  roared  to 
you  for  the  lore  of  heaven  to  give  money,  to  the.  swaggering  dandies 
of  the  maricet,  with  red .  sashes  and  tight  clothes,  looking  on  superbly, 
with  a  hand  on  the  hip  and  a  cigar  in  the  mouth.  These  must  be  the 
chief  critics  at  the  great  buU-fight  house  ygnder  by  the  Alameda,  with 
its  scanty  trees  and  cool  breezes  facing  the  water..  Nor  are  there  any 
corks  to  the  bulls'  horns  here  as  at  Lisbon.    A  small  old  Enslish 
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guide  who  seized  upon  me  the  moment  my  foot  was  on  shore,  had  a 
store  of  agreeable  legends  r^a.rding  the  bulls,  men,  and  horses  that 
had  been  killed  with  unbounded  profusion  in  the  late  entertainments 
which  have  taken  place. 

It  was  so  early  an  hour  in  the  moniing  that  the  shops  were 
scarcely  opened  as  yet ;  the  churches,  however,  stood  open  for  the 
faithful,  and  we  met  scores  of  women  tripping  towards  them  with 
pretty  feet,  and  smart  black  mantillas,  from  which  looked  out  fine 
dark  eyes  and  handsome  pale  faces,  very  different  from  the  coarse 
brown  countenances  we  had  seen  at  Lisbon.  A  very  handsome 
modem  cathedral,  bnih  by  the  present  bishop  at  bis  own  chaises,  was 
the  finest  of  the  public  edifices  we  saw  ;  it  was  not,  however,  nearly 
so  much  frequented  as  another  little  church,  crowded  with  altars  and 
fantastic  ornaments,  and  lights  and  gilding,  where  we  were  told  to 
look  bdibid  a  huge  iron  grille,  and  behold  a  bevy  of  Uack  nuns 
kneeling.  Most  of  the  good  ladies  in  the  front  rank  stopped  dieir 
devotions,  and  looked  at  the  strangers  with  as  much  curiosity  as  we 
directed  at  them  through  the  gloomy  bars  of  their  chapel  The  men's 
convents  are  closed  ;  that  which  contains  the  famous  Murillos  has 
been  turned  into  an  academy  of  the  fine  arts ;  but  the  English  guide 
did  not  think  the  pictures  were  of  sufficient  interest  to  detain  strangers, 
-uid'Bo  hurried  us  ba£k  to  the  shore,  and  grumbled  at  only  getting 
three  shillings  at  parting  for  his  trouble  and  his  information.  And  so 
onr  residence  in  Andalusia  began  and  ended  before  breakfast,  and  we 
'wdnt  on  board  and  steamed' for  Gibraltar,  looking,  as  we  passed,  at 
Joinvill^s  black  squadron,  and  the  white  houses  of  St  Mary's  across 
the'bay,  with  the  hills  of  Medina  Sidonia  and  Granada  lying  purple 
beyond  them.  Tliere's  somediing  even  in  those  names  which  is  plea- 
sant to  write  down  ;  to  have  passed  only  two  hours  in  Cadiz  is  some- 
thing— to  have  seen  real  donas  with  comb  and  mantle^  real  caballeros 
with  cloak  and  cigar — real  Spanish  barbers  lathering  out  of  brass 
basins,— and  to  have  heard  guitars  upon  the  balconies  :  there  was  one 
that  an  old  beggar  was  jangling  in  the  market,  whilst  a  huge  leering 
fellow  in  bushy  whiskers  and  a  faded  velvet  dress  came  singing  and 
jumping  after  our  party, — not  singing  to  a  guitar,  it  is  true,  but 
imitating  one  capitally  with  his  voice,  and  cracking  his  fingers  by  way 
of  castanets,  and  performing  a  dance  such  as  Figaro  or  Lablacbe 
might  envy.  How  clear  that  fellow's  voice  thrums  on  the  ear  even 
now ;  and  bow  bright  and  pleasant  remsuns  the  recollection  of  the 
fine  city  and  the  blue  sea,  and  the  Spanish  flags  floating  on  the  boats 
that  danced  over  it,  and  Joinvitle's  band  beginning  to  play  stirring 
marches  as  we  pufled  out  of  the  bay. 

The  next  stage  was  Gibraltar,  where  we  were  to  change  horses. 
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Before  sunset  ve  skirted  along  tlie  dark  savage  mountains  of  the 
Afncan  coast,  and  came  to  the  Rock  just  before  gun-fire.  It  is  the 
very  image  of  an  enormous  lion,  crouched  between  the  Atlantic  and 
the  Mediterranean,  and  set  there  to  guard  the  passage  for  its  British 
mistress.  The  next  British  lion  is  Malta,  four  days  further  on  in  the 
Midland  Sea,  and  ready  to  spring  upon  Egypt  or  pounce  upon  Syria, 
or  roar  so  as  to  be  heard  at  Marseilles  in  case  of  need. 

To  the  eyes  of  the  civilian  the  first-named  of  these  famous  fortifica- 
tions is  by  far  the  most  unposing.  The  rock  looks  so  tremendous,  that 
to  ascend  it,  even  without  the  compliment  of  shells  or  shot,  seems  a 
dreadful  task — what  would  it  be  when  all  those  mysterious  lines  erf' 
batteries  were  vomiting  fire  and  brimstone  :  when  all  those  dark  guns 
that  you  see  poking  their  grim  heads  out  of  every  imaginable  cleft  and 
ligzag  should  salute  you  with  shot,  both  hot  and  cold ;  and  when, 
after  tugging  up  the  hideous  perpendicular  place,  you  were  to  find 
regiments  of  British  grenadiers  ready  to  plunge  bayonets  into  your 
poor  panting  stomach,  and  let  out  artificially  the  httle  breath  lelt 
there  ?  It  is  a  marvel  to  think  that  soldiers  will  mount  such  places 
for  a  shilling — ensigns  for  five  and  ninepence — a  day :  a  cabman  would 
ask  double  the  money  to  go  half  way  !  One  meekly  reflects  upon  the 
above  strange  truths,  leaning  over  the  ship's  side,  and  looking  up 
the  huge  mountain,  from  the  tower  nesded  at  the  foot  of  it  to  the 
thin  flagstaff  at  the  summit,  up  to  which  have  been  piled  the  most 
ingenious  edifices  for  murder  Christian  science  ever  adopted  My 
hobby-horse  is  a  quiet  beast,  suited  for  Park  riding,  or  a  gentle  trot  to 
Putney  and  back  to  a  snug  stable,  and  plenty  of  feeds  of  com  : — it 
can't  abide  climbing  hills,  and  it  is  not  at  all  used  to  gunpowder. 
Some  men's  animals  are  so  spirited  that  the  very  appearance  of  a 
stone-wall  sets  them  jumping  at  it ;  regular  chargers  of  hobbies,  which 
snort  and  say—"  Ha,  ha  1 "  at  the  mere  notion  of  a  battle. 


n,<:,i,7=rir,  Google 


CHAPTER  in. 

THE  "  LADY  MARY  WOOD." 

OUR  week's  voyage  is  now  drawing  to  a  close.  We  have  just  been 
to  look  at  Cape  Trafalgar,  shining  white  over  the  finest  blue 
sea.  (We,  who  were  looking  at  Trafalgar  Square  only  the  other  day  !) 
The  sight  of  that  cape  must  have  disgusted  Joinville  and  his  Beet  of 
steamers,  as  they  passed  yesterday  into  Cadiz  bay,  and  to-morrow  will 
give  them  a  sight  of  St.  Vincent. 

One  of  their  steam-vessels  has  been  lost  off  the  coast  of  Africa ; 
they  were  obliged  to  bum  her,  lest  the  Moors  should  take  possession 
of  her.  She  was  a  virgin  vessel,  just  out  of  Brest.  Poor  innocent ! 
to  die  in  the  very  first  month  of  her  union  with  the  noble  whiskered 
god  of  war  ! 

We  Britons  on  board  the  English  boat  received  the  news  ot  the 
"  Groenenland's  "  abrupt  demise  with  grins  of  satisfaction.  It  was  a 
sort  of  national  compliment,  and  cause  of  agreeable  congratulation. 
"  The  lubbers  !  "  we  said ;  "  the  clumsy  humbugs  !  there's  none  but 
Britons  to  rule  the  waves  ! "  and  we  gave  ourselves  piratical  airs,  and 
went  down  presently  and  were  sick  in  our  little  buggy  berths.  It  was 
pleasant,  certainly,  to  laugh  at  Joinville's  admiral's  flag  floating  at  his 
foremast,  in  yonder  black  ship,  with  its  two  thundering  great  guns  at 
the  bows  and  stem,  its  busy  crew  swarming  on  the  deck,  and  a  crowd 
of  obsequious  shore-boats  bustling  round  the  vessel— and  to  sneer  at 
the  Mogador  warrior,  and  vow  that  we  English,  had  we  been  inclined 
to  do  the  business,  would  have  performed  it  a  great  deal  better. 

Now  yesterday  at  Lisbon  we  saw  H.M.S.  "  Caledonia."  Thh,  on 
the  contrary,  inspired  us  with  feelings  of  respect  and  awful  pleasure. 
There  she  lay — the  huge  sea-castle — bearing  the  unconquerable  flag  of 
our  country.  She  had  but  to  open  her  jaws,  as  it  were,  and  she  might 
bring  a  second  earthquake  on  the  city — hatter  it  into  kingdom-come — 
with  the  Ajuda  palace  and  the  Necessidades,  the  churches,  and  the 
lean,  dry,  empty  streets,  and  Don  John,  tremendous  on  horseback,  in 
the  midst  of  Black  Horse  Square.  Wherever  we  looked  we  could  sec 
that  enormous  "Caledonia,"  with  her  flashing  three  lines  of  guns.  We 
locked  at  the  little  boats  which  ever  and  anon  came  out  of  this 
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monster,  with  humble  wonder.  There  was  the  lieutenant  who  boarded 
us  at  midnight  before  we  dropped  anchor  in  the  river :  ten  white- 
jacketed  men  pulling  as  one,  swept  along  with  the  barge,  gig,  boat, 
curricle,  or  coach-and-six,  with  which  he  came  up  to  us.  We  examined 
him — his  red  whiskers — his  collars  turned  down— his  duck  trousers, 
his  bullion  epaulets — with  awe.  With  the  same  reverential  Jeeiing  wc 
examined  the  seamen— the  young  gentleman  in  the  bows  of  the  boat — 
the  handsome  young  officers  of  marines  we  met  sauntering  in  the  town 
next  day — the  Scotch  surgeon  who  boarded  us  as  we  weighed  anchor 
— every  man,  down  to  the  broken-nosed  mariner  who  was  drunk  in  a 
yine-house,  and  had  "  Caledonia  "  written  on  his  hat  Whereas  at  the 
Frenchmen  we  looked  with  undisguised  contempt.  We  were  ready  to 
burst  with  laughter  as  we  passed  the  Prince's  vessel — there  was  a  little 
French  boy  in  a  French  boat  alongside  cleaning  it,  and  twirling  about 
a.  little  French  mop— we  thought  it  the  most  comical,  contemptible 
French  boy,  mop,  boat,  steamer,  prince — Psha  !  it  is  of  this  wretched 
vapouring  stuff  that  false  patriotism  is  made.  I  write  this  as  a  sort 
of  homily  Apropos  of  the  day,  and  Cape  Trafalgar,  off  which  we  lie. 
What  business  have  I  to  strut  thedeck,  and  clap  my  wings,  and 
cry  "Cock-a-doodle-doo"  over  it?     Some  compatriots  are  at  that 

We  have  lost  one  by  one  all  our  jovial  compaiiy.  There  were  the 
five  Oporto  wine-merchants— all  hearty  Engiish  gentltoien— gone  la 
their  wine-butts,  and  their  red-legged  partridges,  and  their  duels  at 
Oporto.  It  appears  that  these  gallant  Britons  tight  every  morning 
among  themselves,  and  give  the  benighted  people  among  whom  they 
live  an  opportunity  to  admire  the  spirit  national.  There  is  the  brave, 
honest  major,  with  his  wooden  leg — the  kindest  Mid  simplest  of  Irish- 
men :  he  has  embraced  his  children,  and  reviewed  his  little  invalid 
garrison  of  fifteen  men,  in  the  fort  which  he  commands  at  Belem,  by 
this  time,  and,  1  have  no  doubt,  played  to  every  soul  of  them  the 
twelve  tunes  of  his  musical-box.  It  was  pleasant  to  see  him  with  that 
musical-box — how  pleased  he  wound  it  up  after  dinner — how  happily 
he  listened  to  the  little  clinking  tunes  as  they  galloped,  ding-dong, 
after  each  other,  A  man  who  carries  a  musical-box  is  always  a  good- 
natured  man. 

Then  there  was  his  Grace,  or  his  Grandeur,  the  Archbishop  of 
Beyrouth  (in  the  parts  of  the  infidels),  his  Holiness's  Nuncio  to  the 
court  of  her  MOst  Faithful  Majesty,  and  who  mingled  among  us  like 
any  simple  mortal, — except  that  he  had  an  extra  smiling  courtesy, 
which  simple  mortals  do  not  always  possess ;  and  when  you  passed 
him  as  such,  and  pliffed  your  cigar  in  bis  face,  took  off  his  hat  with  a 
grin  of  such  prodigious  rapture,  as  to  lead  you  to  suppose  that  the 
most  delidous  privilege  of  blowhole  lifcwas  Aat  permission  to  look 
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at  the  tip  of  yout  nose  or  of  your  cigar.  With  this  most  reverend 
preUte  was  his  Grace's  brother  and  chaplain — a  very  greasy  and  good- 
natured  ecclesiastic,  who,  from  his  physiognomy,  I  would  have  imagined 
to  be  a  dignitary  of  the  Israelitisb  rather  than  the  Romish  church — as 
profuse  in  smiling  courtesy  as  hb  Lordship  of  Beyrouth.  These  two 
had  a  meek  little  secretary  between  them,  and  a  tall  French  cook  and 
valet,  who,  at  meal  times,  might  be  seen  busy  about  the  cabin  where 
their  reverences  lay.  They  were  on  their  backs  for  the  greater  part  of 
the  voyage;  their  yellow  countenances  were  not  only  unshaven,  but, 
to  judge  from  appearances,  unwashed.  They  ate  in  private ;  and  it 
was  only  of  evenings,  as  the  sun  was  setting  over  the  western  wave,, 
and,  comforted  by  the  dinner,  the  cabin-passengers  assembled  on  the 
quarter-deck,  that  we  saw  the  dark  faces  of  the  reverend  gentlemen 
among  us  for  a  while.  They  sank  darkly  into  their  berths  when  the 
steward's  bell  tolled  for  tea. 

At  Lisbon,  where  we  came  to  anchor  at  midnight,  a  special  boat 
came  off,  whereof  the  crew  exhibited  every  token  of  reverence  for  the 
ambassador  of  the  ambassador  of  heaven,  and  carried  him  off  from, 
our  company.  This  abrupt  departure  in  the  darkness  disappointed 
some  of  us,  who  had  promised  ourselves  the  pleasure  of  seeing  his 
Grandeur  depart  in  state  in  the  morning,  shaved,  clean,  and  in  full 
pontificals,  the  tripping  Uttle  secretary  swinging  an  inj;ense-pot  before 
him,  and  the  greasy  chaplain  bearing  his  crosier. 

Next  day  we  had  another  bishop,  who  occupied  the  very  same 
bertJi  his  Grace  of  Beyrouth  had  quitted — was  sick  in  the  very  same 
way — so  much  so  that  this  cabin  of  the  "Lady  Mary  Wood"  is  to  be 
christened  "  the  bishop's  berth  "  henceforth  ;  and  a  handsome  mitre  is 
to  be  painted  on  the  basin. 

Bishop  No.  2  was  a  veiy  stout,  soft,  kind-looking  old  gentleman, 
in  a  square  cap,  with  a  handsome  tassel  of  green  and  gold  round  his 
portly  breast  and  back.  He  was  dressed  in  black  robes  and  tight 
purple  stockings  ;  and  we  carried  him  from  Lbbon  to  the  little  flat 
coast  of  Faro,  of  which  the  meek  old  gentleman  was  the  chief  pastor. 

We  had  not  been  half-an-hour  from  our  anchorage  in  the  Tagus, 
when  his  lordship  dived  down  into  the  episcopal  berth.  All  that  night 
there  was  a.  good  smart  breeze;  it  blew  fresh  all  the  next  day,  as  we 
went  jumping  over  the  bright  blue  sea ;  and  there  was  no  sign  of  his 
lordship  the  bishop  until  we  were  opposite  the  purple  hills  of  Algarve, 
which  lay  some  ten  miles  distant, — a  yellow  s.unny  shore  stretching. 
flat  before  them,  whose  long  sandy  flats  and  villages  we  could  see  with 
OUT  telescope  from  the  steamer. 

Presendy  a  little  vessel,  with  a  huge  shining  lateen  sail,  and  bearing 
the  bhie  and  white  Portuguese  flag,  was  seen  playing  a  sor^.  of  leap-frog 
OQ^the  jpUy  waves,  jumping  over,th^pi,  and  4iieking  dowi)  as  merry  as. 
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could  be.  This  little  boat  came  towards  the  steamer  as  quick  as  ever 
she  could  jump;  and  Captain  Cooper  roaring  out  "Stop  her!"  to 
"  Lady  Mary  Wood,"  her  ladyship's  paddles  suddenly  ceased  twirling, 
and  news  was  carried  to  the  good  bishop  that  his  boat  was  almost 

alongside,  and  that  his  hour  was  come. 

It  was  rather  an  affecting  sight  to  see  the  poor  old  fat  gentleman, 
looking  wistfully  over  the  water  as  the  boat  now  came  up,  and  her 
eight  seamen,  with  great  noise,  energj-,  and  gesticulation,  laid  her  by 
the  steamer.  The  steamer  steps  were  let  down  ;  his  lordship's  servant, 
in  blue  and  yellow  livery,  (like  the  "  Edinburgh  Review,")  cast  over 
the  episcopal  luggage  into  the  boat,  along  with  his  own  bundle  and  the 
jack-boots  with  which  he  rides  postilion  on  one  of  the  bishop's  fat 
mules  at  Faro.  The  blue  and  yellow  domestic  went  down  the  steps 
into  the  boat.  Then  came  the  bishop's  turn ;  but  he  couldn't  do  it  for 
a  long  while.  He  went  from  one  passenger  to  another,  sadly  shaking 
them  by  the  hand,  often  taking  leave  and  seeming  loth  to  depart,  until 
Captain  Cooper,  in  a  stem  but  respectful  tone,  touched  him  on  the 
shoulder,  and  said,  I  know  not  with  what  correctness,  being  ignorant 
of  the  Spanish  language,  "  Seiior  'BispHD  !  Sefior  'Bispo  !"  on  which 
summons  the  poor  old  man,  looking  ruefully  round  him  once  more,  put 
his  square  cap  under  his  arm,  tucked  up  his  long  black  petticoats,  so 
as  to  show  his  purple  stockings  and  jolly  fat  calves,  and  went  trembUng 
down  the  steps  towards  the  boat  The  good  old  man  !  I  wish  I  had 
had  a  shake  of  that  trembling  podgy  hand  somehow  before  he  went 
upon  his  sea  martyrdom.  I  felt  a  love  for  that  soft-hearted  old  Christian. 
Ah!  let  us  hope  his  govemante  tucked  him  comfortably  in  bed  when 
he  got  to  Faro  thai  night,  and  made  him  a  warm  gruel  and  put  his  feet 
in  warm  water.  The  men  clung  around  him,  and  almost  kissed  him  as 
they  popped  him  into  the  boat,  but  he  did  not  heed  their  caresses. 
Away  went  the  boat  scudding  madly  before  the  wind.  Bang!  another 
lateen-sailed  boat  in  the  distance  fired  a  gun  in  his  honour;  but  the 
wind  was  blowing  away  from  the  shore,  and  who  knows  when  that  meek 
bishop  got  home  to  his  gruel ! 

I  think  these  were  the  notables  of  our  party.  1  will  not  mention 
the  laughing,  ogling  lady  of  Cadiz,  whose  manners,  1  very  much  regret 
to  say,  were  a  great  deal  too  lively  for  my  sense  of  propriety ;  nor 
those  fair  sufferers,  her  companions,  who  lay  on  the  deck  with  sickly, 
smiling,  female  resignation  ;  nor  the  heroic  children,  who  no  sooner 
ate  biscuit  than  they  were  ill,  and  no  sooner  were  ill  than  they  began 
eating  biscuit  again  :  but  just  allude  to  one  other  martyr,  the  kind  lieu- 
tenant in  cliarge  of  the  mails,  and  who  bore  his  cross  with  what  I  can't 
but  think  a  very  touching  and  noble  resignation. 

There's  a  certain  sort  of  man  whose  doom  in  the  world  is  disjtp- 
pointment, — who  excels  in  it, — and  whose  luckless  triumphs  in  his 
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meek  career  of  life,  I  have  often  thought,  must  be  regarded  by  the 
kind  eyes  above  with  as  much  favour  as  the  splendid  successes  and 
achievements  of  coarser  and  more  prosperous  men.  As  I  sat  with 
the  lieutenant  upon  deck,  his  telescope  laid  over  his  lean  legs,  and  he 
looking  at  the  sunset  with  a  pleased,  withered  old  face,  he  gave  me  a 
litde  account  of  his  history.  I  take  it  be  is  in  nowise  disinclined  to 
talk  about  it,  simple  as  it  is;  he  has  been  seven-and-thirty  years  in  the 
navy,  being  somewhat  more  mature  in  the  service  than  Lieutenant 
Peel,  Rear-Admiral  Prince  de  Joinville,  and  other  commanders  who 
need  not  be  mentioned.  He  is  a  very  well-educated  man,  and  reads 
prodigiously, — travels,  histories,  lives  of  eminent  worthies  and  heroes, 
in  his  simple  way.  He  is  not  in  the  least  angry  at  his  want  of  luck  in 
the  profession.  "  Were  I  a  boy  to-morrow,"  he  said,  "  I  would  begin 
it  again ;  and  when  I  see  my  schoolfellows,  and  how  they  have  got 
on  ia  life,  if  some  are  better  off  than  I  am,  I  find  many  are  worse,  and 
have  no  call  to  be  discontented."  So  he  carries  her  Majesty's  mails 
meekly  through  this  world,  waits  upon  port-admirals  and  captains  in 
his  old  glazed  hat,  and  is  as  proud  of  the  pennon  at  the  bow  of  his  little 
boat,  as  if  it  were  flying  from  the  m^nmast  of  a  thundering  man-of- 
war.  He  gets  two  hundred  a  year  for  his  services,  and  has  an  old 
mother  and  a  sister  living  in  England  somewhere,  who  I  will  wager 
(though  he  never,  I  swear,  said  a  word  about  it)  have  a  good  portion'of 
this  princdy  income. 

Is  it  breaking  a  confidence  to  tell  Lieutenant  Bundy's  history?  Let 
the  motive  excuse  the  deed.  It  is  a  good,  kind,  wholesome,  and, noble 
character.  Why  should  we  keep  all  our  admiration  for  those  who  win 
in  this  world,  as  we  do,  sycophants  as  we  are  ?  When  we  write  a 
novel,  our  great,  stupid  imaginations  can  go  no  further  than  to  marry 
the  hero  to  a  fortune  at  the  end,  and  to  find  out  that  he  is  a  lord  by 
right.  O  blundering,  lickspittle  morality !  And  yet  I  would  like  to 
fancy  some  happy  retributive  Utopia  in  the  peaceful  cloudland,  where 
my  friend  the  meek  lieutenant  should  find  the  yards  of  his  ship  manned 
as  he  went  on  board,  all  the  guns  firing  an  enormous  salute  (only  with- 
out the  least  noise  or  vile  smell  of  powder),  and  he  be  saluted  on  the 
deck  as  Admiral  Sir  James,  or  Sir  Joseph — ay,  or  Lord  Viscount  Bundy, 
knight  of  all  the  orders  above  the  sun. 

I  think  this  is  a  sufficient,  if  not  a  complete  catalogue  of  the 
worthies  on  board  the  "  Lady  Mary  Wood,"  In  the  week  we  were  on 
board — it  seemed  a  year,  by  the  way — we  came  to  regard  the  ship  quite 
as  a  home.  We  felt  for  the  captain — the  most  good-humoured,  active, 
careful,  ready  of  captains — a  filial,  a  fraternal  regard  ;  for  the  provider, 
who  provided  foi'  us  with  adnurable  comfort  and  generosity,  a  genial 
gratitude;  and  for  the  brisk  steward's  lads — brisk  in  serving  the 
banquet,  sympathizing  in  handing  the  basin — every  possible  sentiment 
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ct  regard  and  gdod-wiH.  What  winds  blew,  aHd  bow-many  knot*  we 
ran,  aie  all  noted  down,  no  doubt,  in  the  ship's  log :  and  as  for  what 
ships  we  saw— efciy  one  of  them  with  their  gunnage,  tonnage,  their 
nation,  their  direction  whither  they  were  bound — were  not  these  all 
noted  down  with  surprising  ingenuity  and  p-ecision  by  the  lieutenant, 
at  a  family  desk  at  which  he  sat  every  night,  before  a  great  paper 
elegantly  and  mysteriously  ruled  off  with  his  large  ruler  P  I  have  a 
regard  for  every  man  on  board  that  ship,  from  the  captain  down  to  the 
crew — down  even  to  the  cook,  with  tattooed  arms,  sweating  among  the 
saucepans  in  the  galley,  who  nsed  (with  a  touching  affection)  to  send 
us  locks  of  his  hair  in  the  sonp.  And  so,  while  our  feelings  and  recol- 
lections are  warm,  let  us  sbe^e  hands  wirit  tliis  knot  of  good  f^ows, 
comfortably  floating  about  in  their  little  box  of  wood  and  iron,  across 
Channel,  Biscay  Bay,  and  the  Atlantic,  from  Southampton  Water  to 
Gibraltar  Straits. 
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CHAPTER    IV. 

GIBRALTAR. 

SUPPOSE  all  the  naiions  of  the  earth  to  send  fitting  ambaEsadon 
to  represent  them  at  Wapping  or  Portsmouth  Point,  with  each, 
under  its, own.  national  signboard  and  language,  its  appropriate  house 
.of  call,  and  your,  imagi  nation  may  figure  the  Main  Street  of  Gibraltar: 
almost  the  only  part  of  the  town,  I  believe,  which  boasts  of  the  name 
of  street  at  all,  the  remaining  bouseraws  being  modestly  called  lanes, 
such  as  Bomb  Lane,  Battery  Lane,  Fusee  Lane,  and  so  on.  In  Main 
Street  the  Jews  predominate,  the  Moors  abound;  and  from  the  "Jolly 
Sailor,"  or  the  bia.ve  "  Horse  Marine,"  where  the  people  of  our  natioii 
are  drinking  British  beer  and  gin,  you  hear  choruses  of  "  Garryowen '' 
or  "  The  Lass  I  left  behind  me  ; ".  while,  through  the  flaring  lattices  cJ 
the  Spanish  ventas  come  the  clatter  of  castanets  and  the  jingle  and 
moan  of  Spanish  guitars  and  ditties.  It  is  a  curious  sight  at  evening 
this  thronged  street,. with  the  people,  in  a  hundred  diilerent  costumes, 
bustling  to  and  fro  under  the  coarse  flare  of  the  lamps  ;.  swarthy  Moors, 
juwhite  or  crimson  tabes;  dark  Spanish  smugglers  in  tufted  hats,  witb 
gay  silk  handkcrcliiefs  round  their  beads;  fuddled  seamen  froin  men- 
of-war,  or  merchantmen  ;  porters,  Callician  or  Genoese ;  .and. at  every 
few  minutes'  interval,  little  squads  of  soldiers  tranqiing  to  relieve  guard 
at  some  one  of  the  innumerable  posts  in  the  town. 

Some  of  our  party  went  to  a. Spanish  venta,  as  a.  more  convenient 
or  romantic  place  of  residence  thao  an  English  house ;  others  .made 
choice  of  the  club^iouse  in  Commercial  Square,  of  which  I  formed  an 
^reeable  picture  in  my  imagination  ;  rather,  perhaps,  resembling  the 
Junior  United  Service  Club  iii  Charles  Street,  by  which  every  Londoner 
has  passed  ere  this  with  respectful  pleasure,  catching  glimpses  of 
magnificent  Mazing  candelabra,, under  which  sit  neat  half-pay  officers, 
drinking  half-pints  of  port.  The  club-house  of  Gibraltar  is  not,. how- 
ever, of  the  Charles  Street  sort ;  it  may  have  been  cheerful  once,  and 
there  are  yet  relics  of  splendour  about  it  When  officers  wore  pigtails, 
and  in  the  time  of  Governor  O'Hara,  it  may  have  been  a  handsome 
place;  but  it  is  mouldy  and  decr^it  now;  and  though  his  Excellency, 
.Mr.  Bulwer,  was  living  there,  and  made  no  complaints  that  I  heard  of, 
lother  less  distinguished  p^^ons  thought  they  had  reason  to  gnimbla. 
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Indeed,  what  is  travelling  made  of?  At  least  half  its  pleasures  and 
incidents  come  out  of  inns  ;  and  of  them  the  tourist  can  speak  wilh 
much  more  truth  and  vivacity  than  of  historical  recollections  compiled 
out  of  histories,  or  filched  out  of  handbooks.  But  to  speak  of  the  best 
inn  in  a  place  needs  no  apology ;  that,  at  least,  is  useful  infonnation  ; 
as  every  person  intending  to  visit  Gibraltar  cannot  have  seen  the  flea- 
bitten  countenances  of  our  companions,  who  fled  from  their  Spanish 
venta  to  take  refuge  at  the  club  the  morning  after  our  arrival,  they 
may  surely  be  thankful  for  being  directed  to  the  best  house  of  accom- 
modation in  one  of  the  most  unromantic,  uncomfortable,  and  prosaic 
of  towns. 

If  one  had  aright  to  break  the  sacred  confidence  of  the  mahogany, 
1  could  entertain  you  with  many  queer  stories  of  Gibraltar  life,  gathered 
fi^m  the  lips  of  the  gentlemen  who  enjoyed  themselves  round  (he 
dingy  tablecloth  of  the  club-house  cofTee-rooai,  richly  decorated  with 
cold  gravy  and  spilt  beer.  1  heard  there  the  very  names  of  the  gentle- 
men who  wrote  the  famous  letters  from  the  "  Warspite"  regarding  the 
French  proceedings  at  Mogador;  and  met  several  refugee  Jews  from 
that  place,  who  said  that  they  were  much  more  afraid  of  the  Kabyles 
without  the  city  than  of  the  guns  of  the  French  squadron,  of  which 
they  seemed  to  make  rather  light.  I  heard  the  last  odds  on  the 
ensuing  match  between  Captain  Smith's  b.  g.  Bolter,  and  Captain 
Brown's  ck  c.  Roarer ;  how  the  gun-room  of  her  Majesty's  ship 
"  Purgatory"  had  "  cobbed"  a  tradesman  of  the  town,  and  of  the  row- 
in  consequeijce.  I  heard  capital  stories  of  the  way  in  which  Wilkins 
had  escaped  the  guard,  and  Thompson  had  been  locked  up  among  the 
mosquitoes  for  being  out  afier  ten  without  the  lantern.     I  heard  how 

the  governor  was  an  old ,  but  to  say  what,  would  be  breaking  a 

confidence ;  only  this  may  be  divulged,  that  the  epithet  was  exceed- 
ingly complimentary  to  Sir  Robert  Wilson,  All  the  while  these  con- 
versations were  going  on,  a  strange  scene  of  noise  and  bustle  was 
passing  in  the  market-place,  in  front  of  the  window,  where  Moors, 
Jews,  Spaniards,  soldiers  were  thronging  in  the  sun  ;  and  a  ragged  fat 
fellow,  mounted  on  a  tobacco -barrel,  with  his  hat  cocked  on  his  ear, 
was  holding  an  auction,  and  roaring  with  an  energy  and  impudence 
that  would  have  done  credit  to  Covent  Garden. 

The  Moorish  castle  is  the  only  building  about  the  Rock  which  has 
an  air  at  all  picturesque  or  romantic;  there  is  a  plain  Roman  Catholic 
cathedral,  a  hideous  new  Protestant  church  of  the  cigar-divan  architec- 
ture, and  a  Court-house  with  a  portico  which  is  said  to  be  an  imitation 
of  the  Parthenon ;  the  ancient  religious  houses  of  the  Spanish  town 
are  gone,  or  turned  into  military  residences,  and  marked  so  that  you 
would  never  know  their  former  pious  destination.  You  walk  through 
narrow  whitewashed  lanes,  bearing  such  martial  names  as  are  before 
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mentioned,  and  by-streets  vrith  barracks  on  either  side :  small  Newgate- 
like looking  buildings,  at  the  doors  of  which  you  may  see  the  sergeants' 
ladies  conversing  ;  or  at  the  open  windows  of  the  officers'  quarters, 
Ensign  Fipps  lying  on  his  sofa  and  smoking  his  cigar,  or  Lieutenant 
Simson  practising  the  flute  to  while  away  the  weary  hours  of  garrbon 
dulness.  I  was  surprised  not  to  find  more  persons  in  the  garrison 
library,  where  is  a  munificent  reading-room,  and  an  admirable  collec- 
tion of  books. 

In  spite  of  the  scanty  herbage  and  the  dust  on  the  trees,  the 
Alameda  is  a  beautiful  walk ;  of  which  the  vegetation  has  been  as 
laboriously  cared  for  as  the  tremendous  fortifications  which  flank  it  on 
either  side.  The  vast  Rock  rises  on  one  side  with  its  interminable 
works  of  defence,  and  Gibraltar  Bay  is  shining  on  the  other,  out  on 
which  from  the  terraces  immense  cannon  are  perpetually  looking, 
surrounded  by  plantations  of  cannon-balls  and  beds  of  bomb-shells, 
sufficient,  one  would  think,  to  blow  away  the  whole  Peninsula.  The 
horticultural  and  military  mixture  is  indeed  very  queer :  here  and  there 
temples,  rustic  summer-seats,  &c.  have  been  erected  in  the  garden,  but 
you  are  sure  to  see  a  great  squat  mortar  look  up  from  among  the  flower- 
pots :  and  amidst  the  aloes  and  geraniums  sprouts  the  green  petticoat 
and  scarlet  coat  of  a  Highlander.  Fatigue-parties  are  seen  winding  up 
tbe  bill,  and  busy  about  the  endless  cannon-ball  plantations ;  awkward 
squads  are  drilling  in  the  open  spaces  ;  sentries  marching  everywhere, 
and  (this  is  a  caution  to  artists)  I  am  told  have  orders  to  run  any  man 
through  who  is  discovered  making  a  sketch  of  the  place.  It  is  always 
beautiful,  especially  at  evening,  when  the  people  are  sauntering  along 
the  walks,  and  the  moon  is  shining  on  the  waters  of  the  bay  and  tbe 
hills  and  twinkling  white  houses  of  the  opposite  shore.  Then  the  place 
becomes  quite  romantic  :  it  is  too  dark  to  see  the  dust  on  the  dried 
leaves  ;  the  cannon-balls  do  not  intrude  too  much,  but  have  subsided 
into  the  shade  ;  the  awkward  squads  are  in  bed;  even  the  loungers  are 
gone,  the  fan-flirting  Spanish  ladies,  the  sallow  black-eyed  children, 
and  the  trim  white-jacketed  dandies.  A  fife  is  heard  from  some  craft 
at  roost  on  the  quiet  waters  somewhere  ;  or  a  faint  cheer  from  yonder 
black  steamer  at  the  Mole,  which  is  about  to  set  out  on  some  night  ex- 
pedition. You  forget  that  the  town  is  at  all  like  Wapping,  and  deUver 
yourself  up  entirely  to  romance ;  the  sentries  look  noble  pacing  there, 
silent  in  the  moonlight,  and  Sandy's  voice  is  quite  musical  as  he  chal- 
lenges with  a  "  Who  goes  there  ? " 

"All's  well"  is  very  pleasant  when  sung  decently  in  tune,  and 
inspires  noble  and  poetic  ideas  of  duly,  courage,  and  danger :  but 
when  you  hear  it  shouted  all  the  night  through,  accompanied  by  a 
clapping  of  muskets  in  a  time  of  profound  peace,  tbe  sentinel's  cry 
becomes  no  more  romantic  to  the  hearer  than  it  is  to  tbe  sandy 
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Coimau^it-man  or  the  bare^le^ed  Highlander  who  delivers  it  It  i» 
best  to  read  about  wars  comfortably  in  Harry  Lorrequer  or  Scott's 
nov^,  in  which  knighta  shout  thdr  war-cries,  and  jovial  Irish 
bayonetecrs  hurrah,  without  depriving  you  of  any  blessed  rest.  Men 
of  a  different  way  of  thinking,  however,  can  suit  themselves  perfectly 
at  Gibr^tar ;  where  there  is  marching  and  counter-marching,  chal- 
lenging and  relieving  guard  all  the  night  through.  And  not  here  in 
Commercial  Square  alone,  but  all  over  the  huge  Rock  in  the  darkness 
— all  through  the  mysterious  zig-ugs,  and  round  the  dark  cannon-ball 
pyramids,  and  along  the  vast  rock-gaileries,  and  up  to  the  topmost 
flagstaff,  where  the  sentry  can  look  out  over  two  seas,  poor  fellows  are 
marching  iuid  clapping  muskets,  and  crying,  "All's  well,"  dressed  in 
cap  and  feather,  in  place  of  honest  nightcaps  best  befitting  the  decent 
hours  of  sleep. 

All  these  martial  noises  three  of  us  heard  to  the  utmost  advantage, 
lying  on  iron  bedsteads  at  the  time  in  a  cracked  old  room  on  the 
ground-floor,  the  open  windows  of  which  looked  into  the  square.  No 
spot  could  be  more  favourably  selected  for  watching  the  humours  of  a 
garrison-town  by  nighL  About  midnight,  the  door  hard  by  us  was 
visited  by  a  party  oS  young  oflicers,  who  having  had  quite  as  much 
drink  as  was  good  for  them,  were  naturally  inclined  for  more;  and  when 
we  remonstrated  through  the  windows,  one  of  them  in  a  young  tipsy 
voice  asked  after  our  mothers,  and  finally  reeled  away.  How  charming 
is  the  conversation  of  high-spirited  youth  !  I  don't  know  whether  the 
guard  got  hold  of  theth  :  but  certainly  if  a  civilian  had  been  hiccuping 
through  the  streets  at  that  hour  he  would  have  been  carried  off  to  the 
guard-house,  and  left  to  the  mercy  of  the  mosquitoes  there,  and  had  up 
'before  the  Governor  in  the  morning.  The  young  man  in  the  coffee- 
room  tells  me  he  goes  to  sleep  every  night  with  the  keys  of  Gibraltar 
under  Sis  pillow.  It  is  an  awful  image,  and  somehow  completes  the 
notion  of  the  slumbering  fortress.  Fancy  Sir  Robert  Wilson,  his  nose 
just  visible  over  the  sheets,  his  nightcap  and  the  huge  key  (you  see  the 
very  identical  one  in  Reynolds'  portrait  of  Lord  Heathfield)  peeping  out 
from  under  the  bolster  ! 

If  I  entertain  you  with  accounts  of  inns  and  nightcaps  it  is  because 
-I  am  mote  familiar  with  these  subjects  than  with  history  and  fortifica- 
tions ;  as  far  as  1  can  understand  the  former',  Gibraltar  is  the  great 
British  depdt  for  smuggUng  goods  into  the  Peninsula.  You  see  vessels 
lying  in  the  harbour,  and  are  told  in  so  many  words  they  are  smugglers; 
all  diose  smart  Spaniards  with  cigars  and  mantles  are  smu^lers,  and 
TUB  tobaccos  and  cotton  into  Catatonia  ;  all  the  respected  merchants 
■td  the  [dace  are  smu^lers.  The  other  day  a  Spanish  revenue  vessel 
'was  shot  to  death  under  the  thundering  great  guns  of  the  fort,  for 
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iteglectii^  to'biaiig  to,bnt.  it;io  b^pencd  tLat  it  was  in  chase  of  a. 
smuggler  ;  in  this  little  comer  ol  her  dominions  Britain  proclaims  war 
to  custom-houses,  and  protection  to  free  trade.  Perhaps  ere  a  very 
long  day,  England  may  be  acting  that  part  towards  the  world,  which 
Gibraltar  performs  towards  Spain  now ;  and  the  last  war  in  which  we 
shall  ever  engage  maf  be  a  custom-house  war.  For  once  establish 
railroads  and  abolish  preventive  duties  ihrou^  Europe,  and  what 
is  there  left  to  light  for  ?  It  will  matter  very  little  then  under  what 
d^  people  live,  and  foreign  ministers  and  ambassadors  may  enjoy  a 
dignified  sinecure ;  the  aitny  will  rise  to  the  rank  of  peaceful 
constables,  not  having  any  more  use  for  their  bayonets  than  those 
worthy  people  have  for  their  weapons  now  who  accompany  the  law  at 
assizes  under  the  name  of  javelin-men.  Ilia  apparatus  of  bombs  and 
eighty-four-pounders  may  disappear  from  the  Alameda,  and  the  crops 
of  cannbn-b^ls  which  now  grow  there  may  give  place  to  other  plants 
more  pleasant  to  the  eye ;  and  the  great  key  of  Gibraltar  may  be  left 
in  the  gate  for  anybody  to  turn  at  will,  and  Sir  Robert  Wilson  may 
sleep  at  quiet. 

I  am  ajiaid  I  thought  it  was  rather  a  release,  when,  having  made 
up  our  minds  to  examine  the  Rock  in  detail  and  view  the'  magnificent 
excavations  and  galleries,  the  admiration  of  all  military  nieni  and  the 
terror  of  any  enemies  who  may  attack  the  fortress,  we  received  orders 
to  embark  forthwith  in  the  "  Tagus,"  which  was  to  carryus-to  Malta 
and  Constantinople.  So  we  took  leave  of  this  famous  Rock-Mhis  great 
Uunderbuss — whidi  we  seized  out  of  the  hands  of  the  natural  owners 
a  hundred  and  forty  years  ago,  and  which  we  have  kept  ever  since 
tremendously  loaded  and  cleaned  and  ready  for  use.  To  seize  and  have 
it  is  doubtless  a  gallant  thing  ;  it  is  like  one  of  those  tests  of  course 
which  one  reads  of  in  the  cbiralrous  romances,  when,  for  instance,  Sir 
Huon  of  Bordeaux  is  called  upon  to  prove  his  knighthood  by  going  to 
Babylon  and  pulling  out  the  Sultan's  beard  and  front  teeth  in  the 
midst  of  his  court  there.  But,  after  all,  justice  must  confess  it  was 
lathes  hard  on  the  poor  Sultan.  If  we  had  dte  Spaniards  established 
at  Land's  End,  with  Impregnable  Spanish  fortifications  on  St  MichaeFs 
Mount,  we  should  perhaps  come  to  the  same  conclusion.  Meanwhile 
let  us  hope,  during  this  loi^  period  of  deprivation,  the  Sultan  of  Spain 
is  recoBciledtothelossof  his  front  teeth  and  bristling  whiskers— ^let  us 
even  try  to  think  that  he  is  better  without  them.  At  all  events^  tight 
or  wrong,  whatevermay  beour  title  to  the  property,  there  is  bo  English- 
man but  must  think  with  pride  of  the  manner  in  whicJi  his  counlrymai 
have  kept  it,  and  of  the  courage,  endurance,  and  sense  of  duty  with 
Whidi  stout  «ld  EUiot'and  his  companions  resisted  CriUion  aXiA  the 
Spanish  battering  ships  and  his  fifty  thousand  men.  Therb  seems  to 
be  something  more  noble  in  the  success  of  a  galhmt  lennance  than  ^ 
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an  atuck,  however  brave.  After  failing  in  his  attack  on  the  fort,  the 
French  General  visited  the  English  Commander  who  had  foiled  him, 
and  parted  from  him  and  his  garrison  in  perfect  politeness  and  good 
humour.  The  English  troops,  Drinkwater  says,  gave  hitn  thundering 
cheers  as  he  went  away,  and  the  French  in  return  complimented  us  on 
our  gallantry,  and  lauded  the  humanity  of  our  people.  If  we  are  to  go 
on  murdering  each  other  in  the  old-fashioned  way,  what  a  pity  it  is  that 
our  battles  cannot  end  in  the  old-fashioned  way  too. 

One  of  our  fellow-travellers,  who  had  written  a  book,  and  had  suf- 
ferred  considerably  from  sea-sickness  during  our  passage  along  the 
coasts  of  France  and  Spain,  consoled  us  all  by  saying  that  the  very 
minute  we  got  into  the  Mediterranean  we  might  consider  ourselves 
entirely  free  from  illness  ;  and,  in  fact,  that  it  was  unheard  of  in  the 
Inland  Sea.  Even  in  the  Bay  of  Gibraltar  the  water  looked  bluer  than 
anything  I  have  ever  seen— except  Miss  Smith's  eyes.  I  thought, 
somehow,  the  delicious  faultless  azure  never  couldlook  angry — just 
like  the  eyes  before  alluded  to — and  under  this  assurance  we  passed 
the  Strait,  and  began  coasting  the  African  shore  calmly  and  without 
the  least  apprehension,  as  if  we  were  as  much  used  to  the  tempest  as 
Mr.  T.  P.  Cooke. 

But  when,  in  spite  of  the  promise  of  the  man  who  had  written  the 
book,  we  found  ourselves  worse  than  in  the  worst  part  of  the  Bay  of 
Siscay,  or  off  the  storm-lashed  rocks  of  Finisterte,  we  set  down  ^thc 
author  in  question  as  a  gross  impostor,  and  had  a  mind  to  quarrel  with 
him  for  leading  us  into  this  cruel  error.  The  most  provoking  part  of 
the  matter,  too,  was,  that  the  sky  was  deUciously  clear  and  cloudless, 
the  ^r  balmy,  the  sea  so  insultingly  blue  that  it  seemed  as  if  we  had  no 
right  to  be  ill  at  all,  and  that  the  innumerable  little  waves  that  frisked 
round  about  our  keel  were  enjoying  an  aneritkmon  gelasma  (this  is  one 
of  my  four  Greek  quotations  ;  depend  on  it  I  will  manage  to  introduce 
the  other  three  before  the  tour  is  done)— seemed  to  be  enjoying,  I  say, 
the  above-named  Greek  quotation  at  our  expense.  Here  is  the  dismal 
log  of  Wednesday,  4th  (^  September: — "All  attempts  at  dining  very 
fruitless.  Basins  in  requisition.  Wind  hard  ahead.  Q^e  diabU  allais- 
je  /aire  dans  cette  galiret  Writing  or  thinking  impossible  :  so  read 
Letters  from  the  jEgean."  These  brief  words  give,  I  think,  a  complete 
idea  of  wretchedness,  despair,  remorse,  and  prostration  of  soul  and 
body.  Two  days  previously  we  passed  the  forts  and  moles  and  yellow 
buildings  of  Algiers,  rising  very  stately  from  the  sea,  and  skirted  by 
gloomy  purple  lines  of  African  shore,  with  fires  smoking  in  the  moun- 
tains, and  lonely  settlements  here  and  there. 

On  the  sth,  to  the  inexpressible  joy  of  all,  we  reached  Valetta,  the 
entrance  to  the  harbour  of  which  is  one  of  the  most  stately  and  agree- 
able scenes  ever  admired  by  sea-sick  traveller.    The  small  basin  was 
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busy  with  a  hundred  ships,  from  the  huge  guard-ship,  which  lies  there 
a  city  in  itself ;— merchantmen  loading  and  crews  cheering,  under  all 
the  flags  of  the  world  flaunting  in  the  sunshine ;  a  half-score  of  busy 
black  steamers  perpetually  coming  and  going,  coaling  and  painting, 
and  puffing  and  hissing  in  and  out  of  harbour  ;  slim  men-of-war's 
barges  shooting  to  and  fro,  with  long  shining  oars  flashing  like  wings 
over  the  water ;  hundreds  of  painted  town  boats,  with  high  heads  and 
white  awDings,~-down  to  the  little  tubs  in  which  some  naked,  tawny 
young  be^ars  came  paddling  up  to  the  steamer,  entreating  us  to 
let  them  dive  for  halfpence.  Round  this  busy  blue  water  rise  rocks, 
blazing  in  sunshine,  and  covered  with  every  imaginable  device  of 
fortification ;  to  the  .right,  St.  Elmo,  with  flag  and  lighthouse  ;  and 
opposite,  the  Militai)'  Hospital,  looking  like  a  palace  ;  and  all  round, 
the  houses  of  the  city,  for  its  %as  the  handsomest  and  most  stately  in 
the  world. 

Nor  does  it  disappoint  you  on  a  closer  inspection,  as  many  a  foreign 
town  does.  The  streets  are  thronged  with  a  lively,  comfortable-looking 
population ;  the  poor  seem  to  inhabit  handsome  stone  palaces,  with 
balconies  and  projecting  windows  of  heavy  carved  stone.  The  lights 
and  shadows,  the  cries  and  stenches,  the  fruit-shops  and  fish-stalls,  the 
dresses  and  chatter  of  all  nations ;  the  soldiers  in  scarlet,  and  women 
in  black  mantillas  ;  the  beggars,  boatmen,  barrels  of  pickled  herrings 
and  maccaroni ;  the  shovel-hatted  priests  and  bearded  capuchins  ;  the 
tobacco,  grapes,  onions,  and  sunshine  ;  the  signboards,  bottled-porter 
Stores,  the  statues  of  saints  and  little  chapels  which  jostle  the  stranger's 
eyes  as  he  goes  up  the  famous  stairs  from  the  Water-gate,  make  a 
scene  of  such  pleasant  confusion  and  liveliness  as  I  have  never  witnessed 
before.  And  the  effects  of  the  groups  of  multitudinous  actors  in  this 
busy,  cheerful  drama  is  heightened,  as  it  were,  by  the  decorations  of 
the  stage.  The  sky  is  dehghtfully  brilliant ;  all  the  houses  and  orna- 
ments are  stately ;  castles  and  palaces  are  rising  all  around ;  and  the 
flag,  towers,  and  walls  of  Fort  St.  Elmo  look  as  fresh  and  magnificent 
as  if  they  had  been  erected  only  yesterday. 

The  Strada  Reale  has  a  much  more  courtly  appearance  than  that 
one  described.  Here  are  palaces,  churches,  court-houses  and  libraries, 
the  genteel  London  shops,  and  the  latest  articles  of  perfumery.  Gay 
young  officers  are  strolling  about  in  shell-jackets  much  too  small  for 
them:  midshipmenareclalteringby  onhiredhorses  ;  squads  of  priests, 
habited  after  the  fashion  of  Don  Basilio  in  the  opera,  are  demurely 
pacing  to  and  fro ;  professional  beggars  run  shrieking  after  the 
stranger ;  and  agents  for  horses,  for  inns,  and  for  worse  places  still, 
follow  him  and  insinuate  the  excellence  of  their  goods.  The  houses 
where  they  are  selling  caq)et-bags  and  pomatum  were  the  palaces  of 
the  successors  of  the  goodliest  company  of  gallant  knights  the  wodd 
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ever  heard  tell  ot  It  seems  unromantjc ;  but  thest  weie  not  the 
romantic  Knights  of  St.  John.  The  heroic  days  of  the  Order  ended 
as  the  last  Turkish  giJley  lifted  anchor  after  the  memoiable  siege. 
The  present  stately  houses  were  built  in  times  of  peace  and  splendour 
and  decay.  I  doubt  whether  the  Aoberge  de  Provence,  where  the 
"  Union  Club"  flourishes  now,  has  ever  seen  anything  more  romantic 
than  the  pleasant  balls  held  in  the  great  room  there. 

The  Church  of  St  John,  not  a  handsome  structure  without,  is 
magnificent  within :  a  noble  hall  cbvered  with  a  rich  embroidery  of 
gilded  carving,  the  chapels  of  the  different  nations  on  either  side,  but 
not  interfering  with  the  main  structure,  of  which  the  whole  is  simple, 
and  the  details  only  splendid  ;  it  seemed  to  mea  fitting  pdace  for  this 
wealthy  body  of  aristocratic  soldiers,  who  made  their  devoticms  as  it 
were  on  parade,  and,  though  onthcir  knees,  never  forgot  their  epanleta 
or  their  quarters  of  nobility.  This  mixture  of  religion  and  woiidly 
pride  seems  incongruous  at-first ;  but  have  we  not  at  church  at  home 
similar  rebcs  of  feudal  ceremony? — the  verger  with  the  silver  mace 
who  precedes  the  vicar  to  the  desk;  the  twe  chaplains  of  my  lord 
archbishop,  who  bow  over  his  grace  as  he  enters  the  communion-taUe 
gate  ;  even  poor  John,  who  follows  my  lady  with  a  coroneted  prayer- 
book,  and  makes  his  congee  as  he  hands  it  into  the  pew.  What  a 
chivalrous  absurdity  is  the  banner  of  some  hi^  and  mighty  prince, 
hanging  over  his  stall  in  Windsor  Chape),  when  you  think  of  the 
purpose  for  which  men  are  supposed  to  assemble  there  !  The  Church 
of  the  Knights  of  St  John  is  paved  over  with  quawling  heraldic 
devices  of  the  dead  gentlemen  of  the  dead  Order ;  as  if,  in  the  next 
world,  they  expected  to  take  rank  in  conformity  with  their  pedigrees, 
and  would  be  marshalled  into  heaven  according  to  the  orders  of  pre- 
cedence. Cumbrous  handsome  paintings  adorn  the  walls  and  chapels, 
decorated  with  pompous  monuments  of  Grand  Masters.  Beneath  is 
a  crypt,  where  more  of  these  honourable  and  reverend  warriors  lie,  in 
a  state  that  a  Simpson  would  admire.  In  the  altar  are  said  to  lie 
three  of  the  most  gallant  relics  in  the  world :  the  keys  t£  Acre, 
Rhodes,  and  Jerasalem.  What  blood  was  shed  in  defending  these 
emblems  \  What  faith,  endurance,  genius,  andgenerosity  ;  what  pride, 
hatred,  ambition,  and  savage  lust  of  blood  were  roused  together  for 
their  guardianship ! 

In  the  lofty  halls  and  corridors  of  the  Governor's  house,  some 
portraits  of  the  late  Grand  Masters  still  remain  :  a  very  fine  one,  by 
Caravaggio,  of  a  knight  in  gilt  armour,  hangs  in  the  dining-room,  near 
a  full-length  of  poor  Louis  XVI.,  in  royal  robes,  the  very  picture  of 
uneasy  impotcncy.  But  the  portrait  of  De  Vignacourt  is  the  only  one 
which  has  a  respectable  air ;  the  other  chids  of  the  famous  society  are 
pompous,  old.  gentlemen  in  bladc^  wjthhuge  periwigs,  and^ciowiu 
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round  their  bats,  and  a  couple  of  inelaiichdly  pages  in  yellow  and  red.' 
But  pages  and  wigs  and  Grand  Masters  have  ahnost  faded  out  of  the 
canvas,  and  are  vanishing  into  Hades  with  a  most  melancholy  indis- 
tinctness. The  names  of  most  of  these  gentlemen,  however,  Kve  as 
yet  in  the  forts  of  the  place,  which  all  seem  to  have  been  e^er  to 
build  and  christen :  so  that  it  seems  as  if,  in  the  Malta  mythology, 
they  had  been  turned  into  freestone. 

In  the  armoury  is  the  very  suit  painted  by  Caravaggio,  b)-  the  side 
of  the  armour  of  the  noble  old  La  Valette,  whose  heroism  saved  his 
island  from  the  efforts  of  Mustapha  and  Dragul,  and  an  army  quite  as 
fierce  and  numerous  as  that  which  was  baffled  before  Gibraltar,  by 
similar  courage  and  resolution.  The  sword  of  the  last-named  famous 
corsair  (a  most  truculent  little  scimitar),  thousands  of  pikes  and 
halberts,  little  old  cannons  and  wall-pieces,  hehnets  and  cuirasses, 
which  the  knights  or  their  people  wore,  are  trimly  arranged  against 
the  wall,  and,  instead  of  spiking  Turks  or  arming  warriors,  now  serve 
to  point  morals  and  adorn  tales.  And  here  likewise  are  kept  many 
thousand  muskets,  swords,  and  boarding-pikes  for  d^lyuse,  and  a 
couple  of  ragged  old  standards  of  one  of  the  English  regiments,  who 
pursued  and  conquered  in  Egypt  the  remains  of  the  haughty  and 
famous  French  republican  army,  at  whose  appearance  the  last  knights 
of  Malta  flung  open  the  gates  of  alt  their  fortresses,  and  consented  to 
be  extinguished  without  so  much  as  a  remonstance,  or  a  kick,  or  a 
Struggle. 

We  took  a  drive  into  what  may  be  called  the  country;  where  the 
fields  are  rocks,  and  the  hedges  are  stones— passing  by  the  stone 
gardens  of  the  Florian,  and  wondering  at  the  number  and  handsome- 
ness of  the  stone  villages  and  churches  rising  everywhere  among  the 
stony  hills.  Handsome  villas  were  passed  everywhere,  and  we  drove 
for  a  long  distance  along  the  sides  of  an  aqueduct,  quite  a  royal  work 
of  the  Caravaggio  in  gold  armour,  the  Grand  Master  De  Vignacourt 
A  most  agreeable  contrast  to  the  arid  rocks  of  the  general  scenery  was 
the  garden  at  the  Governor's  country-house ;  with  the  orange-trees 
and  water,  its  beautiful  golden  grapes,  luxuriant  flowers,  and  thick 
cool  shrubberies.  The  eye  longs  for  thb  sort  of  refreshment,  after 
being  seared  with  the  hot  glare  of  the  general  country;  and  St.  Antoniti 
was  as  pleasant  after  Malta  as  Malta  was  after  the  sea. 

We  paid  the  island  a  subsequent  visit  in  November,  passing 
seventeen  days  at  an  establishment  called  Fort  Manuel  there,  and  by 
punsters  the  Manuel  des  Voyageurs ;  where  Government  accommo- 
dates you  with  quarters  ;  where  theaulhorities  are  so  attentive, as  to 
scent  your  letters  with  aromatic  vinegar  before  you  receive  them,  and 
so  careful  of  your  health  as  to  lock  you  up  in  your  room  every  night 
lest  you  should  walk  in  your. sleep, and  so.ov^.the  battlements  into  the 
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sea :  if  you  escaped  drowning  in  the  sea,  the  sentries  on  the  opposite 
shore  would  fire  at  you,  hence  the  nature  of  the  precaution.  To  drop, 
however,  this  satirical  strain  :  those  who  know  what  quarantine  is,  may 
fancy  that  the  place  somehow  becomes  unbearable  in  which  it  has  been 
endured.  And  though  the  November  climate  of  Malta  is  like  the  most 
delicious  May  in  England,  and  though  there  is  every  gaiety  and  amuse- 
ment in  the  town,  a  comfortable  little  opwra,  a  good  old  library  filled 
full  of  good  old  books  (none  of  your  works  of  modem  science,  travel, 
and  history,  but  good  old  unless  books  of  the  last  two  centuries,)  and 
nobody  to  trouble  you  in  reading  them,  and  though  the  society  of 
VaJetta  is  most  hospitable,  varied,  and  agreeable,  yet  somehow  one  did 
not  feel  safe  in  the  island,  with  perpetual  glimpses  of  Fort  Manuel  from 
the  opposite  shore;  and,  lest  the  quarantine  authorities  should  have  a 
fancy  to  fetch  one  back  again,  on  a  pretext  of  posthumous  pl3gue,'we 
made  our  way  to  Naples  by  the  very  first  opportunity — those  who  re- 
mained, that  is,  of  the  little  Eastern  expedition.  They  were  not  all 
there.  The  Giver  of  life  and  death  had  removed  two  of  our  company : 
one  was  left  behind  to  die  in  Egypt,  with  a  mother  to  bewail  his  loss ; 
another  we  buried  in  the  dismal  lazaretto  cemetery. 

One  is  bound  to  look  at  this,  too,  as  a  part  of  our  journey.  Disease 
and  death  are  knocking,  perhaps,  at  your  next  cabin  door.  Your  kind 
and  cheery  companion  has  ridden  his  last  ride  and  emptied  his  last 
glass  beside  you.  And  while  fond  hearts  are  yearning  for  him  far  away, 
and  his  own  mind,  if  conscious,  is  turning  eagerly  towards  the  spot  of 
the  world  whither  affection  or  interest  calls  it — the  Great  Father 
summons  the  anxious  spirit  from  earth  to  himself,  and  ordains  that  the 
nearest  and  dearest  shall  meet  here  no  more. 

Such  an  occurrence  as  a  death  in  a  lazaretto,  mere  selfishness 
renders  striking.  We  were  walking  with  him  but  two  days  ago  on 
deck.  One  has  a  sketch  of  him,  another  his  card,  with  the  address 
written  yesterday,  and  given  with  an  invitation  to  come  and  see  hun 
at  home  in  the  country,  where  his  children  are  looking  for  him.  He 
is  dead  in  a  day,  and  buried  in  the  walls  of  the  prison.  A  doctor  felt 
his  pulse  by  deputy— a  clei^yman  comes  from  the  town  to  read  the 
last  service  over  him — and  the  friends,  who  attend  his  funeral,  are 
marshalled  by  lazaretto-guardians,  so  as  not  to  touch  each  other. 
Every  man  goes  back  to  his  room  and  applies  the  lesson  to  himself. 
One  would  not  so  depart  without  seeing  again  the  dear,  dear  faces. 
We  reckon  up  those  we  love  ;  they  are  but  very  few,  but  I  think  one 
loves  them  better  than  ever  now.  Should  it  be  your  turn  next  ? — and 
why  not  ?  Is  it  pity  or  comfort  to  think  of  that  affection  which  watches 
and  survives  you  ? 

The  Maker  has  linked  together  the  whole  race  of  man  with  this 
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chain  of  love,,  I  like  to  think  that  there  is  no  man  but  has  had 
kindly  feelings  for  some  other,  and  be  for  his  neighbour,  until  we  bind 
t<^ether  the  whole  family  of  Adam.  Nor  does  it  end  here.  It  joins 
heaven  and  earth  together.  For  my  friend  or  my  child  of  past  days 
is  still  my  friend  or  my  child  to  me  here,  or  in  the  home  prepared  for 
us  by  the  Father  of  aU.  If  identity  survives  the  grave,  as  our  faith 
tells  us,  is  it  not  a  consolation  to  think  that  there  may  be  one  or  two 
souls  among  the  purified  and  just,  whose  affection  watches  us  invisible, 
and  follows  the  poor  sinner  on  earth  ? 
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CHAPTER  V. 


NOT  feeling  any  enthusiasm  myself  about  Athens,  iny  bounden 
duty  of  course  is  clear,  to  sneer  and  laugh  heartily  at  all  who 
have^  In  fact,  what  business  has  a  lawyer,  who  was  in  Pump  Court 
this  day  three  weeks,  and  whose  common  reading  is  law  r^xnts  or 
the  newspapier,  to  pretend  to  lall  in  love  for  the  long  vacation  with 
mere  poetty,  of  which  I  swear  a  great  deal  is  very  doabtfiil,  and  to  get 
up  an  enthusiasm  quite  foreign  to  his  nature  and  usual  calling  in  life  i 
What  call  have  ladies  to  consider  Greece  "  romantic,"  they  who  get 
their  notions  of  mythology  from  the  well-known  p^es  of  "  Tooke's 
Pantheon  ?"  What  is  the  reason  that  blundering  Yorkshire  squires, 
young  dandies  from  Corfu  regiments,  jolly  sailors  from  ships  in  the 
harbour,  and  yellow  old  Indians  returning  from  Bunddcund,  should 
think  proper  to  be  enthusiastic  about  a  country  of  which  they  know- 
nothing  ;  the  mere  physical  beauty  of  which  they  cannot,  for  the  most 
part,  comprehend ;  and  because  certain  characters  hved  in  it  two 
thousand  four  hundred  years  ago  ?  What  have  these  people  ia 
common  with  Pericles,  whqt  have  these  ladies  in  common  with 
Aspasia  (O  fie)f  Of  the  race  of  Englishmen  who  come  wondering 
about  the  tomb  of  Socrates,  do  you  think  the  majority  would  not  have 
voted  to  hemlock  him  ?  Yes  :  for  the  very  same  superstition  which 
leads  men  by  the  nose  now,  drove  them  onward  in  the  days  when  the 
lowly  husband  of  Xantippe  died  for  daring  to  think  simply  and  to 
speak  the  truth.  I  know  of  no  quality  more  magnificent  in  fools  than 
their  faith  :  that  perfect  consciousness  they  have,  that  they  are  doing 
virtuous  and  meritorious  actions,  when  they  are  performing  acts  of 
folly,  murdering  Socrates,  or  p*'*'"?  Aristides  with  holy  oyster-shells, 
an  for  Virtue's  sake ;  and  a  "  History  of  Dulncss  in  all  Ages  of  the 
World,"  is  a  book  which  a  philosopher  would  surely  be  hanged,  but  as 
certairily  blessed,  for  writing. 

If  papa  and  mamma  (honour  be  to  them  1)  had  not  followed  the 
faith  of  their  fathers,  and  thought  proper  to  send  away  their  only  beloved 
son  (afterwards  to  be  celebrated  under  the  name  of  Titmarsh)  into  ten 
years' banishment  of  infernal  misery,  tyranny,  annoyance:  to  give  over 
the  fresh  feelings  of  the  heart  of  the  little  Michael  Angelo  to  the  disci- 
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pline  of  vulgar  bullies,  who,  in  order  to  lead  tender  young  children  to 
the  Temple  of  Learning  (as  they  do  in  the  spelling-books),  drive  ihem 
on  with  clenched  fists  and  low  abuse;  if  they  fainted,  revived  them 
with  a  thump,  or  assailed  them  with  a  curse ;  if  they  were  miserable, 
consoled  them  with  a  brutal  jeer — if,  I  say,  my  dear  parents,  instead  of 
giving  me  the  inestimable  benefit  of  a  ten  years'  classical  education, 
had  kept  me  at  home  with  my  dear  thirteen  sisters,  it  is  probable  I 
should  have  liked  this  country  of  Attica,  in  sight  of  the  blue  shores  of 
which  the  present  pathetic  letter  is  written  ;  but  I  was  made  so  naiser- 
able  in  youth  by  a  classical  education,  that  all  connected  with  it  is 
disagreeable  in  my  eyes ;  and  1  have  the  same  recollection  of  Greek 
in  youth  that  1  have  of  castor-oiL 

So  in  coming  in  sight  of  the  promontory  of  Sunium,  where  the 
Greek  muse,  in  an  awful  vision,  came  to  me,  and  said  in  a  patronizing 
way,  "  Why,  my  dear,"  (she  always,  the  0I4  spinster,  adopts  this  high 
and  mighty  tone,)—"  Why,  my  dear,  are  y^u  not  charmed  to  be  in  this 
famous  neighbourhood,  in  this  land  of  poets  and  heroes,  of  whose 
history  your  classical  education  ought  to  have  made  you  a  master ;  if 
it  did  not,  you  have.wofully  ne^ected  your  oppratunities,  and  your 
dear  parents  have  wasted  their  money  in  sending  you  to  school"  I 
replied,  "  Madam,  your  company  in  youth  was  made  so  laboriously 
disagreeable  to  me,  that  I  can't  at  present  reconcile  myself  to  you  in 
age.  I  read  your  poets,  but  it  was  in  fear  and  trembling ;  and  a  cold 
sweat  is  but  an  ill  accompaniment  to  poetry.  I  blundered  thrOiigh 
your  histories ;  but  histoiy  is  so  duU  (saving  your  presence)  of  herself, 
that  when  the  brutal: dutness  of  a  schoolmaster  is  superadded  to  her 
own  slow  conversation,  the  union  becomes  intolerable ;  hence  I  have 
not  the  slightest'  pleasure  in  renewing  my  acquaintance  with  a  lady 
who  has  been  the  source  of  so  much  bodily  and  mental  discomfort  to 
me."  To  make  a  long  story  short,  I  am.  anxious  to  apologise  for  a 
want  of  enthusiasm  in  the  classical  line,  and  to  excuse  an  ignorance 
which  is  of  the  most  undeniable  sort. 

This  is  an  improper  frame  of  mind  for  a  person  visiting  the  land 
of  ^schylus  and  Euripides  ;  add  to  which,  we  have  been  abominably 
overcharged  at  the  inn  :  and  what  are  the  blue  hills  of  Attica,  the 
silver  calm  basin  of  Piraus,  the  heathery  heights  of  Pentelicus,  and 
yonder  rocks  crowned  by  the  Doric  columns  of  the  Parthenon,  and 
the  thin  Ionic  shafts  of  the  Erechtheum,  to  a  man  who  has  had  little 
rest,  and  is  bitten  all  over  by  bugs  ?.  Was  Alcibiades  bitten  by  bugs, 
I  wonder  ;  and  did  the  brutes  crawl  over  him  as  he  lay  in  the  rosy 
arms  of  Phrync  ?  I  wished  all  night  for  Socrates'  hammock  or  basket, 
as  it  is  described  in  the  "  Clouds ; "  in  which  resting-place)  no  doubt, 
the  abominable  animals  kept  perforce  clear  of  him. 

A  French  man-of-*ar,  lying  in  the  silvery  little  harbour,  sternly 
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eyeing  out  of  its  stem  port-holes  a.  saucy  little  English  corvette 
beside,  began  playing  sounding  marches  as  a  crowd  of  boats  came 
paddling  up  to  the  steamer's  side  to  convey  us  travellers  to  shore. 
There  were  Russian  schooners  and  Greek  brigs  lying  in  this  little 
bay  ;  dumpy  little  windmills  whirling  round  on  the  sunburnt  heights 
round  about  it ;  an  improvised  town  of  quays  and  marine  taverns  has 
sprung  up  on  the  shore  ;  a  host  of  jingling  barouches,  more  miserable 
than  any  to  be  seen  even  in  Germany,  were  collected  at  the  landing- 
place;  and  the  Greek  drivers  (_how  queer  they  looked  in  skull-caps. 


shabby  jackets  with  profuse  embroidery  of  worsted,  and  endless 
petticoats  of  dirty  calico  !)  began,  in  a  generous  ardour  for  securing 
passengers,  to  abuse  each  other's  horses  and  carriages  in  the  regular 
London  &shion.  Satire  could  certainly  hardly  caricature  the  vehicle 
in  which  we  were  made  to  journey  to  Athens  ;  and  it  was  only  by 
thinking  that,  bad  as  they  were,  these  coaches  were  much  more  com- 
fortable contrivances  thaii  any  Alcibiades  or  Cimon  ever  had,  that  we 
consoled  ourselves  along  the  road.  It  was  flat  for  six  miles  along  the 
plain  to  the  city :  and  you  see  for  the  greater  part  of  the  way  the 
purple  mount  on  which  the  Acropolis  rises,  and  the  gleaming  houses 
of  the  town  spread  beneath.  Round  this  wide,  yellow,  barren  plain, 
— a  stunt  district  of  olive-trees  is  almost  the  only  vegetation  visible — 
there  rises,  as  it  were,  a  sort  of  chorus  of  the  most  beautiful  moun- 
tains ;  the  most  elegant,  gracious,  and  noble  the  eye  ever  looked  on. 
These  hills  did  not  appiear  at  all  lofty  or  terrible,  but  superbly  rich 
and  aristocratic.  The  clouds  were  dancing  round  about  them  ;  you 
could  see  their  rosy,  purple  shadows  sweeping  round  the  clear,  serene 
summits  of  the  hilL  To  call  a  hill  aristocratic  seems  affected  or 
absurd  ;  but  the  difference  between  these  hills  and  the  others,  is  the 
difference  between  Newgate  Prison  and  the  "  Travellers'  Qub,"  for 
instance  :  both  are  buildings ;  but  the  one  stem,  dark,  and  coarse : 
the  other  rich,  elegant  and  festive.  At  least,  so  I  thought.  With 
such  a  stately  palace  as  munificent  Nature  had  built  for  these  people, 
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what  could  they  be  themselves  but  lordly,  beautiful,  brilliant,  brave, 
and  wise?  We  saw  four  Greeks  on  donkeys  on  the  road  (which  is  a 
dust-whirlwind  where  it  is  not  a  puddle) ;  and  other  four  were  playing 
with  a  dirty  pack  of  cards,  at  a  barrack  that  English  poets  have 
christened  the  *'  Half-nay  House,"  Does  external  nature  and  beauty 
influence  the  soul  to  good  I  You  go  about  Warwickshire,  and  fancy 
that  from  merely  being  bom  and  wandering  in  those  sweet  sunny 
plains  and  fresh  woodlands  Shakspeare  must  have  drunk  in  a  por- 
tion of  that  frank,  artless  sense  of  beauty,  which  lies  about  his  works 
like  a  hloom  or  dew ;  but  a  Coventry  ribbon-maker,  or  a  slang 
Leamington  squire,  are  looking  on  those  very  same  landscapes  too, 
and  what  do  they  profit  ?  You  theorize  about  the  influence  which 
the  climate  and  appearance  of  Attica  must  have  had  in  ennobling 
those  who  were  born  there  ;  yonder  dirty,  swindling,  ragged,  black- 
guards, lolling  over  greasy  cards  three  hours  before  noon,  quarreUing 
and  shrieking,  armed  to  the  teeth  and  afraid  to  fight,  are  bred  out 
of  the  same  land  which  begot  the  philosophers  and  heroes.  But  the 
"  Half-way  House "  is  past  by  this  time,  and  behold  !  we  are  in  the 
c^qjital  of  King  Otho. 

I  swear  solemnly  that  I  would  rather  have  two  hundred  a  year  in 
Fleet  Street,  than  be  King  of  the  Greeks,  with  Basileus  written  before 
my  name  round  their  beggarly  coin  ;  with  the  bother  of  perpetual 
revolutions  in  my  huge  plaster  of  Paris  palace,  with  no  amusement 
but  a  drive  in  the  afternoon  over  a  wretched  arid  country,  where 
roads  are  not  made,  with  ambassadors  (the  deuce  knows  why,  for 
what  good  can  the  English,  or  the  French,  or  the  Russian  party  get 
out  of  such  a  bankrupt  alliance  as  this  ?)  perpetually  pulUng  and 
tugging  at  me,  away  from  honest  Germany,  where  there  is  beer  and 
iesthetic  conversation,  and  operas  at  a  small  cost  The  shabbiness 
of  this  place  actually  beats  Ireland,  and  that  is  a  strong  word.  The 
palace  of  the  Basileus  is  an  enormous  edifice  of  plaster,  in  a  square 
containing  six  houses,  three  donkeys,  no  roads,  no  fountains  (except 
in  the  picture  of  the  inn) ;  backwards  it  seems  to  look  straight  to  the 
mountfun — on  one  side  is  a  beggarly  garden— the  King  goes  out  to 
drive  (revolutions  ftermitling)  at  five — some  four-and-twenty  black- 
guards saunter  up  to  the  huge  sandhill  of  a  terrace,  as  his  Majesty 
passes  by  in  a  gilt  barouche  and  an  absurd  fancy  dress;  the  gilt 
Barouche  goes  plunging  down  the  sandhills  :  the  two  dozen  soldiers, 
who  have  been  presenting  arms,  slouch  off  to  their  quarters  :  the  vast 
barrack  of  a  palace  remains  entirely  white,  ghastly,  and  lonely  :  and, 
save  the  biaying  of  a  donkey  now  and  then,  (which  lodg-eared  min- 
strels are  more  active  and  sonorous  in  Athens  than  in  any  place  I 
know,}  all  is  entirely  silent  round  Ba^eus's  palace.  How  could  people 
.  who  knew  Leopold  fancy  he  would  he  so  "  jolly  green  "  as  to  take  such 
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aberdi?    It  wis' only  a  gobembudic  of  a  Bavarian  tbat  couU  ever 
have  been  induced  to  acce|K  it. 

I  beseech  you  to  believe  that  it  was  not.  the  bill  and  the  bags  at 
die  inn  which  indnded  the  writer  hereof  to  speak  so  slightingly  of  the 
icsidenceof  Basileus.  These  evils  are  itow  cured  and  foigotteo.  This 
is  written  off  the  leaxlen  flats  and  mounds  which  tfaey  call  the  Troad. 
It  is  Man  justice  alone  irtiich  pronounces  this  excruciating  sentence. 
It  was  a  force  to  make'  this  place  into  a  kingly  capital,  and  1  make  no 
manner  of  doubt  that  King  Otho,  the  very  day  he  can  get  away  unper- 
ceivcd,  and  get  together  the  passage-money,  will  be  off  for  dear  old 
Deutschland,  Fatherland,  Beerland  [ 

I  have  n^Ver  seen  a  town  in  England'  which  may  be  compared 
to  this  ;  for  though  Herae  Bay  is  a  ruin  now,  money  was  once  spent 
upon  it  and  houses  huitt;  here,  beyohd  afcw  score  of  n 
fortably  laid  out,  the  town  is  little  better  than  a  rickety  ^ 
of  larger  and  sttaaller  huts,  tricked  out  here  and  there  with  the  most 
absurd  cracked  ornaments  and  cheap  attempts  at  elegance^  But 
neatness  is  the  elegance  of  poverty,  and  these  people  despise  such  a 
homely  ornament.  1  have  got  a  map  with  squares,  fountains,  theatres, 
public  gardens,  and  Places  d'Othon  marked  out ;  but  they  only  exist 
in  the  paper  capital— ^the  wretched  tumbledown- wooden  one  boasts 
6f  none. 

One  is  obliged  to  come  back  to  the  old  disagreeable  comparison 
of  Ireland.  Athens  may  be  about  as  wealthy  a  place  as  Carlow  or 
KiUamey— the  streets  swann  with  idle  crowds,  the  innumerable  little 
lanes  flow  over  with  dirty  little  children,  they  are  playing  and  puddling 
about  in  the  dirt  everywhere,  with  great  big  eyes,  yellow  faces,  and 
the  queerest  little  gowns  and  skuU-caps.  But  in  Ae  outer  man,  the 
GreA  has  far  the  advantage  of  the  Irishman  ;  most  of  them  are  wdl 
and  decendy  dressed  (if  five-and-twenty  yards  of  petticoat  may  not  be 
called  decent,  what  may  tj  they  swagger  to  and  fro  with  huge  knives 
in  their  girdles.  Almost  all  the  men  are  handsome,  but  live  hard,  it  is 
said,  in  order  to'  decotate  their  backs  with  those  fine  clothes  of  thdis. 
I  have  seen  but  two  or  diree  handsome  women,  and  these  had  the 
great  drawback  which  is  common  to  tlie  mce — I  mean,  a  sallow, 
greasy,  coarse  complexion,  at  which  it  was  not  advisable  to  look  too 

And  on  this  score  I  think  we  English  may  pride,  ourwives  on 
possessing  an  advant^e  (by  -me,  I  mean  the  lovely  ladies  to  whom 
this  is  addressed  with  the  most  respectful  compliments)  over  the  most 
classical  country  in  the  world.  I  don't  care  for  beauty  which' wUl  only 
bear  to  be  looked  at  from  a  distance;,  like  a  scene  in  a  theatre.  What 
is  the  most  beautifid  nose  in'the  world,  if  it  be  covered  with  a  skin  of 
the  texture  and  colour  of  coarse  whitey-btown  paper ;  and  if  Naturs 
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has  maiiD  it  as  slippery  and  shining  as  tbougli  it  had  been  anointed 
with  pomatum  ?  Ttiey  may  talk  about  beauty,  but  would  you  wear  a 
flower  that  had  been  dipped  in  a  greaoe-pQt  \  Nq  ;  give  me  a  ftesh, 
dowy,  healthy  rose  out  of  SomersetBhire ;  not  Qne  of  those  superb, 
tawdry^,  unwholesome  exotics,  which  are  only  gpod  to  make  poems 
about.  Lord  Byron  wrote  more  cant  of  1^  sort  than  any  poet  I  know 
«£  Think  of  "  the  peasant  girls  with  dark  blue  eyes"  of  die  Rhine — 
the  broim-foced,  flat-nosed,  thick-lipped,  ditty  wenches!  Tlunk  of 
"  fiUing.  high  a  cup  of  Samian  wine ; "  nnaU  beer  is  nectar  compared 
to  it,  and  Byron  himself  always  drank  gin.  That  man  never  wrote 
from  his  heart  He  got  up  rapture  and  enthusiasm  with  an  eye  to  the 
pHblic ;  but  this  is  dangerous  ground,  even  more  dangerous  than  to 
look  Athens  full  in  the  face,  and  say  that  your  eyes  are  not  daziled  by 
its  besM^,.  The  Great  Public  adn^s  Greece  and  Byron  ;  the  puUic 
kn(Hro>  besb  Murcay's  "  Guide-book "  calls  the  latter  "our  native 
band"  Oi»  native  bard!  Mott  Dieu.'  He  Shakspeare's,  Milton's, 
K«ats's,  Scotfs  native  bard !  Well,  woe  be  to  the  man  who  denies 
die  pubhc  gods  I        - 

'  The  truth  is,  then,  &at  Athens  is  a  dist^^tntment ;  and  I  am 
angry  that  it  should  be  so.  To  a  skilled  antiquarian,  or  aia  entfaU' 
siastic  Greek  scholar,  the  feelings  created  by  a  si^t  of  the  place  of 
course  will,  be  different ;  but  you  who  would  be  inspired  by  it  must 
uadergO'a  long  prqiai^ion  of  reading,  and  possess,  too,  a  particular 
feeling ;  both  of  which,  I  suspect,  are  uncommon  in  our  busy  com- 
^«ccial  newspaper-reading  country.  Men  only  say  they  are  enthu- 
siastic about  the  Greek  and  Koman  authors  and  history,  because  it  is 
considered  proper  and  respectable.  And  we  know  how  gentlemm  in 
Baker  Street  have  editions  of  the  classics  handsomely  bound  in  the 
library,  and  how  they  use  them.  Of  course  they  dont  retire  to  read 
the  newspi^r ;  it  is  to  look  over  a  favourite  ode  of  Pindar,  or  to 
discuss  an  obscure  passage  in  Atbenaeus  I  Of  course  country  magiS' 
tfates.and  Members  of  Parliament  are  always  studying  Demosthenes 
and  Ocero ;  yte  know  it  from  their  continual  habit  of  quoting  the 
Latin  grammar  in  ParUaaient  But  it  is  agreed  that  the  classics  are 
respectable ;  therefore  we  are  to  be  enthusiastic  about  them.  Also  let 
us  admit  that  Byron  b  to  be  held  up  as  "  out;  native  bard." 

I  am  not  so  entire  a  heathen  as  to  be  insensible  to  the  beauty  of 
those  relics  of  Greek  art,  of  which  men  much  more  learned  and 
enthusiastic  have  written  such  piles  of  descriptions.  .  I  thought  I 
could  recognize  the  towering  beauty  of  the  prodigious  columns  of  the 
Temple  of  Jupiter;  andadmiretheastonishinggrace,  severity,  elegance, 
coggqrieteness  of  Uie  Parthenon.  The  little  Temple  of  Victory,  with 
its  fluted  Corinthian  shafts,  blazed  under  the  sun  almost  as  fresh  as  it 
□uisbJunre  ttppeared  to  the  eye?  .of  its  founders;  Lsaw  nothing  more 
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charming  and  brilliant,  more  graceful,  festive,  and  aristocratic  than 
tJiis  sumptuous  little  building.  The  Roman  remains  which  lie  in  tbe 
town  below  look  like  the  works  of  barbarians  beside  these  perfect 
structures.  They  jar  strangely  on  the  eye,  after  it  has  been  accustom- 
ing itself  to  perfect  harmony  and  proportions.  If,  as  the  schoolmaster 
tells  us,  the  Greek  writing  is  as  complete  as  the  Greek  art  ;  if  an  ode 
of  Pindar  is  as  glittering  and  pure  as  the  Temple  of  Victory ;  or  a 
discourse  of  Plato  as  polished  and  calm  as  yonder  mystical  portico 
of  the  Erechtheum  ;  what  treasures  of  the  senses  and  delights  of  the 
Imagination  have  those  lost  to  whom  the  Greek  books  are  as  good  as 
sealed  I 

I'  And  yet  one  meets  with  very  dull  first-class  men.  Genius  won't 
transplant  from  one  brain  to  another,  or  is  ruined  in  the  carriage,  like 
fine  Burgundy.  Sir  Robert  Peel  and  Sir  John  Hobhouse  are  both 
good  scholars  ;  but  their  poetry  in  Parliament  does  not  strike  one  as 
fine.  Muzzle,  the  schoolmaster,  who  is  bullying  poor  trembling  little 
boys,  was  a  fine  scholar  when  he  was  a  sizar,  and  a  rufSan  then  and 
ever  since.  Where  is  the  great  poet,  since  the  days  of  Milton,  who 
has  improved  the  natural  offshoots  of  his  brain  by  grafting  it  from  the 
Athenian  tree  ? 

I  had  a  volume  of  Tennyson  in  my  pocket,  which  somehow  settled 
that  question,  and  ended  the  querulous  dispute  between  me  and  Con- 
science, under  the  shape  of  the  neglected  and  irritated  Greek  muse, 
which  had  been  going  on  ever  since  I  had  commenced  my  walk  about 
Athens.  The  old  spinster  saw  me  wince  at  the  idea  of  the  author  of 
Dora  and  Ulysses,  and  tried  to  follow  up  her  advantage  by  fiirther 
hints  of  time  lost,  and  precious  opportunities  thrown  away.  "  You 
might  have  written  poems  like  them,"  said  she ;  "  or,  no,  not  like 
them  perhaps,  but  you  might  have  done  a  neat  prize  poem,  and 
pleased  your  papa  and  mamma.  You  might  have  translated  Jack  and 
Gill  into  Greek  iambics,  and  been  a  credit  to  your  college."  I  turoed 
testily  away  from  her.  "Madam,"  says  1,  "because  an  eagle  houses 
on  a  mountain,  or  soars  to  the  sun,  don't  you  be  angry  with  a  sparrow 
that  perches  on  a  garret-window,  or  twitters  on  a  twig.  Leave  me  to 
myself;  look,  my  beak  is  not  aquiline  by  any  means." 

And  so,  my  dear  friend,  you  who  have  been  reading  this  last  page 
in  wonder,  and  who,  instead  of  a  description  of  Athens,  have  been 
accommodated  with  a  lament  on  the  part  of  the  writer,  that  he  was 
idle  at  school,  and  does  not  know  Greek,  excuse  this  momentary  out- 
break of  egotistic  despondency.  To  say  truth,  dear  Jones,  when  one 
walks  among  the  nests  of  the  eagles,  and  sees  the  prodigious  eggs 
they  laid,  a  certain  feeling  of  discomfiture  must  come  over  us  smaller 
birds.  You  and  I  could  not  invest — it  even  stretches  our  minds  pain- 
fiiUy  to  try  and  comprehend  part  of  the  beauty  of  the  Parthenon — 
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ever  so  little  of  it, — the  beauty  of  a  single  column,— a  fragment  of  % 
broken  shaft  lyir^  under  the  astonishing  blue  sky  there,  in  the  midst 
of  that  unrivalled  landscape.  There  may  be  grander  aspects  of  nature, 
but  none  more  deliciously  beautiful.  The  hills  rise  in  perfect  harmony, 
and  fall  in  the  most  exquisite  cadences,— the  sea  seems  brighter,  the 
islands  more  purple,  the  clouds  more  light  and  rosy  than  elsewhere. 
As  you  look  up  through  the  open  roof,  you  are  almost  oppressed  by 
the  serene  depth  of  the  blue  overhead.  Look  even  at  the  fragments 
of  the  marble,  how  soft  and  pure  it  is,  glittering  and  white  like  fresh 
snow  !  "  I  was  all  beautiful,"  it  seems  to  say  :  even  the  hidden  parts 
of  me  were  spotless,  precious,  and  fair"— and  so,  musing  over  this 
wonderful  scene,  perhaps  I  get  some  feeble  glimpse  or  idea  of  that 
ancient  Greek  spirit  which  peopled  it  with  sublime  races  of  heroes  and 
gods ;  •  and  which  1  never  could  get  out  of  a  Greek  book,— no,  not 
though  Muzzle  flung  it  at  my  head.    . 

*  Saint  Paul  speaking  front  the  Areopagus,  snd  rebuking  these  superstitioni 
awBj,  yet  Speaks  tenderly  to  the  people  before  him,  whose  devotions  he  had 
marked  ;  quotes  their  poets,  to  bring  them  to  think  of  the  God  unknown, 
whom  they  had  ignorantlj  worshipped  ;  and  says,  that  the  times  of  this  ignor- 
ance Godv/irtkid  at,  but  that  now  it  was  time  to  repent.  No  retnike  can  surely 
he  more  gentle  than  thi)  deUvered  by  the  aprigbt  Apostle. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

L— FIRST  OLIMPSBS  OF  THB  EAST, 

I  AM  gl^  that  the  Turkish  part  of  Athens  was  CKtinct,  so  thaC  I 
should  not  be  ba.ulked  of  the  pleasure  of  entering  an  Eastern 
town  by  an  introduction  to  any  garbled  or  incomplete  specimen  of  one. 
Smyrna  seems  to  me  the  most  Eastern  of  all  1  have  seen ;  as  Calais 
will  probably  remain  to  the  Englishman  the  most  French  town  in  the 
world.  The  jack-boots  of  the  postilions  don't  seem  so  huge  elsewhere, 
or  the  tight  stqckii^  of  the  maid-servants  so  Gallic.  The  churches 
and  the  ramparts,  and  the  little  soldiers  on  tttem,  remain  for  ever,  im- 
pivwed  upon,  your  metoory ;  firom  which  larger  temples  and  buildiq^s, 
and  whole  armies  have. subsequently  disappeared :.  and  the  fitst  w<urds 
of  actual  French  heard  spoken,  and  the  first  diDiter  at  "  QniUacq's," 
remain  after  twenty  years  as  clear  as  on  the  first  day.  Dear  Jones, 
can't  you  remember  the  exact  smack  of  the  white  hermitage,  and  the 
toothless  old  fellow  singing  "  Largo  al  factotum  "  ? 

The  first  day  in  the  East  is  like  that.  After  that  there  is  nothing. 
The  wonder  is  gone,  and  the  thrill  of  that  delightful  shock,  which  so 
seldom  touches  the  nerves  of  plain  men  of  the  world,  though  they  seek 
for  it  everywhere.  One  such  looked  out  at  Smyrna  from  our  steamer, 
and  yawned  without  the  least  excitement,  and  did  not  betray  the 
slightest  emotion,  as  boats  with  real  Turks  on  board  came  up  to  the 
ship.  There  lay  the  town  with  minarets  and  cypresses,  domes  and 
castles  i  great  guns  were  firing  off,  and  the  blood-red  flag  of  the  Sultan 
flaring  over  the  fort  ever  since  sunrise ;  woods  and  mountains  came 
down  to  the  gulf's  edge,  and  as  you  looked  at  them  with  the  telescope, 
there  peeped  out  of  the  general  mass  a  score  of  pleasant  episodes  of 
Eastern  life — there  were  cottages  with  quaint  roofs  ;  silent  cool  kiosks, 
where  the  chief  of  the  eunuchs  brings  down  the  ladies  of  the  Harem.  I 
saw  Hassan,  the  fisherman,  getting  his  nets  ;  and  Ali  Baba  going  off 
with  his  donkey  to  the  great  forest  for  wood.  Smith  looked  at  these 
wonders  quite  unmoved  ;  and  I  was  surprised  at  his  apathy  ;  but  he 
bad  been  at  Smyrna  before.  A  man  only  sees  the  miracle  once ; 
though  you  yearn  after  it  ever  so,  it  won't  come  again.  I  saw  nothing 
of  Ali  Baba  and  Hassan  the  next  time  we  came  to  Smyrna,  and  had 
some  doubts  (recollecting  the  badness  of  the  inn)  about  landing  at  alL 
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A  person  who  wishes  to  understand  France  and  die  East  sliQiild  come- 
in  a  yacht  to  Calais  or  Sn^rma.land  for  two  houn,  and  never  after- 
"wards  go  back  again. 

But  those  two  hours  are  beyond meaauiie-daligbtfuL  .Some.of  ua 
were  querulous  up  to  that  time,  and  doubted  of  the  wisdom,  of  nuking 
the  voyage.  Lisbon,  we  owned,  was  a.  failure ;  Athens,  ai  dead  failure  ; 
Malta  very  well,  but  not  worth  the  trouble  and  -seasickness ;  in  feet, 
Baden-Baden  or  Devonshire  would  be  a  better  move  thanthis  %  whea 
Smyrna  came,  and  rebuked  all  mutinous  cookneys-intn  sileiica...&mie 
men  may  read  this  who  are  in  want  of  a  sensation.  If  tbey  love  the 
odd  and  picturesque,  if  they  loved  the  "Arabian  Ni^its"  intheic 
youth,  let  them  book  themsdves  on  board  one  of  die:  Pftniosular  and 
Oriental  veraels,  and  try  one  d£p  into  Constantinople  or.  .Smyrna. 
Walk  into  the  bazaar,  and  the  Eastis-unvdied  tayau.;  how  ofien.^d 
often  have  you  tried  to  fancy  this,  lying  oub on  a' summrah<riiday. at 
school !  It  is  wonderful,  too,  how  Hke  it  is ;  yon  may  imagine  that 
you  have  beenin  the  plac6  before,  you  seem  tojknow  it  so  well  L. 

The  beauty  of  that  poetry  is,  to  me,  tJiat  it  wa^  never,  too., haod-- 
some;  there  is  no  fattgue'of  sublimity  about  it  Shac^iac.aiuiitha 
Kttle  Barber  play  as  great  a  part  in^  it  as  the  heroes  ;  tiieeeareino  tm^ 
comfonable  sensations  of  terror ;  you  may  be  familiar  witti.  the  great 
Afreet,  who  was  going  to.  execute  the  travellers  for  killing  bis  son  with 
a  date-stone.  Morgiana,  when  she  kills  the  fortyrobbers  wi&  boiling 
oil,  does  not  seem  to  hurt  them  ui  the  least ;  and^thou^  King  Schah- 
riar  makes  a  practice  of  cutting  off  his  -wives'  heads,.yet  you  fancy  they 
havegot  them  on  again  in  some  of  the  backroomsioftheipalace,  where 
they  are  dancing  and  playing  on  dulcimers.  How  fresh,  easy,  good- 
natured,  is  all  this  ]  How  delightful  is  Aat  notion,  of  the  pleasant 
Eastern  people  about  knowledge,  ndiere  ^x:  height  o£  scienoe-  is  mada 
to  consist  in  the  answering  of  riddles !  and  all  the:  mathematicians 
and  magicians  bring  their  ^eat  beards  to  bear  on  a  conuadnim  !  , 

When  1  got  into  the  bazaar  among  this  race,  somehow  I  felt  as.  if 
they  were  all  fiiends.  There  sat  the  merchants  in,  their  little:  shops, 
quiet  and  solemn,  but  with  friendly  looks.  There  was  -ao  smoking,  it 
was  the  Ramaian  ;  no  eating,  the:  fish  and  meats  fizzing  in  the  enor- 
mtHis  pots  of  the  cook-shops  are  only  fbr  the  Christians.  .The  children 
abounded;  the  lawis  not  so  stringent  upon  them,  and  many  wandering 
merchants  were  there  selling  figs  (in  the  name  of  the.  Prophet,  doubt* 
lessO  for  their  benefit,  and  elbowing'  onwards  .with  baskets  of-  gmpes 
and  cucumbers.  Countryrnen  passed  bristling  over  with  arms,  each 
with  a  huge  bellyful  of  pistols  and  daggers  in.  his  girdle;  fierce,  but 
not  the  least  dangerous.  Wild,  swarthy  Arabs,  who  had  oome  in  with 
the  caravans,  walked  solemnly  about,  very  different  in  look  and  de» 
meanour  from  the  sleek  inhabitants  of  tbe  town.    GreekS'  aad  Jews 
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squatted  and  smoked,  their  shops  tended  by  sallow-faced  boys,  witB. 
)arge  eyes,  who  smiled  and  welcomed  you  in,;  negroes  bustled  about 
in  gaudy  colours ;  and  women,  with  black  nose-bags  and  shuffling' 
yellow  slippers,  chattered  and  bargained  at  the  doors  of  the  little 
shops.  There  was  the  rope  quarter  and  the  sweetmeat  quarter,  and 
the  pipe  bazaar  and  the  arm  bazaar,  and  the  little  tumed-up  shoe 
quarter,  and  the  shops  where  ready-m^e  jackets  and  pelisses  were 
swinging,  and  the  region  where,  under  the  ragged  awnings,  regiments 
of  tailors  were  at  work.  The  sun  peeps  through  these  awnings  of  mat 
or  canvas,  which  are  hung  over  the  narrow  lanes  of  the  bazaar,  and 
omftnents  them  with  a  thousand  freaks  of  light  and  shadow.  Cogia. 
Hassan  Alhabbal's  shop  is  in  a  blaze  of  light ;  while  his  neighbour, 
the  barber  and  coffee-house  keeper,  has  his  premises,  his  low  seats  and 
narghile,  his  queer  pots  and  basins,  in  the  shade.  The  cobblers  are 
always  good-natured ;  there  was  onewho,  I  am  sure,  has  been  revealed 
to  me  in  my  dreams,  in  a  dirty  old  green  turban,  with  a  pleasant 
wrinkled  face  like  an  apple,  twinkling  his  little  grey  eyes  as  he  held 
them  up  to  talk  to  the  gossips,  and  smiling  under  a  delightful  old  grey 
beard,  which  did  the  heart  good  to  see.  You  divine  the  conversatior* 
between  him  and  the  cucumber-man,  as  the  Sultan  used  to  understand 
the  language  of  birds.  Arc  any  of  those  cucumbers  stuffed  with, 
pearls,  and  is  that  Armenian  with  the  black  square  turban  Haroun 
Alraschid  in  disguise,  standing  yonder  by  the  fountain  where  the  chil- 
dren are  drinking — the  gleaming  marble  fountain,  chequered  all  oyer 
with  Ught  and  shadow,  and  engraved  with  delicate  Arabesques  and 
sentences  from  the  Koran  ? 

But  the  greatest  sensation  of  all  is  when  the  camels  come.  Whole 
strings  of  real  camels,  better  even  than  in  the  procession  of  Blue  Beard, 
with  soft  rolling  eyes  and  bended  necks,  swaying  from  one  side  of  the 
bataar  to  the  other  to  and  fro,  and  treading  gingerly  with  their  great 
t  feet.  O  you  fairy  dreams  of  boyhood  !  O  you  sweet  meditations  of 
half-holidays,  here  you  are  realized  for  half-an-hour  1  The  genius 
which  presides  over  youth  led  us  to  do  a  good  action  that  day.  There 
was  a  man  sitting  in  an  open  room,  ornamented  with  fine  long-tailed 
sentences  of  the  Koran  :  some  in  red,  some  in  blue ;  some  written 
diagonally  over  the  paper ;  some  so  shaped  as  to  represent  ships, 
dragons,  at  mysterious  animals.  The  man  squatted  on  a  carpet  in 
the  middle  of  this  room,  with  folded  arms,  waggling  his  head  to  and 
fro,  swaying  about,  and  singing  through  his  nose  choice  phrases  from 
the  sacred  work.  But  from  the  room  above  came  a  clear  noise  of 
many  little  shouting  voices,  much  more  musical  than  that  of  Naso  in 
the  matted  parlour,  and  the  guide  told  us  it  was  a  school,  so  we  went 
upstairs  to  look. 

I  declare,  on  my  conscience,  the  master  was  in  the  act  of  basti- 
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nadoing  a  little  mulatto  boy ;  bis  feet  were  in  a  bar,  and  the  brute  was 
laying  on  with  a  cane ;  so  we  witnessed  the  howling  of  the  poor  boy, 
and  the  confusion  of  the  brute  who  was  administering  the  correction. 
The  other  children  were  made  to  shout,  I  believe,  to  drown  the  noise 
of  their  little  comrade's  howling ;  but  the  punishment  was  instantly 
discontinued  as  our  hats  came  up  over  the  stair-trap,  and  the  boy  cast 
loose,  and  the  bamboo  huddled  into  a  corner,  and  the  schoolmaster 
stood  before  us  abashed.  All  the  small  scholars  in  red  caps,  and  the 
little  girls  in  gaudy  handkerchiefs,  turned  their  big  wondering  dark 
«yes  towards  us ;  and  the  caning  was  over  for  that  time,  let  us  trust. 
1  don't  envy  some  schoolmasters  in  a  future  state.  1  pity  that  poor 
Jittle  blubbering  Mahometan ;  he  will  never  be  able  to  relish  the 
"Arabian  Nights  "  in  the  original,  all  his  life  long. 

From  this  scene  we  rushed  off  somewhat  discomposed  to  make  a 
breakfast  off  red  mullets  and  grapes,  melons,  pomegranates,  and 
Smyrna  wine,  at  a  dirty  little  comfortable  inn,  to  which  we  were 
recommended  :  and  from  the  windows  of  which  we  had  a  fine  cheerful 
view  of  the  gulf  and  its  busy  craft,  and  the  loungers  and  merchants 
along  the  shore.  There  were  camels  unloading  at  one  wharf,  and  piles 
of  melons  much  bigger  than  the  Gibraltar  cannon-balls  at  another. 
It  was  the  fig-season,  and  we  passed  through  several  alleys  encimibered 
with  long  rows  of  fig-dressers,  children  and  women  for  the  most  part, 
who  were  packing  the  fruit  diligently  into  drums,  dipping  tbem  in  salt- 
water first,  and  spreading  them  neatly  over  with  leaves  ;  while  the  figs 
and  leaves  are  drying,  large  white  worms  crawl  out  of  them,  and  swarm 
over  the  decks  of  the  ships  which  carry  them  to  Europe  and  to  Eng- 
land, where  small  children  cat  them  with  pleasure— I  mean  the  figs, 
not  the  worms— and  where  they  are  still  served  at  wine-parties  at  the 
Universities.  When  fresh  they  are  not  better  than  elsewhere  i  but  the 
melons  are  of  admirable  flavour,  and  so  large,  that  Cinderella  might 
almost  be  accommodated  with  a  coach  made  of  a  big  one,  without  any 
very  great  distension  of  its  original  proportions. 

Our  guide,  an  accomplished  swindler,  demanded  two  dollars  as  the 
fee  for  entering  the  mosque,which  others  of  our  party  subsequently  saw 
for  sixpence,  so  we  did  not  care  to  eicamine  that  place  of  worship.  But 
there  were  other  cheaper  sights,  which  were  to  the  full  as  picturesque, 
for  which  there  was  no  call  to  pay  money,  or,  indeed,  for  a  day,  scarcely 
to  move  at  alL  I  doubt  whether  a  man  who  would  smoke  his  pipeon  a 
bazaar  counter  all  day,  and  let  the  cityflowby  him,  would  not  be  almost 
as  well  employed  as  the  most  active  curiosity-hunter. 

To  he  sure  he  would  not  see  the  women.  Those  in  the  bazaar  were 
shabby  people  for  the  most  part,  whose  black  masks  nobody  would  feel 
a  curiosity  to  remove.  You  could  see  no  more  of  their  figures  than  if 
they  had  been  stuffed  in  bolsters ;  aitd  even  their  feel  were  brought  to 
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ft  general  splay  uniformity  by  the  double  yeltow  slippers  which  the 
wives  of  tnie  believers  wear.  But  it  is  in  the  Greek  and  Armenian 
quarters,  and  among  those  poor  Christians  who  were  pulling  tigs,  that 
you  sec  the  beauties ;  and  a  man  of  a  generous  disposition  may  lose 
bis  heart  half  a  dozen  times  a  day  in  Smyrna.  There  was  the  pretty 
maid  at  work  at  a  tambour-frame  in  an  open  porch,  with  an  old  duenna, 
spinning  by  her  side,  and  a  goat  tied  up  to  the  railings  of  the  little 
couTt-garden  ;  there  was  the  nymph  who  came  down  the  stair  with  the 
pitcher  on  her  head,  and  gazed  with  great  calnv  eyes,  as  large  and 
stately  as  Juno's  ;  there  was  the  gentle  mother,  bending  over  a  queer 
cradle,  in  which  lay  a  small  crying  bundle  of  infancy.  All  these  three 
charmers  were  seen  in  a  single  street  in  the  Armenian  quarter,  where 
the  house-doors  are  all  open,  and  the  women  of  the  families  sit  under 
the  arches  in  the  court  There  was  the  fig-girl,  beautiful  beyOnd  all 
others,  with  an  immense  coil  Of  deep  black  hair  twisted  round  a  bead 
of  which  Raphael  was  worthy  to  draw  the  outline,  and  Titian  to  paint 
the  colour.  I  wonder  the  Sultan  has  not  swept  her  off,  or  that  the 
Persian  ifierchants,  who  come  with  silks  and  sweetmeats,  have  not 
kidnapped  her  for  the  Shah  of  Tehran. 

We  went  to  see  the  Persian  merchants  at  their  khan,  and  purchased 
some  silks  there  from  a  swarthy,  black-bearded  man.with  a  conical  cap 
of  lambswooL  Is  it  not  hard  to  think  that  silks  bought  of  a  man  in  a 
lambswool  cap,  in  a  caravanserai,  brought  hither  on  the  backs  of  camels, 
should  have  been  manu&ctured  after  all  at  Lyons  ?  Others  of  our  party 
bought  carpets,  for  which  the  town  is  famous  ;  and  there  was  one  who 
absolutely  laid  in  a  stock  of  real  Smyrna  figs  ;  and  purchased  three  or 
four  real  Smyrna  sponges  for  his  carriage ',  so  strong  was  his  passion 
for  the  genuine  article. 

I  wonder  that  no  painter  has  given  us  familiar  views  of  the  East  : 
not  processions,  grand  sultans,  or  magnificent  landscapes ;  but  faithfhl 
transcripts  oi  eveij-day  Oriental  life,  such  as  each  street  will  supply  to 
,  him.  The  camels  afford  endless  motives,  couched  in  the  market-places, 
lying  by  thousands  in  the  camel  square,  snorting  and  bubbling  after 
their  manner,  the  sun  blazing  down  on  their  backs,  their  slaves  and 
keepers  lying  behind  them  in  the  shade  ;  and  the  Caravan  Bridge, 
above  all,  would  afford  a  painter  subjects  for  a  doMn  of  pictures.  Over 
this  Roman  arch,  which  crosses  the  Meles  river,  all  the  caravans  pass 
on  their  entrance  to  the  town.  On  one  side,  as  we  sat  and  looked  at 
it,  was  a  great  row  of  plane-trees  ;  on  the  opposite  bank,  a  deep  wood 
of  tall  cypresses-^in  the  midst  of  which  rose  up  innumerable  gray 
tombs,  surmounted  with  the  turbans  of  the  defunct  believers.  Beside 
the  stream,  the  view  was  less  gloomy.  There  was  under  the' plane-trees 
a  little  Coffee-house,  shaded  by  a  trellis-work,  covered  over  with  a  vine, 
and  ornamented- with  many  rows  of  shining  pots  and  water-pipes,  for 
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which  there  was  no  use  at  noon-day  now,  m  the  time  of  Ramazan. 
Hard  by  the  coffee-house  was  a  garden  and  a  bubbling  marble  fountain, 
and  over  the  -stream  was  3.  broken  summer-house,  to  which  amateurs 
may  ascend,  for  the  purpose  of  examining  the  river ;  and  all  round  the 
plane-trees  plenty  of  stools  for  those  who  were  inclined  to  sit  and 
drink  swo«t  thick  coffee,  or  cool  lemonade  made  of  fresh  green  citrons. 
The  master  of  the  house,  dressed  in  a  white  turban  and  light  blue 
pelisse,  lolled  under  the  cofiee-house  awning ;  the  slave  in  white  with 
a  crimson  stri[)ed  jacket,  his  face  as  black  as  ebony,  brought  us  pipes 
and  lemonade  ^»n,  and  returned  to  his  station  at  the  cofTee-house, 
-  where  he  curled  his  black  1«^  together,  and  began  singing  out  of  his 
fiat  nose  to  the  thrumming  of  a  long  guitar  with  wire  strings.  The 
instrument  was  not  bigger  than  a  soup-ladle,  with  a  long  straight 
handle,  but  its  music  pleased  the  performer,  for  his  eyes  rolled  shinhig 
about,  and  his  head  wafted,  and  he  grinned  with  an  innocent  intensity 
of  enjoyment  that  did  one  good  to  look  at.  And  there  was  a  friend  to 
share  his  pleasure :  a  Turk  dressed  in  scarlet,  and  covered  all  over 
with  daggers  and  pistols,  sat  leaning  forward  on  his  little  stool, 
rocking  about,  and  grinning  quite  as  eagerly  as  the  black  minstrel. 
As  he  sang  and  we  listened,  figuies  of  women  bearing  pitchers  went 
passing  over  the  Roman  bridge,  which  we  saw  between  the  large  trunks 
of  the  planes ;  or  gray  forms  of  camels  were  seen  stalking  across  it, 
the  string  preceded  by  the  little  donkey,  who  is  always  here  their  long- 
eared  conductor; 

These  are  very  humble  incidents  of  travel  Wherever  the  steam- 
boat touches  the  shore  adventure  retreats  into  the  interior,  and  what 
is  called  romance  vanishes.  Itwon'tbear  the  vulgar  gaie ;  or  rather 
the  light  of  common  day  puts  it  out,  and  it  is  only  in  the  dark  that  it 
shines  at  all.  There  is  no  cursing  and  insulting  of  Giaours  now.  If  a 
cockney  looks  or  behaves  in  a  p^ticularly  ridiculous  way,  the  little 
Turks  come  out  and  laugh  at  him.  A  Londoner  is  no  longer  a 
spittoon  for  true  believers :  and  now  that  dark  Hassan  sits  in  his  divan 
and  drinks  champ^ne,  and  Selim  has  a  French  watch,  and  Zuleika 
perhaps  takes  Morrison's  pills,  Byronism  becomes  absurd  instead  of 
subline,  and  is  only  a  foolish  expression  of  cockney  wonder.  They 
still  occasionally  beat  a  man  for  going  into  a  mosque,  but  this  is 
almost  the  only  sign  of  ferocious  vitality  left  in  the.  Turk  of  the 
Mediterranean  coast,  uidstran^rs  may  enter  scores-  of  mosques  with- 
out molestation.  The  paddle-wheel  is  the  great  conqueror.  Wher- 
ever the  captain  cries  "  Stop  her  ! "  Civilization  stops,  and  lands  in  the 
ship's  boat, -and  n^kes  a  permanent  acquaintance  with  the  savages  on 
shor&  Whole  hosts  of  crusaders  have  passed  and  died,  and  butchered 
here  in;  vain..  But  to  manufacture  .  European  iron  into  pikes  dnd 
helmets  was  a  waste  of  metal:  in  the  shapeof  piston-irods  and  furnace- 
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pokers  it  is  iiresistibk ;  and  I  think  an  allegory  might  be  made 
showing  how  much  stronger  commerce  is  than  chivalry,  and  finishing 
with  a  grand  image  of  Mahomet's  crescent  being  extinguished  in. 
Fulton's  boiler. 

This  I  tfaouglit  was  the  moral  of  the  day's  sights  and  adventures. 
We  pulled  off  to  the  steamer  in  the  afternoon — the  lobat  blowing 
fresh,  and  setting  all  the  craft  in  the  gulf  dancing  over  its  blue 
waters.  We  were  presently  under  weigh  again,  the  captain  ordering 
his  engines  to  work  only  at  half  power,  so  that  a  French  steamer 
(vhich  was  quitting  Smyrna  at  the  same  time  might  come  up  with  us, 
and  fancy  she  could  beat  the  irresistible  "  Tagus."  Vain  hope  ! 
Just  as  the  Frenchman  neared  us,  the  "Tagus"  shot  out  like  an 
arrow,  and  the  discomfited  Frenchman  went  behind.  Though  we  all 
relished  the  joke  exceedingly,  there  was  a  French  gentleman  on 
board  who  did  not  seem  to  be  by  any  means  tickled  with  it ;  but  he 
had  received  papers  at  Smyrna,  containing  news  of  Marshal  Bugeaud's 
victory  at  Isley,  and  had  this  land  victory  to  set  against  our  harmless 
litOe  triumph  at  sea. 

That  night  we  rounded  the  Island  of  Mitylene:  and  the  next  day 
the  coast  of  Troy  was  in  sight,  and  the  tomb  of  Achilles — a  dismal- 
lo<^ng  mound  that  rises  in  a  low,  dreary,  barren  shore — less  lively 
and  not  more  picturesque  than  the  Scheldt  or  the  mouth  of  the 
Thames.  Then  we  passed  Tenedos  and  the  forts  and  town  at  the 
mouth  of  the  Dardanelles.  The  weather  was  not  too  hot,  the  water 
as  smooth  as  at  Putney,  and  everybody  happy  and  excited  at  the 
thought  of  seeing  Constantinople  to-moirow.  We  had  music  on 
board  all  the  way  from  Smyrna.  A  German  commis-voyageur,  with 
a  guitar,  who  had  passed  unnoticed  until  that  time,  produced  his 
instrument  about  mid-day,  and  began  to  whistle  waltzes.  He  whistled 
so  divinely  that  the  ladies  left  their  cabins,  and  men  laid  down  their 
books.  He  whistled  a  polka  so  bewitchingly  that  two  young  Oxford 
men  began  whirling  round  the  deck,  and  performed  that  popular 
dance  with  much  agility  until  they  sank  down  tired.  He  still  con- 
tinued an  unabated  whistling,  and  as  nobody  would  dance,  pulled  off 
his  coat,  produced  a  pair  of  castanets,  and  whistling  a  mazurka, 
performed  it  with  tremendous  agility.  His  whistling  made  everybody 
gay  and  happy — made  those  acquainted  who  had  not  spoken  before, 
and  inspired  such  a  feeling  of  hilarity  in  the  ship,  that  that  night,  as 
we  floated  over  the  Sea  of  Marmara,  a  general  vote  was  expressed  for 
broiled  bones  and  a  r^ular  supper-party.  Punch  was  brewed,  and 
speeches  were  uiade,  and,  after  a  lapse  of  fifteen  years,  1  heard  the 
"Old  English  Gentleman"  and  "Bright  Chanticleer  Proclaims  the 
Mom,"  sung  in  such  style  that  you  would  almost  fancy  the  proctors 
must  hear,  and  send  us  all  home. 
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CHAPTER     VII. 

CONSTANTI NOPLE. 

^HEN  we  rose  at  sunrise  to  see  the  famous  entry  to  Constan- 
lople,  we  found,  in  the  place  of  the  city  and  the  sun,  a  bright 
white  fog,  which  hid  both  from  sight,  and  which  only  disappeared  as 
the  vessel  advanced  towards  the  Golden  Horn.  There  the  fog  cleared 
off  as  it  were  by  flakes,  and  as  you  see  gauze  curtains  lifted  away,  one 
by  one,  before  a  great  fairy  scene  at  the  theatre.  This  will  give  idea 
enough  of  the  fog  :  the  difficulty  is  to  describe  the  scene  afterwards, 
which  was  in  truth  the  great  fairy  scene,  than  which  it  is  impossible  to 
conceive  anything  more  brilliant  and  magnificent  I  can't  go  to  any 
more  romantic  place  than  Drury  Lane  to  draw  my  similes  from — 
Drury  Lane,  such  as  we  used  to  see  it  in  our  youth,  when  to  our  sight 
the  grand  last  pictures  of  the  melodrama  or  pantomime  were  as  niagni- 
ficent  as  any  objects  of  nature  we  have  seen  with  maturer  eyes.  Well, 
the  view  of  Constantinople  is  as  fine  as  any  of  Stanfield's  best  theatrical 
pictures,  seen  at  the  best  period  of  youth,  when  fancy  had  all  the  bloom 
on  her — when  all  the  heroines  who  danced  before  the  scene  appeared 
as  ravishing  beauties,  when  there  shone  an  unearihly  splendour  about 
Baker  and  Diddear — and  the  sound  of  the  bugles  and  fiddles,  and  the 
cheerful  clang  of  the  cymbals,  as  the  scene  unrolled,  and  the  gorgeous 
procession  meandered  triumphantly  through  it — caused  a  thrill  of 
pleasure,  and  awakened  an  innocent  fulness  of  sensual  enjoyment  that 
is  only  given  to  boys. 

The  above  sentence  cont^ns  the  following  propositions ; — The 
enjoyments  of  boyish  fancy  are  the  most  intense  and  delicious  in  the 
world.  Stanfield's  panorama  used  to  be  the  realization  of  the  most 
intense  youthful  fancy.  I  puule  my  brains  and  find  no  better  likeness 
for  the  place.  The  view  of  Constantinople  resembles  the  nt  piut  ultra 
of  a  Stanfield  diorama,  with  a  glorious  accompaniment  of  music, 
spangled  houris,  warriors,  and  winding  processions,  feasting  the  eyes 
and  the  soul  with  light,  splendour,  and  harmony.  If  yoif  were  never 
in  this  way  during  your  youth  ravished  at  the  play-bouse,  of  course  the 
whole  comparison  is  useless  :  and  you  have  no  idea,  from  this  descrip- 
tion, of  the  effect  which  Constantinople  produces  on  the  mind.  But  if 
you  were  never  affected  by  a  theatre,  no  words  can  work  upon  your 


,   ^.Ot.)!^!!.' 


6io       A  JOURNEY  FROM  CORNHILL   TO  CAIRO. 

fancy,  and  typographical  attempts  to  move  it  are  of  no  use.  For, 
suppose  we  combine  mosque,  minaret,  gold,  cypress,  water,  blue, 
caiques,  seventy-four,  Galata,  Tophana,  Ramazan,  Backallum,  and  so 
forth,  together,  in  ever  so  many  ways,  your  imagination  will  never  be 
able  to  depict  a  city  out  of  them.  Or,  suppose  I  say  the  Mosque  of 
SL  Sophia  is  four  hundred  and  seventy-three  feet  in  height,  measuring 
from  the  middle  nail  of  the  gilt  crescent  surmounting  the  dome  to  the 
ring  in  the  centre  stone  ;  the  circle  of  the  dome  is  one  hundred  and 
twenty-ihree  feet  in  diameter,  the  windows  ninety-seven  in  number — 
and  all  this  may  be  true,  for  anything  I  know  to  the  contrary  ;  yet  who 
is  to  get  an.  idea  of  St  Sophia  from  dates,  proper  names,  and  calcu- 
lations with  a  measuring-line  ?  It  can't  be  done  by  giving  the  age  and 
measurement  of  all  the  buildings  along  the  river,  the  names  of  all  the 
boatmen  who  ply  on  it.  Has  your  fancy,  which  pooh-poohs  a  simile, 
faith  enough  to  build  a  city  with  a  foot-rule?  Enough  said  about 
descriptions  and  similes  (though  whenever  I  am  uncertain  of  one  1  am 
naturally  most  anxious  to  fight  for  it)  ;  it  is  a  scene  not  perhaps  sub- 
lime,  but  charming,  magnificent,  and  cheerful  beyond  any  I  have  ever 
seen — the  most  superb  combination  of  city  and  gardens,  domes  and 
shipping,  hills  and  water,  with  the  healthiest  breeze  blowing  over  it,  and 
above  it  the  brightest  and  most  cheerful  sky. 

It  is  proper,  they  say,  to  be  disappointed  on  entering  the  town,  or 
any  of  the  various  quarters  of.it,  because  the  houses  are  not  so  magni- 
ficent on  inspection,  and  seen  singly,  as  they  are  when  beheld  en  masse 
from  the  waters.  But  why  form  expectations  so  lofty  ?  If  you  see  a 
group  of  peasants  picturesquely  disposed  at  a  fair,  you  don't  suppose 
that  ihey  are  all  faultless  beauties,  or  that  the  men's  coals  have  no  rags, 
and  the  women's  gowns  are  made  of  silk  and  velvet  :  the  wild  ugliness 
of  the  interior  of  Constantinople  or  Pera  has  a  charm  of  its  own, 
greatly  more  amusing  than  rows  of  red  bricks  or  drab  stones,  however 
symmetricaL  With  brick  or  stone  they  could  never  form  those  fantastic 
ornaments,  railings,  balconies,  roofs,  galleries,  which  jut  in. and  out  of 
the  rugged  houses  of  the  city.  As  we  went  from  Galata  to  Pera  up  a 
steep  hill,  which  new  comers  ascend  with  some  difGculty,  but  which  a 
porter,  with  a  couple  of  hundredweight  on  his  back,  paces  up  without 
turning  a  hair,  1  thought  the  wooden  houses  far  from  being  disagree-. 
able  objects,  sights  quite  as  surprising  and  striking  as  the  grand  one 
we  had  just  left. 

I  do  not  know  how  the  custom-house  of  his  Highness  is  made  to 
be  a  profitable  speculation.  As  I  left  the  ship,  a  man  pulled  after  my 
boat,  and  asked  for  backsheesh,  which  was  given  him  to  the  amount 
of  about  twopence.  He  was  a  custom-house  ofhcer,  but  I  doubt 
whether  this  sum  which  he  levied  ever  went  to  the  revenue. 

I  cao  fency  (he  scene  about  the  qiiays  sorbewhat  to  resemble  the 
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river  of  I^ndon  in  olden  times,  before  coal-smoke  had  darlKned  the 
whole  city  with  soot,  and  when,  accciding  to  the  old  writers,  there 
really  was  br^ht  weather.  The  fleets  of  caYques  bustling  along  the 
shore,  or  scudding  over  the  blue  water,  are  beautiful  to  look  at ;  in 
Hollar's  print  London  river  is  so  stodded  over  with  wherry-boats, 
which  bridges  and  steamers  have  since  destroyed.  Here  the  caique 
is  still  in  full  perfection  :  there  are  thirty  thousand  boats  of  the  kind 
plying  between  the  cities  ;  every  boat  is  neat,  and  trimly  carved  and 
painted ;  and  I  scarcely  saw  a  man  pulling  in  one  of  them  that  was  ' 
not  a  flne  specimen  of  his  race,  brawny  and  brown,  with  an  open 
chest  and  -a.  handsome  face.  They  wear  a  thin  shirt  -of  exceedingly 
tight  cotton,  which  leaves  their  fine  brown  limbs  full  play  ;  and  with 
a  purple  sea  for  a  back-ground,  every  one  of  these  dashing  boats  forms 
n  brilliant  and  glittering  picture.  Passengers  squat  in  the  innde  of 
the  boat ;  so  that  as  it  passes  you  see  little  more  than  the  heads  of 
the  true  believers,  with  their  red  fez  and  blue  tasse),  and  that  placid 
gravity  of  expression  which  the  sucking  of  a  tobacc»-pipe  is-snre  to' 
give  to  a  man. 

The  Bo^horus  is  enlivened  by  a  raulttplidty  of  other  kinds  of 
craft.  There  are  the  diity  men-of-war's  boats  of  the  Ibissians,  vith 
unwashed,  mangy  crews  ;  the  great  ferry-boats  carrying  hundreds  of 
passengers  to  the  villages  ;  the  melon-boats  piled  Kp  with  enormous 
golden  fruit :  his  Excellency  the  Pasha's  boat,  with  twelve  men 
bending  to  their  oars  ;  and  his  Highness's  own  caique,  with  a  head 
like  a  serpent,  and  eight-and-twenty  tugging  oanmen,  that  goes  shoot- 
ing by  amidst  the  thundering  of  the  cannon.  Ships  and  steamers,  with  ' 
black  sides  and  flaunting  colours,  sxt  moored  everywhere,  showing 
their  flags,  Russian  and  English,  Austrian,  American,  and  Greek  g 
and  along  the  quays  country  ships  from  the  Black  Sea  or  the  islands,  , 
with  h^h  carved  poops  and  bows,  such  as  you  see  in  the  pictures  of 
the  shipping  of  the  seventeenth  century.  The  vast  groves  and  towers, ' 
domes  and  quays,  tall  minarets  and  spired  spreading  mosqueB  of  the 
three  cities,  rise  all  around  in  endless  magnificence  and  variety,  and 
render  this  water-street  a  scene  of  such  delightful  liveliness  and  beauty, 
that  one  never  tires  of  looking  at  it  I  lost  a  great  number  of  the 
sights  in  and  round  Constantinople  through  the  beauty  of  this  admir-- 
able  scene  :  but  what  are  sights  after  allP  and  isn't  that  the  best' 
sight  which  makes  you  most  happy? 

We  were  lodged  at  Pera  at  "  Misseri's  Hotel,?  the  host  of  which 
has  been  made  famous  ere  this  time  by  the  excellent  book  "  Eotben," 
— a  work  for  which  all  the  passengers  on  board. cur  ship  had  been 
battling,  and  which  had  charmed  all--^from  our  great  statesman,  our ' 
polished  lawyer,  our  young  Oxonian,  who  sighed  over  certain  passages'- 
that  he  feared  were  wicked,  down  to  the  v'itct  -of  ^is,  who,  afkc- 
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perusing  it  with  delight,  laid  it  down  with  wonder,  exclaiming,  "  Aut 
Diabolus  aut"— a  book  which  has  since  (greatest  miracle  of  all) 
excited  a  feeling  of  warmth  and  admiration  iu  the  hosom  of  the  god- 
like, impartial,  stony  Athenaunt.  Misseri,  the  faithful  and  chivalrous 
Tartar,  is  transformed  into  the  most  quiet  and  gentlemanlike  of  land- 
lords, a  great  deal  more  gentlemanlike  in  manner  and  appearance 
than  most  of  us  who  sat  at  his  table,  and  smoked  cool  pipes  on  fais 
house-top,  as  we  looked  over  the  hill  and  the  Russian  palace  to  the 
water,  and  the  Seraglio  gardens  shining  in  the  blue.  We  confronted 
Misseri,  "  Eothen  "  in  hand,  and  found  on  examining  him,  that  it  mia 
"aut  Diabolus  aut  amicus"— but  the  name  is  a  secret ;  1  will  never 
breathe  it,  though  I  am  dying  to  tell  it. 

The  last  good  description  of  a  Turkish  bath,  I  think,  was  Lady- 
Mary  Wortley  Montagu's — which  voluptuous  picture  must  have  been 
painted  at  least  a  hundred  and  thirty  years  ago ;  so  that  another* 
sketch  may  be  attempted  by  a  humbler  artist  in  a  diderent  manner. 
The  Turkish  bath  is  certainly  a  novel  sensation  to  an  Englishman,  and 
may  be  set  down  as  a  most  queer  and  surprising  event  of  his  life.  I 
made  the  valet-de-place  or  dragoman  (it  is  rather  a  fine  thing  to  have  a 
dragoman  in  one's  service)  conduct  me  forthwith  to  the  best  appointed 
hummums  in  the  ne^htwurhood  ;  and  we  walked  to  a  house  at 
Tophana,  and  into  a  spacious  hall  lighted  from  above,  which  is  the 
cooling-room  of  the  bath. 

The  spacious  hall  has  a  large  fountain  in  the  midst,  a  painted 
gallery  running  round  it ;  and  many  ropes  stretched  from  one  gallery 
to  another,  ornamented  with  profuse  draperies  of  towels  and  blue 
cloths,  for  the  use  of  the  frequenters  of  the  place.  All  round  the  room 
and  the  galleries  were  matted  enclosures  fitted  with  numerous  neat 
beds  and  cushions  for  reposing  on,  where  lay  a  dozen  of  true  believers 
smoking,  or  sleeping,  or  in  the  happy  half-dozing  state.  I  was  led  up 
to  one  of  these  beds,  to  rather  a  retired  comer,  in  consideration  of  my 
modesty ;  and  to  the  next  bed  presently  came  a  dancing  dervish,  whO' 
forthwith  b^an  to  prepare  for  the  bath. 

When  the  dancing  dervish  bad  taken  off  bis  yellow  sugar-loaf  cap, 
his  gown,  shawl,  8cc.,  he  was  arrayed  in  two  latge  blue  cloths  j  a  white 
one  being  thrown  over  his  shoulders,  and  another  in  the  shape  of  a 
turban  plaited  neatly  round  his  head ;  the  -garments  of  which  he 
divested  himself  were  folded  up  in  another  linen,  and  neatly  put  by. 
I  beg  leave  to  state  I  was  treated  in  precisely  the  same  manner  as  the 
dancing  dervish. 

The  reverend  gentleman  then  put  on  a  pair  of  wooden  pattens, 
which  elevated  him  about  six  inches  from  the  ground ;  and  walked 
down  the  stairs,  and  paddled  across  the  moist  marble  Hoor  of  the  hall, 
and  in  at  a  little  door,  by  the  which  also  Titmarsh  entered.    But  I 
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.  had  none  of  the  professional  agility  of  the  dancing  dervish  ;  I  stag' 
gered  about  very  tudicrously  upon  the  high  wooden  pattens ;  and 
should  have  been  down  on  my  nose  several  times,  had  not  the  drago- 
man and  the  master  of  the  bath  supported  me  down  the  stairs  and 
across  the  faalL  Dressed  in  three  large  cotton  napkins,  with  a  white 
turban  round  my  head,  I  thought  of  Pall  Mall  with  a  sort  of  despair. 
I  passed  the  little  door,  it  was  closed  behind  me — I  was  in  the  dark — 
I  couldn't  speak  the  language — in  a  white  turban.  Mon  Dieu  I  what 
was  going  to  happen  P 

The  dark  room  was  the  tepidarium,  a  moist  oozing  arched  den, 
with  a  light  faintly  streaming  from  an  orifice  in  the  domed  ceiling. 
Yells  of  frantic  laughter  and  song  came  booming  and  clanging  through 
the  echoing  arches,  the  doors  clapped  to  with  loud  reverberations. 
It  was  the  laughter  of  the  followers  of  Mahound,  rollicking  and  taking 
their  pleasure  in  the  public  bath.  I  could  not  go  into  that  place  ;  I 
swore  I  would  not ;  they  promised  me  a  private  room,  and  the  drago- 
man left  me.  My  agony  at  parting  from  that  Christian  cannot  be 
described. 

When  you  get  into  the  sudarifim,  or  hot  room,  your  first  sensations 
«nly  occur  about  half  a  minute  after  entrance,  when  you  feel  that  you 
are  choking.  I  found  myself  in  that  state,  seated  on  a  marble  slab ; 
the  bath-man  was  gone  ;  he  had  taken  away  the  cotton  turban  and 
shoulder  shawl :  I  saw  I  was  in  a  narrow  room  of  marble,  with  a 
vaulted  roof,  and  a  fountain  of  warm  and  cold  water  ;  the  atmosphere 
was  in  a  steam,  the  choking  sensation  went  off,  and  1  felt  a  sort  of 
pleasure  presently  in  a  soft  boiling  simmer,  which,  no  doubt,  potatoes 
feel  when  they  are  steaming.  You  are  left  in  this  state  for  about  ten 
minutes ;  it  is  warm,  certainly,  hut  odd  and  pleasant,  and  disposes  the 
mind  to  reverie. 

But  let  any  delicate  mind  in  Baker  Street  fancy  my  horror,  when, 
on  looking  up  out  of  this  reverie,  I  saw  a  great  brown  wretch  extended 
before  me,  only  half  dressed,  standing  on  pattens,  and  exaggerated  by 
them  and  the  steam  until  he  looked  like  an  ogre,  grinning  in  the  most 
horrible  way,  and  waving  his  arm,  on  which  was  a  horsehair  glove. 
He  spoke,  in  his  unknown  nasal  jargon,  words  which  echoed  through 
the  arched  room  ;  his  eyes  seemed  astonishingly  large  and  bright,  his 
ears  stuck  out,  and  his  head  was  all  shaved,  except  a  bristling  top- 
knot, which  gave  it  a  demoniac  fierceness. 

This  description,  I  feel,  is  growing  too  frightful ;  ladies  who  read 
it  wiU  be  going  into  hysterics,  or  saying,  "  Well,  upon  my  word,  this 
is  the  most  singular,  the  most  extraordinary  kind  of  language.  Jane, 
my  love,  you  will  not  read  that  odious  book  "^and  so  I  will  be  brief. 
This  grinning  man  belabours  the  patient  violently  with  the  horse- 
brush.     When  he  has  completed  the  horse-hair  part,  and  you  lie 


6i4       A   JOURNEY  FROM  CORNHILL  TO  CAIRO. 

expiring  under  a  squirtinf  fountain  of  narm  water,  and  fancying  all 
is  done,  he  reappears  with  a  large  brass  basin,  contajning  a  quantity 
of  lather,  in  the  midst  of  which  is  something  like  old  Miss  Mac- 
Whirter's  flaxen  wig  that  she  is  so  proud  of,  and  that  we  have  all 
laughed  at  Just  as  you  are  going  to  remonstrate,  the  ihing  like  the 
wig  is  dashed  into  your  face  and  eyes,  covered  over  wiih  soap,  and  for 
five  minutes  you  ate  drowned  in  lather :  you  can't  see,  the  suds  are 
frothing  over  your  eyeballs ;  you  can't  hear,  the  soap  is  whizzing  into 
your  ears ;  can't  gasp  for  breath.  Miss  MacWhirtei's  wig  is  down 
your  throat  with  half  a  pailful  of  suds  in  an  instant— you  are  all  soap. 
Wicked  children  in  former  days  have  jeered  you,  exclaim|ngr"How 
are  you  off  for  soapF"  You  little  knew  what  saponacity  was  till  you 
entered  a  Turkish  bath. 

When  the  whole  operation  is  concluded,  you  are  led — with  what 
heartfelt  joy  I  need  not  say — softly  Ijack  to  the  cooling-room,  having 
been  robed  in  shawls  and  turbans  as  before.  You  are  laid  gently  on 
the  reposing  bed  ;  somebody  brings  a  narghil^  which  tastes  as  tobacco 
must  taste  in  Mahomet's  Paradise  ;  a  cool  sweet  dreamy  languor  takes 
possession  of  the  puriiied  frame  ;  and  half  an  hour  of  such  delicious 
lazmess  is  spent  over  the  pipe  as  is  unknown  in  Europe,  where  vulgar 
prejudice  has  most  shamefully  maligned  indolence,  calls  it  foul  names, 
such  as  the  father  of  all  evil,  and  the  Uke ;  in  fact,  does  not  know  how 
to  educate  idleness  as  those  honest  Turks  do,  and  the  fruit  which,  when 
properly  cultivated,  it  hears. 

The  after-bath  state  is  the  most  delightful  condition  of  laziness! 
ever  knew,  and  I  tried  it  wherever  we  went  afterwards  on  our  little 
tour.  At  Smyrna  the  whole  business  was  much  inferior  to  the  method 
employed  in  the  capital.  At  Cairo,  after  the  soap,  you  are  plunged 
into  a  sort  of  stone  coffin,  full  of  water,  which  is  all  but  boiling.  This 
has  its  charms  ;  but  I  could  not  reUsh  the  Egyptian  shampooing.  A 
hideous  old  blind  man  (but  very  dexterous  in  his  art)  tried  to  break  my 
back  and  dislocate  my  shoulders,  but  I  could  not  see  the  pleasure  of 
the  practice  ;  and  another  fellow  began  ticklii^  the  soles  of  my  feet, 
but  I  rewarded  him  with  a  kick  that  sent  him  off  the  bench.  The 
pure  idleness  is  the  best,  and  I  shall  never  enjoy  such  in  Europe 

Victor  Hugo,  in  his  famous  travels  on  the  Rhine,  visiting  Cologne, 
gives  a  learned  account  of  what  he  didn'i.&ea  there.  I.  have  a  remark- 
able catalogue  of  similar  objects  at  Constantinople.  I  didn't  see  the 
dancing  dervishes,  it  was  Ramadan ;  nor  the  howling  der^shes  at 
Scutari,  it  was.  Ramasan ;  nor  the  interior  of  St.  Sophia,  nor  the 
women's  apartment  of  the  Seraglio,  nor  the  fashionable  promenade  at 
the  Sweet  Waters,  always  Jiecause  it  was  Ramazan ;  during  which 
period  the  dervishes  dance  and  howl  but  raidy,  their  Ic^.and  lungs 
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being  unequal  to  much  exertion  during  a  fast  of  fourteen  hours.    On 

account  of  ihe  same  holy  season,  the  royal  palaces  and  mosques  are 
shut ;  and  though  ihe  valley  of  the  Sweet  Waters  is  there,  no  one  goes 
to  walk  ;  the  people  remaining  asleep  all  day,  and  passing  the  night  in 
feasting  and  carousing.  The  minarets  are  illuminated  at  this  season  ; 
even  the  humblest  mosqueat  Jerusalem,  or  Jaffa,  mounted  a  few  circles 
of  dingy  lamps  ;  those  of  the  capital  were  handsomely  lighted  with 
many  festoons  of  lamps,  which  had  a  fine  effect  from  the  water.  I  need 
not  mention  other  and  constant  illuminations  6f  the  city,  which  in- 
numerable travellers  have  described— I  mean  the  fires.  There  were 
three  in  Pera  during  our  eight  days'  stay  there  ;  but  they  did  not  last 
long  enough  to  bring  the  Sultan  out  of  bed  to  come  and  lend  his  aid. 
Mr.  Hobhouse  (quoted  in  the  "  Guide-book  ")  says,  if  a  fire  lasts  an 
hour,  the  Sultan  is  bound  to  attend  it  in  person  ;  and  that  people  having 
petitions  to  present,  have  often  set  houses  on  tire  for  the  purpose  of 
forcing  out  this  royal  trump.  The  Sultan  can't  lead  a  very  "jolly 
life,"  if  this  rule  be  universal.  Fancy  his  Highness,  in  the  midst  of  his 
moon-faced  beauties,  handkerchief  in  hand,  and  obliged  to  tie  it  round 
his  face,  and  go  out  of  his  warm  harem  at  midnight  at  the  cursed. cry 
of  "  Yang  en  Var  1 " 

We  saw  bis  Highness  in  the  midst  of  his  people  and  their  petitions, 
when  he  came  to  the  mosque  at  Tophana  :  not  the  largest,  but  one  of 
the  inost  picturesque  of  the  public  buildings  of  the  city.  The  streets 
were  crowded  with  people  watching  for  the  august  arrival,  and  lined 
with  the  squat  military  in  iheir  bastard  European  costume ;  the  sturdy 
police,  with  bandeliers  and  brown  surtouts,  keeping  order,  driving  off 
the  faithful  from  the  railings  of  the  Esplanade  through  which  their 
Emperor  was  to  pass,  and  only  admitting  {with  a  very  unjust  partiality, 
I  thought)  us  Europeans  into  that  reserved  space.  Before  the  august 
arrival,  numerous  officers  collected,  colonels  and  pashas  went  by  with 
their  attendant  running  footmen  ;  the  most  active,  in^^olent,  and  hideous 
of  these  great  men,  as  I  thought,  being  his  Highness's  black  eunuchs, 
who  went  prancing  through  the  crowd,  which  separated  before  them 
with  every  sign  of  respecL 

The  common  women  were  assembled  by  many  hundreds :  the 
yakmac,  a  muslin  chin-doth  which  they  wear,  makes  almost  every  face 
look  the  same  ;  but  the  eyes  and  noses  of  these  beauties  are  generally 
visible,  and,  for  (he  most  part,  both  these  features  are  good.  The  jolly 
negresses  wear  the  same  white  veil,  but  they  are  by  no  means  so  par- 
ticular about  hiding  the  charms  of  their  good-natured  black  faces,  and 
they  let  the  cloth  blow  about  as  it  lists,  and  grin  unconfined.  Wher- 
ever we  went  the  negroes  seemed  happy.  They  have  the  organ  of 
chUd-loving  ;  little  creatures  were  always  prattling  on  their  shoulders, 
queer  Lttle  thmgs  in  night-gowns  of  yellow  dimity,  with  great  flowers, 
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and  pink,  or  red,  or  yellow  sbawb,  with  great  eyes  glistening  under- 
neath. Of  such  ihe  black  women  seemed  always  the  happy  guardians. 
I  saw  one  at  a  fountain,  holding  one  child  in  her  arms,  and  giving 
■  another  a  drink — a  ragged  little  beggar — a  sweet  and  touching  picture 
of  a  black  charity. 

I  am  almost  forgetting  his  Highness  the  Sultan.  About  a  hundred 
guns  were  fired  otf  at  clumsy  intervals  from  the  Esplanade  facing  the 
Bosphorus,  warning  us  that  the  monarch  had  set  off  from  his  Summer 
Palace,  and  was  on  the  way  to  his  grand' canoe.  At  last  that  vessel 
made  its  appearance ;  the  band  struck  up  his  favourite  air ;  his 
caparisoned  horse  was  led  down  to  the  shore  to  receive  him  ;  the 
eunuchs,  fat  pashas,  colonels,  and  officers  of  state  gathering  round  as 
the  Commander  Qf  the  Faithful  mounted.  I  had  the  indescribable 
happiness  of  seeing  him  at  a  very  short  distance.  The  Padishah,  or 
Father  of  all  the  Sovereigns  on  earth,  has  not  that  majestic  air  which 
some  sovereigns  possess,  and  which  makes  the  beholder's  eyes  wink, 
and  his  knees  tremble  under  him :  he  has  a  black  beard,  and  a  hand- 
some well-bred  face,  of  a  French  cast ;  he  looks  like  a  young  French 
roui  worn  out  by  debauch  ;  his  eyes  bright,  with  black  rings  round 
them  ;  his  cheeks  pale  and  hollow.  He  was  lolling  on  his  horse  as  if 
he  could  hardly  hold  himself  on  the  saddle :  or  as  if  his  cloak,  fastened 
with  a  blazing  diamond  clasp  on  his  breast,  and  falling  over  his  horse's 
tail,  pulled  him  back.  But  the  handsome  sallow  face  of  the  Refuge  of 
the  World  looked  decidedly  interesting  and  intellectual.  1  have  seen 
many  a  young  Don  Juan  at  Paris,  behind  a  counter,  with  such  a  beard 
and  countenance ;  the  flame  of  passion  still  burning  in  his  hollow  eyes, 
while  on  his  damp  brow  was  stamped  the  fatal  mark  of  premature 
decay.  The  man  we  saw  cannot  live  many  summers.  Women  and 
wine  are  said  to  have  brought  the  ZiluIIah  to  this  state  ;  and  it  is 
whispered  by  the  dragomans,  or  laquais-de-p!ace  (from  whom  travellers 
at  Constantinople  generally  get  their  political  information)  that  the 
Sultan's  mother  and  his  ministers  conspire  to  keep  him  plunged  in 
sensuality,  that  they  may  govern  the  kingdom  according  to  their  own 
fancies.  Mr.  Urquhart,  I  am  sure,  thinks  that  Lord  Palmerston  has 
something  to  do  with  the  business,  and  drugs  the  Sultan's  champagne 
for  the  benefit  of  Russia. 

As  the  Pontiff  of  Mussulmans  passed  into  the  mosque,  a  shower  of 
petitions  was  flung  from  the  steps  where  the  crowd  was  collected,  and 
over  the  heads  of  the  gendarmes  in  brown.  A  general  cry,  as  for 
justice,  rose  up ;  and  one  old  ragged  woman  came  forward  and  burst 
through  the  throng,  howling,  and  flingii^  about  her  lean  arms,  and 
baring  her  old  shrunken  breast.  I  never  saw  a  finer  action  of  tragic 
woe,  or  heard  sounds  more  pitiful  than  those  old  passionate  groans 
of  hers.     What  was  your  prayer,  poor  old  wretched  soul?     Tlie 
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gendarmes  hemmed  her  round,  and  hustled  her  away,  but  rather 
kindly.  The  Padishah  went  on  quite  impassible— the  picture  of 
debauch  and  ennui. 

I  like  pointing  morals,  and  inventing  for  myself  cheap  consola- 
tions, to  reconcile  me  to  that  state  of  life  into  which  it  has  pleased 
heaven  to  call  me  ;  and  as  the  Light  of  the  World  disappeared  round 
the  comer,  I  reasoned  pleasantly  with  myself  about  his  Highness,  and 
enjoyed  that  secret  selfish  satisfaction  a  man  has,  who  sees  he  is  better 
off  than  his  neighbour.  "  Michael  Angelo,"  I  said,  "  you  are  still  (by 
courtesy)  young  :  if  you  had  five  hundred  thousand  a  year,  and  were 
a  great  prince,  I  would  lay  a  wager  that  men  would  discover  in  you  a 
magnificent  courtesy  of  demeanour,  and  a  majestic  presence  that  only 
belongs  to  the  sovereigns  of  the  world.  If  you  had  such  an  income, 
you  think  you  could  spend  it  with  splendour !  distributing  genial  hospi- 
talities, kindly  alms,  soothing  misery,  bidding  humility  be  of  good 
heart,  rewarding  desert.  If  you  had  such  means  of  purchasing 
pleasure,  you  think,  you  rogue,  you  could  relish  it  with  gusto.  But 
fancy  being  brought  to  the  condition  of  the  poor  Light  of  the  Universe 
yonder ;  and  reconcile  yourself  with  the  idea  that  you  are  only  a 
farthing  rushlight.  The  cries  of  the  poor  widow  fall  as  dead  upon 
him  as  the  smiles  of  the  brightest  eyes  out  of  Geoi^ia.  He  can't  stir 
abroad  but  those  abominable  cannon  begin  roaring  and  deafenii^  bis 
ears.  He  can't  see  the  world  but  over  the  shoulders  of  a  row  of  fat 
pashas,  and  eunuchs,  with  their  infernal  ngljness.  His  ears  can  never 
be  regaled  with  a  word  of  truth,  or  blessed  with  an  honest  laugh.  The 
only  privilege  of  manhood  left  to  him,  he  enjoys  but  for  a  month  in  the 
year,  at  this  time  of  Ramazan,  when  he  is  forced  to  fast  for  fifteen 
hours;  and,  by  consequence,  has  the  blessing  of  feeling  hungry." 
Sunset  during  Lent  appears  to  be  his  single  moment  of  pleiisure ;  they 
say  the  poor  fellow  is  ravenous  by  that  time,  and  as  the  gun  fires  the 
dish-covers  are  taken  off,  so  that  for  five  minutes  a  day  he  lives  and  is 
happy  over  pillau,  like  another  mortal. 

And  yet,  when  floating  by  the  Summer  Palace,  a  barbaric  edifice 
of  wood  and  marble,  with  gilded  suns  blazing  over  the  porticoes,  and 
all  sorts  of  strange  ornaments  and  trophies  figuring  on  the  gates  and 
•  railings — when  we  passed  a  long  row  of  barred  and  filigreed  windows 
looking  on  the  water — when  we  were  told  that  those  were  the  apart- 
ments of  his  Highness's  ladies,  and  actually  heard  them  whispering 
and  laughing  behind  the  bars — a  strange  feeling  of  curiosity  camei 
over  some  ill-regulated  minds— just  to  have  one  peep,  one  look  at  all 
those  wondrous  beauties,  singing  to  the  dulcimers,  paddling  in  the 
fountains,  dancing  in  the  marble  halls,  or  lolling  on  the  golden 
cushions,  as  the  gaudy  black  slaves  brought  pipes  and  coffee.  This 
tumultuous  movement  was    calmed    by  thinking    of  that  dreadfiil 
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siaiement  of  traveDo^,  that  in  one  of  the  most  elegant  halls  there  is  a 
tra]:>-door,  on  peeping  below  which  you  tniiy  see  the  Bosphonis  running; 
underneath,  into  which  some  luckless  beauty  is  plunged  occasioDally, 
and  the  trapdoor  is  shut,  and  the  dancing  and  the  singing,  and  the 
smoking  and  the  laughing  go  on  as  before.  They  say  it  is  death  to  pick 
up  any  of  the  sacks  thereabouts,  if  a  stray  one  should  float  by  you. 
There  were  none  any  day  when  I  passed,  at  least,  on  the  surface  of  tJk^ 

It  has  been  rather  a  fashion  of  our  travellers  to  apologise  for 
Ttirkish  life,  of  late,  and  paint  glowing,  agreeable  pictures  of  many  ^ 
of  its  institutions.  TTie  celebrated  author  of  "  Palm-Leaves "  (his 
name  is  famous  under  the  date-trees  of  the  Nile,  and  uttered  witli 
respect  beneath  the  tents  of  the  Bedaween,)  has  touchingly  described 
Ibrahim  Pasha's  paternal  fondness,  who  cut  off  a  black  slave's  head 
for  having  dropped  and  maimed  one  of  his  children  ;  and  has  pertned 
a  melodious  panegyric  of  "  The  Harem,"  and  of  the  fond  and 
beautiful  duties  of  the  inmates  of  that  place  of  love,  obedience,  and 
seclusion.  I  saw,  at  the  mausoleum  of  the  late  Sultan  Mahmoud's 
family,  a    good  subject    for   a    Ghazul,  in    the  true  new  Oriental 


These  royal  burial-places  are  the  resort  of  the  pious  Moslems. 
Lamps  are  kept  burning  there ;  and  in  the  antechambers,  copies  of 
the  Koran  are  provided  for  the  use  of  believers  ;  and  you  never  pass 
these  cemeteries  but  you  see  Turks  washing  at  the  cisterns,  previotis 
to  entering  for  prayer,  or  squatted  on  the  benches,  chanting  passages 
from  the  sacred  volume.  Christians,  I  believe,  are  not  admitted,  but 
may  look  through  the  bars,  and  see  the  coffins  of  the  defunct 
monarchs  and  children  of  the  royal  race.  Each  lies  in  his  narrow 
sarcophagus,  which  is  commonly  flanked  by  huge  candles,  and 
covered  with  a  rich  embroidered  pall.  At  the  head  of  each  coffin 
rises  a  slab,  with  a  gilded  inscription  ;  for  the  princesses,  the  slah  is 
simple,  not  unlike  our  own  monumental  stones.  The  head-stones  of 
the  tombs  of  the  defunct  princes  are  decorated  with  a  turban,  or,  since 
the  introduction  of  the  latter  article  of  dress,  with  the  red  fez.  That  of 
Mahmoud  is  decorated  with  the  imperial  aigrette. 

In  this  dismal  but  splendid  museum,  I  remarked  two  little  tombs 
with  little  red  feires,  very  small,  and  for  very  young  heads  evidently, 
which  were  lying  under  the  little  embroidered  palls  of  state.  I  forget 
whether  they  had  candles  too  j  but  their  little  flame  of  life  was  soon 
extinguished,  and  there  was  no  need  of  many  pounds  of  wax  to  typify 
it  These  were  the  tombs  of  Mahmoud's  grandsons,  nephews  of  the 
present  Light  of  the  Universe,  and  children  of  his  sister,  the  wife  of 
Halil  Pacha.  Little  children  die  in  all  ways  ;  these  of  the  much' 
maligned  Mahometan  royal  race  perished  by  the  bowstring.    Sultan 
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Mahinood  (may  Be  rest  in  glory  1)  strangled  the  one;  but,  haviog 
some  spark  of  human  feeling,  was  so  moved  by  the  wretchedness  and 
agony  of  the  poor  bereaved  mother,  his  daughter,  that  his  royal  heart 
relented  towards  her,  and  he  promised  that,  should  she  ever  have 
another  child,  it  should  be  allowed  to  live.  He  died  i  and  Abdul 
Medjid  (may  his  name  be  blessed  1),  the  debauched  young  man 
whom  we  just  saw  riding  to  the  mosque,  succeeded.  His  sjstei, 
whom  he  is  said  to  have  loved,  became  again  a  mother,  and  had  a 
son.  But  she  relied  upon  her  father's  word  and  her  august  brothra's 
lov^  and  hoped  that  this  little  one  should  be  spared.  The  same 
accursed  hand  tore  this  infant  out  of  its  mother's  bosom,  and  killed 
it.  The  poor  woman's  heart  broke  outright  at  this  second  calamity, 
and  she  died.  But  on  her  death-bed  she  sent  for  her  brother, 
rebuked  him  as  a  perjurer  and  an  assassin,  and  expired  calling  down 
the  divine  justice  on  his  head.  She  lies  now  by  the  side  of  the  two 
little  feizes. 

Now  I  say  this  would  be  a  fine  subject  for  an  oriental  poem. 
The  details  are  dramatic  and  noble,  and  could  be  grandly  touched  by 
a  fine  artist  If  the  mother  had  bome  a  daughter,  the  child  would 
have  been  safi; ;  that  perplexity  might  be  pathetically  depicted  as 
agitating  the  bcnom  of  the  young  wife,  about  to  become  a  mother. 
A  son  is  bom  :  you  can  see  her  despair  and  the  pitiful  look  she  casts 
on  the  child,  and  the  way  in  which  she  hugs  it  every  time  the 
curtains  of  her  door  are  removed.  The  Sultan  hesitated  probably  ; 
be  allowed  the  infant  to  live'  for  six  weeks.  He  could  not  bring  his 
royal  soul  to  inflict  pain.  He  yields  at  last ;  he  is  a  martyr— to 
be  pitied,  not  10  be  blamed.  If  he  melts  at  his  daughter's  agony,  he 
is  a  man  and  a  father.     There  are  men  and  fathers  too  in  the  much 


Then  comes  the  second  act  of  the  tragedy.  The  new  hopes,  the 
fond  yearnings,  the  terrified  misgivings,  the  timid  belief,  and  weak 
confidence :  the  child  that  is  bom— and  dies  smihng  prettily — and 
the  mother's  heart  is  rent  so,  that  it  can  love,  or  hope,  or  suffer  no 
more.  Allah  is  God  !  She  sleeps  by  the  little  fezzes.  Hark !  the 
guns  are  booming  over  the  water,  and  his  Highness  is  coming  from 
his  prayers. 

Afler  the  murder  of  that  little  child,  it  seems  to  me  one  can  never 
look  with  anything  but  horror  upon  the  butcherly  Herod  who  ordered 
it.  The  death  of  the  seventy  thousand  Janissaries  ascends  to  historic 
dignity,  and  takes  rank  as  war.  But  a  great  Prince  and  Light  of  the 
Universe,  who  procures  abortions  and  throttles  little  babies,  dwindles 
away  into  such  a  frighthil  insignificance  of  crime,  that  those  may 
'  respect  him  who  wilL  1  pity  their  Excellencies  tiia  Ambassadors,  who 
are  obliged  to  smirk  and  cringe  to  such  a  rascal    To  do  the  Turks 
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justice — and  two  days'  walk  in  Constantinople  will  settle  this  fact  as 
well  as  a  year's  residence  in  the  city — the  people  do  not  seem  in  tb« 
least  animated  by  this  Herodian  spirit  I  aever  saw  more  kindness  to 
children  than  among  all  classes,  more  fathers  walking  about  with  little 
solemn  Mahometans  in  red  caps  and  big  trousers,  more  business  going 
on  than  in  the  toy-quarter,  and  in  the  Atmeidan.  Although  you  may 
see  there  the  Thebaic  stone  set  up  by  the  Emperor  Theodosius,  and 
the  bronze  column  of  serpents  which  Murray  says  was  brought  from 
Delphi,  but  which  my  guide  informed  me  was  the  very  one  exhibited, 
by  Moses  in  the  wilderness,  yet  1  found  the  examination  of  these 
antiquities  much  less  pleasant  than  to  look  at  the  many  troops  of  chil- 
dren assembled  on  the  plain  to  play;  and  to  watch  them  as  they  were 
dragged  about  in  little  queer  arobas,  or  painted  carriages,  which  are 
there  kept  for  hire.  I  have  a  picture  of  one  of  them  now  in  ray  eyes  : 
a  little  green  oval  machine,  with  flowers  rudely  painted  round  the 
window,  out  of  which  two  smiling  heads  are  peeping,  the  pictures  of 
happiness.  An  old,  good-humoured  gray-bearded  Turk  is  tugging  the 
cart ;  and  behind  it  walks  a  lady  in  a  yakmac  and  yellow  slippers,  and 
a  black  female  slave,  grinning  as  usual,  towards  whom  the  little  coach- 
riders  are  looking.  A  small,  sturdy,  barefooted  Mussulman  is  exam- 
ining the  cart  with  some  feelings  of  envy :  he  is  too  poor  to  purchase 
a  ride  for  himself  and  the  round-faced  puppy-dog,  which  he  is  hugging 
in  his  arms  as  young  ladies  in  our  country  do  dolls. 

All  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Atmeidan  is  exceedingly  picturesque 
—the  mosque  court  and  cloister,  where  the  Persians  have  their  stalls 
of  sweetmeats  and  tobacco ;  a  superb  sycamore-tree  grows  in  the 
middle  of  this,  overshadowing  an  aromatic  fountain ;  great  flocks  of 
pigeons  are  settling  in  corners  of  the  cloister,  and  barley  is  sold  at  the 
gates,  with  which  the  good-natured  people  feed  them.  From  the 
Atmeidan  you  have  a  fine  view  of  St.  Sophia :  and  here  stands  a 
mosque  which  struck  me  as  being  much  more'  picturesque  and  sump- 
tuous—  the  Mosque  of  Sultan  Achmet,  with  its  six  gleaming  white 
minarets  and  its  beautiful  courts  and  trees.  Any  infidels  may  enter  the 
<yiurt  without  molestation,  and  looking  through  the  barred  windows 
of  the  mosque,  have  a  view  of  its  aiiy  and  spacious  interior.  A  small 
audience  of  women  was  collected  there  when  I  looked  in,  squatted  on 
the  mats,  and  listening  to  a  preacher,  who  was  walking  among  them, 
and  speaking  with  great  energy.  My  dragoman  interpreted  to  me  the 
sense  of  a  few  words  of  his  sermon  :  he  was  warning  them  of  the 
danger  of  gadding  about  to  public  places,  and  of  the  immorality  of 
too  much  talking ;  and,  I  daresay,  we  might  have  had  mote  valuable 
infonnation  from  him  regarding  the  follies  of  womankind,  had  not  a 
tall  Turic  clapped  my  interpreter  on  the  shoulder,  and  pointed  him  to 
be  off: 
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Although  the  ladies  are  veiled,  and  muffled  with  the  ugliest  dresses 
in  the  world,  yet  it  appears  their  modesty  is  alarmed  in  spite  of  all  the 
coverings  which  they  wear.  One  day,  in  the  baiaar,  a  fal  old  body, 
with  diamond  rings  on  her  fingers,  tliat  were  tinged  with  henn^  of  a 
logwood  colour,  came  to  the  shop  where  I  was  purchasing  slippers, 
with  her  son,  a  young  Aga  of  six  years  of  age,  dressed  in  a  braided 
frock-coat,  with  a  huge  tassel  to  his  fez,  exceeding  fat,  and  of  a  most 
solemn  demeanour.  The  young  Aga  came  for  a  pair  of  shoes,  and 
his  contortions  were  so  delightful  as  he  tried  them,  that  I  remained 
looking  on  with  great  pleasure,  wishing  for  Leech  to  be  at  hand  to 
sketch  his  lordship  and  his  fat  mamma,  who  sat  on  the  counter.  That 
lady  fancied  I  was  looking  ai.  her,  though,  as  far  as  I  could  see,  she 
had  the  figure  and  complexion  of  a  roly-poly  pudding ;  and  so,  with 
quite  a  premature  bashfulness,  she  sent  me  a  message  by  the  shoe- 
maker, ordering  me  to  walk  away  if  1  had  made  my  purchases,- for  that 
ladies  of  her  rank  did  not  choose  to  be  stared  at  by  strangers ;  and  1 
was  obliged  to  take  my  leave,  though  with"  sincere  regret,  for  the  little 
lord  had  just  squeezed  himself  into  an  attitude  than  which  I  never  saw 
anything  more  ludicrous  in  General  Tom  Thumb.  When  the  ladies 
of  the  Seraglio  come  to  that  bazaar  with  their  cortige  of  infernal  black 
eunuchs,  strangers  are  told  to  move  on  briskly,  I  saw  a  bevy  of  about 
eight  of  these,  with  their  aides-de-camp  ;  but  they  were  wrapped  up, 
and  looked  just  as  vulgar  and  ugly  as  the  other  women,  and  were  not, 
J  suppose,  of  the  most  beautiful  sort.  The  poor  devils  are  allowed  to 
come  out,  half-a-doien  times  in  the  year,  to  sprend  their  littJe  wretched 
allowance  of  pocket-money  in  purchasing  trinkets  and  tobacco ;  all  the 
rest  of  the  time  they  pursue  the  beautiful  duties  of  their  existence  in  the 
walls  of  the  sacred  harem. 

Though  strangers  are  not  allowed  to  see  the  interior  of  the  cage  in 
which  these  birds  of  Paradise  are  confined,  yet  many  parts  of  the 
Seraglio  are  free  to  the  curiosity  of  visitors,  who  choose  to  drop  a 
backsheesh  here  and  there.  I  landed  one  morning  at  the  Seraglio 
jKWnt  from  Galata,  close  by  an  ancient  pleasure-house  of  the  defunct 
Saltan ;  a  vast  broad-brimmed  pavilion,  that  looks  agreeable  enough 
to  be  a  dancing-room  for  ghosts  now :  there  is  another  summer-house, 
the  Guide-book  cheerfully  says,  whither  the  Sultan  goes  to  sport  with 
his  women  and  mutes.  A  regiment  of  infantry,  with  their  music  at 
their  head,  were  marching  to  exercise  in  the  outer  grounds  of  the 
Seraglio ;  and  we  followed  them,  and  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing 
their  evolutions,  and  hearing  their  bands,  upon  a  tine  green  plain 
under  the  Seraglio  walls,  where  stands  one  solitary  column,  erected  in 
memory  of  some  triumph  of  some  Byzantian  empehir. 

There  were  three  battalions  of  the  Turkish  in&ntiy  exercising 
here ;  and  they  seemed  to  perform  their  evolutions  in  a  very  satis- 
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factory  manner :  that  is,  they  fired  all  togetber,  and  charged  and  halted 
in  very  straight  lines,  and  bit  off  imaginary  cartridge-tops  with  great 
fierceness  and  regularity,  and  made  all  their  ramrods  ring  to  measure^ 
just  like  so  many  Christians.  The  men  looked  small,  youi^,  clumsy, 
and  ill-built ;  uncomfortable  in  their  shabbj'  European  clothes  ;  and 
about  the  l^s,  especially,  seemed  exceedingly  weak  and  ilt-formed. 
Some  score  of  military  invalids  were  lolling  in  the  sunshine,  about  a 
fountain  and  a  roartile  summer-house  that  stand  on  the  ground, 
watching  their  comrades'  manauvres  (as  if  they  could  never  have 
enough  of  that  delightful  pastime) ;  and  these  sick  were  much  better 
cared  for  than  their  healthy  companions.  Each  man  had  two  dressing- 
gowns,  one  of  white  cotton,  and  an  outer  wrapper  (rf  warm  brown 
woollen.  Their  heads  were  acc«mmodated  with  wadded  cotton  n^ht- 
caps ;  and  it  seemed  to  me,  from  their  condition  and  from  the  excellent 
character  of  the  military  hospiiali,  that  it  would  be  much  more  whole- 
some to  be  ill  than  to  be  well  in  the  Turkish  service. 

Facing  this  green  esplanade,  and  the  Bosphwus  shining  beyond 
it,  rise  the  great  walls  of  the  outer  Seraglio  Gardens  :  huge  masses  of 
ancient  masonry,  over  which  peep  the  roofs  of  numn'ous  kiosks  and 
outhouses,  amongst  thick  evergreens,  planted  so  as  to  hide  the  beautiiul 
frequmtert  of  the  place  from  the  [Hying  eyes  and  telescopes.  We  could 
not  catch  a  glance  of  a  single  figure  moving  in  these  great  pleasure- 
grounds.  The  road  winds  round  the  walls ;  and  the  outer  park,  which 
is  likewise  planted  with  trees,  and  diversified  by  gazden-plots  and 
cottE^es,  had  more  the  air  of  the  outbuildings  of  a  homely  English 
park,  than  of  a  palace  which  we  must  ail  have  im^ned  to  be  the  most 
stately  in  the  world.  The  most  commonplace  water-carts  were  passing 
here  and  there ;  roads  were  being  repaired  in  the  Macadamite  manner; 
and  carpenters  were  mending  the  park-palings,  just  as  they  do  in 
Hampshire.  The  next  thing  you  might  fancy  would  be  the  Sultan 
walking  out  with  a  spud  and  a  couple  of  dogs,  on  the  way  to  meet  the 
post-bag  and  the  Saint  Jamtis  ChronicU. 

The  palace  is  no  palace  at  all.  It  is  a  great  town  of  pavilions,  built 
without  order,  here  and  there,  according  to  the  fancy  of  succeeding 
Ijghts  of  the  Universe,  or  their  favourites.  The  only  row  of  domes 
which  looked  particularly  regular  or  stately,  were  the  kitchens.  As 
you  examined  the  buildings  they  bad  a  ruinous,  dilapidated  look :  they 
are  not  furnished,  it  is  said,  with  particular  splendour, — not  a  bit  more 
elegantly  than  Miss  Jones's  seminary  for  young  ladies,  which  we  may 
be  sure  is  much  more  comfoitable  than  the  extensive  establishment  oi- 
his  Highness.  Abdul  Medjid. 

In  the  little  stable  I  thought  to  see  some  marks  of  royal,  magni-  ■ 
ficence,  and  some  horses  worthy  of  the  king  of  all  kings.  But  the 
Sultas  i«  sai4,  to.be  a  v^  Mmid  boneman :  (hf  animal,  tbatiji^^wayai 
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kept  saddled  for  hhn  diil  not  look  to  be  worth  twenty  pounds ;  and 
the  rest  of  the  horses  in  the  shabby,  dirty  stalls,  were  small,  Hl-kept, 
common-looking'  brutes.  You  might  see  better,  it  seemed  to  mc,  at  * 
country  inn  stable  on  any  market-day. 

The  kitchens  are  the  most  sublime  part  of  the  Seraglio.  There 
are  nine  of  these  great  haUs,  for  all  ranks,  from  his  Highness  down- 
*ards,  where  many  hecatombs  arc  roasted  daily,  according  to  the 
accounts,  and  where  cooking  goes  on  with  a  savage  Homeric  grandeur. 
Chimneys  are  despised  in  these  primitive  halls  ;  so  that  the  roofs  are 
black  with  the  smoke  of  hundreds  of  furnaces,  which  escapes  through 
apertures  in  the  domes  above.  These,  too,  give  the  chief  li^t  in  the 
rooms,  which  streams  downwards,  and  thickens  and  mingles  with  the 
smoke,  £tnd  so  morkily  hghts.up  hundreds  of  swarthy  figures  busy 
about  the  spits  and  the  cauldrons.  Close  to  the  door  by  whidi  we 
entered  theyweremfdeing  pastry  for  the  sultanas;  and  the  chief  pastry- 
cook, who  knew  myguide,  invited  us  courteously  to  sec  the  process, 
and  partake  of  the  delicacies  prepared  for  those  charming  lips.  How 
those  sweet  lips  must  shine  after  eating  these  puffs  !  First,  huge  sheets 
of  dough  are  rolled  out  till  the  paste  is  about  as  thin  as  silver  paper  : 
then  an  artist  forms  the  dough-muslin  into  a  sort  of  drapery,  curling  it 
round  and  roiind  in  many  fanciful  and  pretty  shapes,  until  it  is  all  got 
into  the  circumference  of  a  round  metal  tray  in  which  it  is  baked. 
Then  the  cake  is  drenched  in  grease  most  profusely  ;  and.  Anally,  a 
quantity  of  syrup  is  poured  over  it,  when  the  delectable  mixture  is  com- 
plete. The  moon-faced  ones  are  said  to  devour  immense  quantities  of 
this  irtiolesome  food  ;  and,  in  fact,  are  eating  grease  and  sweetmeats 
from  morning  till  night.  1  don't  like  to  think  what  the  consequences 
may  be,  or  allude  to  the  agonies  which  the  delicate  creatures  must 
inevitably  suffer. 

The  good-natured  chief  pastrycook  filled  a  copper  basia  with 
greasy  puffs  ;  and,  dipping  a  dubious  ladle  into  a  large  cauldron,  con- 
taining several  gallons  of  syrup,  poured  a  liberal  portion  over  the 
cakes,  and  invited  us  to  eat.  One  of  the  tarts  was  quite  enough  for 
me :  and  1  excused  myself  on  the  plea  of  ill-health  from  imbibing 
any  more  grease  and  si^ar.  But  my  companion,  the  dragoman, 
finished  some  forty  puffs  in  a  twinkling.  They  slipped  down  his  opened 
jaws  as  the  sausages  do  down  clowns'  throats  in  a  pantomime.  Hb 
moustaches  shone  with  grease,  and  it  dripped  down  his  beard  and 
fingers.  We  thanked  the  smiling  chief  pastrycook,  and  rewarded  him 
handsomely  for' the  tarts.  It  is  something  to  have  eaten  of  the  dainties 
prepared  for  the  ladies  of  the  harem  ;  but  I  think  Mr.  Cockle  oi^t  to 
get  thenames'of  the^  tihief  sultanas  among  the  exalttd  patrons  of  hi3 
antibllloiispini. 

Frotn-lhe  kitt^SAs' we 'passed  into  the  seccuid  Coiirt  of  tfae  S 
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beyond  wiiich  is  death.  The  Guide-book  only  hints  at  the  dangers 
which  would  befall  a  stranger  caught  pn"'"!  '"^  ^^  mysterious  first 
court  of  the  palace.  I  have  read  "Bluebeard," and  don't  care  for  peep- 
ing into  forbidden  doors  ;  so  that  the  second  court  was  quite  enough 
for  me  ;  the  pleasure  of  beholding  it  being  heightened,  as  it  were,  by 
the  notion  of  the  invisible  danger  sitting  next  door,  with  uplifted 
scimitar  ready  to  fall  on  you^present  though  not  seen. 

A  cloister  runs  along  one  side  of  this  court :  opposite  is  the  hall 
of  the  divan,  "large  but  low,  covered  with  lead,  and  gilt,  after  the 
Moorish  manner,  plain  enough."  The  Grand  Vizier  sits  in  this  place, 
and  the  ambassadors  used  to  wait  here,  and  be  conducted  hence  on 
horseback,  attired  with  robes  of  honour.  But  the  ceremony  is  now,  I 
believe,  discontinued  ;  the  English  envoy,  at  any  rate,  is  not  allowed  to 
receive  any  backsheesh,  and  goes  away  as  he  came,  in  the  habit  of  his 
own  nation.  On  the  right  is  a  door  leading  into  the  interior  of  the 
Seraglio  ;  none  pass  through  it  but  suck  as  are  sent  for,\iiK  Guide-book 
says  :  it  is  impossible  to  top  the  terror  of  that  description. 

About  this  door  lads  and  servants  were  lolling,  ichoglans  and 
pages,  with  lazy  looks  and  shabby  dresses  ;  and  among  them,  sunning 
himself  sulkily  on  a  bench,  a  poor  old  fat,  wrinkled,  dismal  white 
eunuch,  with  little  fat  white  hands,  and  a  great  head  sunk  into  bis 
chest,  and  two  sprawling  little  legs  that  seemed  incapable  to  hold  up 
his  bloated  old  body.  He  squeaked  out  some  surly  reply  to  my  friend 
the  dragoman,  who,  softened  and  sweetened  by  the  tarts  he  had  just 
been  devouring,  was,  no  doubt,  ansioiis  to  be  polite  ;  and  the  poor 
worthy  fellow  walked  away  rather  crestfallen  at  this  return  of  his 
salutation,  and  hastened  me  out  of  the  place. 

The  palace  of  the  Seraglio,  the  cloister  with  marble  pillars,  the  halt 
of  the  ambassadors,  the  impenetrable  gate  guarded  by  eunuchs  and 
ichoglans,  have  a  romantic  look  in  print ;  but  not  sp  in  reality.  Most 
of  the  marble  is  wood,  almost  all  the  gilding  is  faded,  the  guards  are 
shabby,  the  fooUsh  perspectives  painted  on  the  walls  are  half  cracked 
off.     The  place  looks  like  Vauxhall  in  the  daytime. 

We  passed  out  of  the  second  court  under  The  Sublime  Porte — 
which  is  like  a  fortified  gate  of  a  German  town  of  the  middle  ages — 
into  the  outer  court,  round  which  are  public  offices,  hospitals,  and 
dwellings  of  the  multifarious  servants  of  the  palace.  This  place  is 
very  wide  and  picturesque ;  there  is  a  pretty  church  of  Byzantine 
architecture  at  the  further  end ;  and  in  the  midst  of  the  court  a 
magnificent  plane-tree,  of  prodigious  dimensions  and  fabulous  age 
accordingto  theguidesi  St.  Sophia  towers  in  the  further  distance:  and 
from  here,  perhaps,  is  the  best  view  of  its  light  swelling  domes  and 
beautifiil  proportions.  The  Porte  itself,  too,  forms  an  excellent  subject 
for  the  sketcher,  if  the  officers  of  the  court  will  permit  him  to  design  it. 
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I  ma.de  the  attempt,  and  a  couple  of  Turkish  beadles  looked  on  very 
good-naturedly  for  some  time  at  the  progress  of  the  drawing ;  but  a 
good  number  of  other  spectators  speedily  joined  tbem,  and  made  a 
crowd,  which  is  not  permitted,  it  would  seem,  in  the  Seraglio  ;  so  1  was 
told  to  pack  up  my  portfolio,  and  remove  the  cause  of  the  disturb- 
ance, and  tost  my  drawing  of  the  Ottoman  Porte. 

I  don't  think  I  have  anything  more  to  say  about  the  city  which  has 
not  been  much  better  told  by  graver  travellers.  I,  with  them,  could 
see  (perhaps  it  was  the  preaching  of  the  politicians  that  warned  me  of 
the  fact}  that  we  are  looking  on  at  the  last  days  of  an  empire  ;  and 
heard  many  stories  of  weakness,  disorder,  and  oppression.  I  even  saw 
a  Turkish  lady  drive  up  to  Sultan  Achmet's  mosque  in  a  brougham. 
Is  not  that  a  subject  to  moralize  upon  7  And  might  one  not  draw  end- 
less conclusions  from  it,  that  the  knell  of  the  Turkish  dominion  is  rung  ; 
that  the  European  spirit  and  institutions  once  admitted  can  never  be 
rooted  out  again ;  and  that  the  scepticism  prevalent  amongst  the 
higher  orders  must  descend  ere  very  long  to  the  lower  ;  and  the  cry  of 
the  muezzin  from  the  raosque  become  a  mere  ceremony  ? 

But  as  I  only  stayed  eight  days  in  this  place,  and  knew  not  a 
syllable  of  the  language,  perhaps  it  is  as  well  to  pretermit  any  disquisi- 
tions about  the  spirit  of  the  people.  I  can  only  say  that  they  looked  to 
be  very  good-natured,  handsome,  and  lazy ;  that  the  women's  yellow 
slippers  are  very  ugly  ;  that  the  kabobs  at  the  shop  hard  by  the  Rope 
Bazaar  are  very  hot  and  good  ;  and  that  at  the  Armenian  cook-shops 
they  serve  you  delicious  fish,  and  a  stout  raisin  wine  of  no  small  merit. 
There  came  in,  as  we  sat  and  dined  there  at  sunset,  a  good  old  Turk, 
who  called  for  a  penny  fish,  and  sat  down  under  a  tree  very  humbly, 
and  ate  it  with  his  own  bread.  We  made  that  jolly  old  Mussulman 
happy  with  a  quart  of  the  raisin  wine  ;  and  his  eyes  twinkled  with  every 
fresh  glass,  and  he  wiped  his  old  beard  delighted,  and  talked  and 
chirped  a  good  deal,  and,  I  daresay,  told  us  the  whole  state  of  the 
empire.  He  was  the  only  Mussulman  with  whom  I  attained  any  degree 
of  intimacy  during  my  stay  in  Constantinople  ;  and  you  will  see  that< 
for  obvious  reasons,  I  cannot  divulge  the  particulars  of  our  conver- 

"  You  have  nothing  to  say,  and  you  own  it,"  says  somebody  :  "  then 
why  write?".  That  question  perhaps  (between  ourselves)  I  have  put 
likewise  ;  and  yet,  my  dear  sir,  there  are  some  things  worth  remember- 
ing even  in  this  brief  letter  :  that  woman  in  the  brougham  is  an  idea  of 
significance  :  that  comparison  of  the  Seraglio  to  Vauxhall  in  the  day- 
time is  a  true  and  real  one ;  from  both  of  which  your  own  great  soul 
and  ingenious  philosophic  spirit  may  draw  conclusions,  that  I  myself 
have  modestly  forborne  to  press.  You  are  loo  clever  to  require  a  moral 
to  be  tacked  to  all  the  fables  you  read,  as  is  done  for  children  in  the 
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spelling-books  ;  else  I  would  tell  you  that  the  government  of  the  Otto- 
man Porte  seems  to  be  as  rotten,  as  wrinkled,  and  as  feeUe  as  the  old 
eunucb  1  saw  crawling  about  it  in  the  sun ;  that  when  the  lady  drove  up 
in  a  brougham  to  Sultan  Achmet,  I  felt  that  the  schoolinaster  was 
really  abroad  \  and  tbat  the  crescent  will  go  out  before  that  luminary, 
as  meekly  as  the  moon  does  before  the  son. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

RHODES, 

THE  sailing'  of  a  vessel  direct  for  Jaffa  brought  a  great  number  of 
passengers  together,  and  our  decks  were  covered  with  Christian, 
Jew,  and  Heathen.  In  the  cabin  we  were  Poles  and  Russians,  French- 
men, Germans,  Spaniards,  and  Greeks  ;  on  the  deck  were  squatted 
several  little  colonies  of  people  of  different  race  and  persuasion.  There 
was  a  Greek  Papa,  a  noble  figure  with  a  flowing  and  venerable  white 
beard,  who  had  been  living  on  bread-and- water  for  I  don't  know  how 
many  years,  in  order  to  save  a  little  money  to  make  the  pilgrimage  to 
Jerusalem.  There  were  several  families  of  Jewish  Rabbis,  who 
celebrated  their  "feast  of  tabernacles"  on  board;  their  chief  men 
performing  worship  twice  or  thrice  a  day,  dressed  in  their  pontiiical 
habits,  and  bound  with  phylacteries  :  and  there  were  Turks,  who  had 
their  own  ceremonies  and  usages,  and  wisely  kept  aloof  from  their 
neighbours  of  Israel. 

The  dirt  of  these  children  of  captivity  exceeds  all  possibility  of 
description  ;  the  profusion  of  stinks  which  they  raised,  the  grease  of 
their  venerable  garments  and  faces,  the  horrible  messes  cooked  in  the 
filthy  pots,  and  devoured  with  the  nasty  fingers,  the  squalor  of  mats, 
pots,  old  bedding,  and  foul  carpets  of  our  Hebrew  friends,  could 
hardly  be  panted  by  Swift,  in  his  dirtiest  mood,  and  cannot  be,  of 
course,  attempted  by  my  timid  and  genteel  pen.  What  would  they 
say  in  Baker  Street  to  some  sights  with  which  our  new  friends  favoured 
us  i  What  would  your  ladyship  have  said  if  you  had  seen  the 
interesting  Greek  nun  combing  her  hair  over  the  cabin — combing  it 
with  the  natural  fingers,  and,  averse  to  slaughter,  flinging  the  delicate 
little  intruders,  which  she  found  in  the  course  of  her  investigation, 
gently  into  the  great  cabin  ?  Our  attention  was  a  good  deal  occupied 
in  watching  the  strange  ways  and  customs  of  the  various  comrades 
of  ours. 

The  Jews  were  refugees  from  Poland,  going  to  lay  their  bones  to 
rest  in  the  valley  of  Jehoshaphat,  and  performing  with  exceeding 
rigour  the  offices  of  th«r  reUgion.  At  morning  and  evening  you  were 
sure  to  see  the  chiefs  of  the  families,  arrayed  in  white  robes,  bowing 
over  their  books,  at  prayer.      Once  a  week,  on  the  eve  before  the 
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Sa.bbatb,  there  was  a  general  washing  in  Jewry,  which  sufficed  until 
the  ensuing  Friday.    The  men  wore  long  gowns  and  caps  of  fur,  or 
else   broad-brimmed   hats,  or,    in 
service  time,  bound  on  their  heads 
little  iron  boxes,  with  the  sacred 
name  engraved  on  them.    Among 
;  the  lads  there  were  some  beautiful 
faces  ;  and  among  the  women  your 
.   humble  servant  discovered  one  who 
was  a   perfect  rosebud  of  beauty 
when    first     emerging    from     her 
Friday's  toilette,  and  for  a  day  or 
two  afterwards,  until  each  succeed- 
ing day's  smut  darkened  those  fresh 
I  and  delicate  cheeks  of  hers.    We 
bad  some   very  rough  weather   in 
the  course  of  the  passage  from  Con- 
stantinople  10   Jaffa,  and   the   sea 
washed  over  and  over  our  Israelitish 
friends    and  their   baggages    and 
bundles ;  but  though  they  were  said 
■  to  be  rich,  they  would  not  afford 

to  pay  for  cabin  shelter.  One  father  of  a  family,  finding  his  progeny 
half  drowned  in  a  squall,  vowed  he  -would  pay  for  a  cabin  ;  but  the 
weather  was  somewhat  finer  the  next  day,  and  he  could  not  squeeze  out 
his  dollars,  and  the  ship's  authorities  would  not  admit  him  except  upon 
payment. 

This  unwillingness  to  part  with  money  is  not  only  found  amongst 
the  followers  of  Moses,  but  in  those  of  Mahornet,  and  Christians  too. 
When  we  went  to  purchase  in  the  bazaars,  after  offering  money  for 
change,  the  honest  fellows  would  frequently  keep  back  several  piastres,  • 
and  when  urged  to  refund,  would  give  most  dismally :  and  begin  doling 
out  penny  by  penny,  and  utier  pathetic  prayers  to  their  customer  not 
to  take  any  more.  I  bought  five  or  six  pounds'  worth  of  Broussa  silks 
for  the  womenkind,  in  the  bazaar  at  Constantinople,  and  the  rich 
Armenian  who  sold  them  begged  for  three -halfpence  to  pay  his  boat 
to  Galala,  There  is  something  naif  and  amusing  in  this  exhibition  of 
cheatery — this  simple  cringing,  and  wheedling,  and  passion  for  two- 
pence-halfpenny. It  was  pleasant  to  give  a  millionnaire  beggar  an 
alms,  and  laugh  in  his  face  and  say,  "  There,  Dives,  there's  a  penny 
for  you  ;  be  happy,  you  poor  old  swindling  scoundrel,  as  far  as  a 
penny  goes."  I  used  to  watch  these  Jews  on  shore,  and  making 
bai^ins  with  one  another  as  soon  as  they  came  on  board  ;  the  battle 
between  vendor  and  purchaser  was  an  agony— they  shrieked,  clasped 
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hands,  appealed  to  one  another  passionately ;  their  handsome,  nobte 
faces  assumed  a  look  of  wroe — quite  an  heroic  eagerness  and  sadness 
about  a  farthing. 

Ambassadors  from  our  Hebrews  descended  at  Rhodes  to  buy 
provisions,  and  it  was  curious  to  see  their  dealings  :  there  was  our 
venerable  Rabbi,  who,  robed  in  white  and  silver,  jind  bending  over 
his  book  at  the  morning  service,  looked  like  a  patriarch,  and  whom  I 
saw  chaffering  about  a  fowl  with  a  brother  Rhodian  Israelite,  How 
they  fought  over  the  body  of  that  lean  animal !  The  street  swarmed 
with  Jews  :  goggUng  eyes  looked  out  from  the  old  carved  casements — 
hooked  noses  issued  from  the  low  antique  doors — Jew  boys  driving 
donkeys,  Hebrew  mothers  nursing  children,  dusky,  tawdry,  ragged 
young  beauties  and  most  venerable  gray-bearded  fathers  were  all 
gathered  round  about  the  affair  of  the  hen  1  And  at  the  same 
time  that  our  Rabbi  was  arranging  the  price  of  it,  his  children  were 
instructed  to  procure  bundles  of  green  branches  to  decorate  the  ship 
during  their  feast.  Think  of  the  centuries  during  which  these  wonder- 
ful people  have  remained  unchanged ;  and  how,  from  the  days  of  Jacob 
downwards,  they  have  believed  and  swindled  \ 

The  Rhodian  Jews,  with  their  genius  for  filth,  have  made  their 
quarter  of  the  noble,  desolate  old  town,  the  most  ruinous  and  wretched 
of  alL  The  escutcheons  of  the  proud  old  knights  are  still  carved  over 
the  doors,  whence  issue  these  miserable  greasy  hucksters  and  pedlars. 
The  Turks  respected  these  emblems  of  the  brave  enemies  whom  they 
had  overcome,  and  left  them  untouched.  When  the  French  seized 
Malta  they  were  by  no  means  so  delicate :  they  effaced  armorial 
bearings  with  their  usual  hot-headed  eagerness  ;  and  a  few  years  after 
they  had  torn  down  the  coats-of-arms  of  the  gentry,  ihe  heroes  of 
Malta  and  Egypt  were  busy  devising  heraldry  for  themselves,  and 
were  wild  to  be  barons  and  counts  of  the  empire. 

Th;  chivalrous  relics  at  Rhodes  are  very  superb.  I  know  of  no 
buildings  whose  stately  and  picturesque  aspect  seems  to  correspond 
better  with  one's  notions  of  their  proud  founders.  The  towers  and 
gates  arc  warlike  and  strong,  but  beautiful  and  aristocratic  :  you  see 
that  they  must  have  been  high-bred  gentlemen  who  built  them.  The 
edifices  appear  in  almost  as  perfect  a  condition  as  when  they  were  in 
the  occupation  of  the  noble  Knights  of  St.  John  ;  and  they  ha^e  this 
advantage  over  modern  fortifications,  that  they  are  a  thousand  times 
more  picturesque.  Ancient  war  condescended  to  ornament  itself,  and 
built  fine  carved  castles  and  vaulted  gates  :  whereas,  to  judge  from 
Gibraltar  and  Malta,  nothing  can  be  less  romantic  than  the  modem 
military  architecture ;  which  sternly  regards  the  fighting,  without  in 
the  least  heeding  the  war-paint  Some  of  the  huge  artillery  with  which 
the  place  was  defended  still  lies  in  the  bastions ;  and  the  touch-holes 
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of  the  guns  are  preserved  by,  being  covered  wit^i- rusty  cdd  corselets, 
wom  by  defenders  of  the  fort  three  hundred  years  ago.  The  Turks, 
who  battered  down  chivalry,  seem  to  be  waiting  their  turn  of  dcHtnic- 
tiOD  now.  1q  walking  through  Rhodes  one  is  strangely  affected  by 
witnessing  the  signs  of  this  double  decay.  For  instance,  in  the  streets 
of  the  knights,  you  see  noble  houses,  surmounted  by  noble  escutcheons 
of  superb  knights,  who  lived  there,  and  prayed,  and  quarrelled,  and 
murdered  the  Turks  \  and  were  the  most  gallant  pirates  c&  the  inland 
seas;  and  made  vows  of  chastity,  and  robbed  aijd. ravished ;  and, 
professing  humility,  would  admit  none  but  nobility  into  their  order ; 
and  ditd  recommending  themselves  to  ^weet  SL  John,  and  calmly- 
hoping  for  heaven  in  consideration  of  all  the  heathen  they  had  slain. 
When  this  superb  fraternity  was  obliged  to  yield  to  courage  as  great 
as  theirs,  faith  as  sincere,  and  to  robbers  even  more  dexterous  and 
audacious  than  the  noblest  knight  who  ever  sai^;  a  canticle  to  the 
Virgin,  these  halls  were  filled  by  magnificent  Pashas  and  Agas,  who 
lived  here  in  the  intervals  of  war,  and  having  conquered  its  best 
champions,  despised  Christendom  and  chivalry  pretty  much  as  an 
Englishman  despises  a  Frenchman.  Now  the  famous  house  is  let 
to  a  shabby  merchant,  who  has  his.  little  beggarly  shop  in  the  bazaar ; 
to  a  small  officer,  who  ekes  out  his  wretched  pension  by  swindling, 
and  who  gets  his  pay  in  bad  coin,  Mahometanism  pays  in  pewter  now, 
in  place  of  silver  and  gold.  The  lords  of  the  world  have  run  to  seed. 
The  powerless  old  sword  frightens  nobody  now — the  steel  is  turned  to 
pewter  too,  somehow,  and  will  no  loiter  shear,  a.  Christian  head  off 
any  shoulders.  In  the  Crusades  ray  wicked  sympathies  have  always 
been  with  the  Turks.  They  seem  to  me  the  best  Christians  of  the 
tWb;  more  humane,  less  brutally  presumptuous  about  their  own  merits, 
and  more  generous  in  esteeming  their  neighbours.  As  far  as  I  can  get 
at  the  authentic  story,  Saladin  is  a  pearl  of  refinement  compared  to  the 
brutal  beef-eating  Richard — about  whom  Sir  Walter  Scott  has  led  all 
the  world  astray. 

When  shall  we  have  a  real  account  of  those  times  and  beroe^ — no 
good-humoured  pageant,  like  those  of  the  Scott  romances— but  a  real 
authentic  story  to  instmct  and  frighten  honest  people  of  the  .present 
day,  and  make  them  thankful  that  the  gi'ocer  governs  the  world  now  in 
place  of  the  baron  P  Meanwhile  a  man  of  tender  fedings  may  be  par- 
doned for  twaddling  a  little  over  this  sad  spectacle  of  the  decay  of  two 
of  the  great  institutions  of  the  world.  Knighthood  is  gone — ameo ;  it 
expired  with  dignity,  its  face  to  the  foe ;  and  old,  Mahometanism  is 
Ungering  about  just  ready  to  drop.  But  it  is  unseemly  to  see  such  a 
Grand  Potentate  in  such  a  state  of  decay:  the  son  of  Bajazet  Ilderim 
insolvent ;  the  descendants  of  the  Prophet  bullied .  by  Calmucs  and 
English  and  whippersnapper  Frenchmen ;  the  Fountain  of  M^atfice&ce 
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done  up,  and  obliged  to  coin  pewter !  Think  of  the  poor  dear  houris 
in  Paradise,  how  sad  they  must  look  as  the  arrivals  of  the  Faithful 
become  less  and  less  frequent  every  day.  I  can  fancy  the  |dace 
beginning  to  wear  the  fatal  Vauxhall  look  of  the  Seraglio,  and  which 
has  piu^ued  me  ever  since  I  saw  it :  the  fountains  of  eternal  wine  are 
beginning  to  nin  rather  dry,  and  of  a  questionable  liquor ;  the  ready- 
roasted-meat  trees  may  cry,  '*  Come  eat  me,"  every  now  and  then,  in  a 
faint  voice,  without  any  gravy  in  it— but  the  Faithful  begin  to  doubt 
about  the  quality  of  the  victuals.  Of  nights  yon  may  see  the  hooris 
sitting  sadly  under  them,  darning  th«r  faded  muslins  :  Ali,  Omar,  and 
the  Imaums  arc  reconciled  and  have  gloomy  consultations  :  and  the 
Chief  of  the  Faithful  himself,  the  awful  camd-driver,  the  supematunl 
husband  of  Khadijah,  sits  alone  in  a  tumble-down  kiosk,  thinkmg 
moodily  of  the  destiny  that  is  impending  over  him ;  and  of  the  day 
when  his  gardehs  of  bliss  shall  be  as  vacant  as  the  bankrupt  Olympus. 

All  the  town  of  Rhodes  has  this  appearance  of  decay  and  ruin, 
except  a  few  consuls'  houses  planted  on  the  sea-side,  here  and  there, 
with  bright  flags  flaunting  in  the  sun  ;  fresh  paint ;  English  crockery ; 
shining  mahogany,  &c., — so  many  emblems  of  the  new  prosperity  of 
tkeir  trade,  while  the  old  inhabitants  were  going  to  rack — the  fine 
Church  of  St.  John,  converted  into  a  mosque,  is  a  ruined  church,  with 
a  mined  mosque  inside  ;  the  fortifications  are  mouldering  away,  as 
much  as  time  will  let  them.  There  was  considerable  bustle  and  stir 
about  the  little  port ;  but  it  was  a  busde  of  people  who  looked  for  the 
most  part  to  be  beggars  ;  and  I  saw  no  shop  in  the  bazaar  that  seemed 
to  have  the  value  of  a  pedlar's  pack. 

1  took,  by  way  of  guide,  a  young  fellow  from  Berlin,  a  journeyman 
shoemalcer,  who  had  just  been  making  a  tour  in  Syria,  and  who  pro- 
fessed to  speak  both  Arabic  and  Turkish  quite  fluentiy^which  I 
thought  he  might  have  learned  when  he  was  a  student  at  college, 
before  he  began  his  profession  of  shoemaking  ;  but  I  found  he  only 
knew  about  three  words  of  Turkish,  which  were  produced  on  every 
occasion,  as  1  walked  under  his  guidance  through  the  desolate  streets 
of  the  noble  old  town.  We  went  out  upon  the  lines  of  fortification, 
through  an  ancient  gate  and  ^ard-house,  where  once  achapel  prob^ily 
stood,  and  of  which  the  roofs  were  richly  carved  and  gilded.  A  ra^ed 
squad  of  Turkish  soldiers  lolled  about  the  gate  now ;  a  couple  of  boys 
on  a  donkey;  a  grinning  slave  on  a  mule  ;  a  pair  of  women  flapping 
along  in  yellow  papooshes  ;  a  basket-maker  sitting  under  an  antique 
carved  portal,  and  chanting  or  howling  as  he  plaited  his  osiers  :  a 
peaceful  well  of  water,  at  which  knights'  chargers  bad  drunk,  and  at 
which  the  double-boyed  donkey  was  now  refreshing  himsdf— would 
have  tnade  a  pretty  picture  for  a  sentimental  artist    As  he  sits,  abd 
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endeavoars  to  make  a  sketch  of  this  plaintive  little  comedy,  a  shabby 
dignitary  of  the  island  comes  clattering  by  on  a  thirty-shilling  horse, 
and  two  or  three  of  the  ragged  soldiers  leave  their  pipes  to  salute  him 
as  he  passes  under  the  Gothic  archway. 

The  astonishing  brightness  and  clearness  of  the  sky  under  which 
the  island  seemed  to  bask,  struck  me  as  surpassing  anything  I  had 
seen — not  even  at  Cadiz,  or  the  Pirieus,  had  I  seen  sands  so  yeUowr, 
Or  water  so  magniticently  blue.  Tlie  houses  of  the  people  along  the 
shore  were  but  poor  tenements,  with  humble  courtyards  and  gardens  ; 
but  every  fig-tree  was  gilded  and  bright,  as  if  it  were  in  an  Hesperian 
orchard  ;  the  palms  planted  here  and  there,  rose  with  a  sort  of  halo 
of  light  round  about  them  ;  the  creepers  on  the  walls  quite  dazzled 
with  the  brilliancy  of  their  flowers  and  leaves  ;  the  people  lay  in  the 
cool  shadows,  happy  and  idle,  with  handsome  solemn  faces  ;  nobody 
seemed  to  be  at  work ;  they  only  talked  a  very  little,  as  if  idleness  and 
silence  were  a  condition  of  the  delightful  shining  atmosphere  in  which 
they  lived. 

We  went  dowti  to  an  old  mosque  by  the  sea-shore,  with  a  cluster 
of  ancient  domes  hard  by  it,  blazing  in  the  sunshine,  and  carved  all 
over  with  names  of  Allah,  and  titles  of  old  pirates  and  generals  who 
reposed  there.  The  guardian  of  the  mosque  sat  in  the  garden-court, 
upon  a  high  wooden  pulpit,  lazily  wagging  his  body  to  and  fro,  and 
singing  the  praises  of  the  Prophet  gently  through  his  nose,  as  the 
breeze  stirred  through  the  trees  overhead,  and  cast  chequered  and 
changing  shadows  over  the  paved  court,  and  the  little  fountains,  and 
the  nasal  psalmist  on  his  perch.  On  one  side  was  the  mosque,  into 
which  you  could  see,  with  its  white  walls  and  cool  matted  floor,  and 
quaint  carved  pulpit  and  ornaments,  and  nobody  at  prayers.  In  the 
middle  distance  rose  up  the  noble  towers  and  battlements  of  the 
knightly  townj  with  the  deep  sea-line  behind  them. 

It  really  seemed  as  if  everybody  was  to  have  a  sort  of  sober  cheer- 
fulness, and  must  yield  to  indolence  under  this  charming  atmosphere. 
1  went  into  the  courtyard  by  the  sea-shore  (where  3  few  laiy  ships 
were  lying,  with  no  one  on  board),  and  found  it  was  the  prison  of  the 
place.  The  door  was  as  wide  open  as  Westminster  Hall.  Some 
prisoners,  one  or  two  soldiers  and  functibnaries,  and  some  prisoners' 
wives,  were  lolling  under  an  arcade  by  a  fountain  ;  other  criminals 
were  strolling  about  here  and  there,  their  chains  clinking  quite  cheer- 
fully :  and  they  and  the  guards  and  officials  came  up  chatting  quite 
friendly  together,  and  gaied  languidly  over  the  portfolio,  as  I  was 
endeavouring  to  get  the  likeness  of  one  or  two  of  these  comfortable 
malefactors.  One  old  and  wrinkled  she-criminal,  whom  I  had  selected 
on  account  of  the  peculiar  hideousness  of  her  countenance,  covered 
it  up  with  a  dirty  cloth,  at  which  there  was  a  general  roar  of  laughter 
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among  this  good-humoured  auditory  of  cut-throats,  pickpockets,  and 
policemen.  The  only  symptom  of  a  prison  about  the  place  was  a  door, 
across  which  a  couple  of  sentinels  were  stretched,  yawning ;  while 
within  lay  three  freshly-caught  pirates  chained  by  the  leg.  They  had 
committed  some  murders  of  a  very  late  date,  and  were  awaiting  sen- 
tence i  but  their  wives  were  allowed  to  communicate  freely  with  them: 
and  it  seemed  to  me,  that  if  half  a  dozen  friends  would  set  them  free, 
and  they  themselves  had  energy  enough  to  move,  the  sentinels  would 
be  a  great  deal  too  lazy  to  walk  after  them. 

The  combined  influence  of  Rhodes  and  Ramaran,  I  suppose,  had 
taken  possession  of  my  friend_  the  Schustcr-gesell  from  Berlin.  As 
soon  as  he  received  his  fee,  he  cut  me  at  once,  and  went  and  lay 
down  by  a  fountain  near  the  port,  and  ate  grapes  out  of  a.  dirty  pocket- 
handkerchief.  Other  Christian  idlers  lay  near  him,  dozing  or  sprawling 
in  the  boats,  or  listlessly  munching  water-melons.  Along  the  coffee- 
houses of  the  quay  sat  hundreds  more,  with  no  better  employment ; 
and  the  captain  of  the  "  Iberia"  and  his  officers,  and  several  of  the 
passengers  in  that  famous  steamship,  were  in  this  company,  being 
idle  with  all  their  might.  Two  or  t|iree  adventurous  young  men  went 
off  to  see  the  valley  where  the  dragon  was  killed ;  but  others,  more 
susceptible  of  the  real  influence  of  the  island,  I  am  sure  would  not 
have  moved  though  we  had  been  told  that  the  Colossus  himself  was 
taking  a  walk  half  a  mile  off. 
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CHAPTER    IX. 

THE    WHITE    SQUALL. 

ON  deck,  beneath  the  awning, 
I  doling  lay  and  yawning ; 
It  was  the  grey  of  dawniog, 

Ere  yet  the  sun  arose ; 
And  above  the  funnel's  roaring. 
And  the  fitful  wind's  deploring, 
I  heard  the  cabin  snoring 

With  universal  nose. 
I  could  hear  the  passengers  snorting, 
I  envied  their  disporting, 
Vainly  I  was  courting 

The  pleasure  of  a  doze. 

So  I  lay,  and  wondered  why  light 
Came  itot,  and  watched  the  twilight 
And  the  glimmer  of  the  skylight, 

That  shot  across  the  deck  ; 
And  the  binnacle  pale  and  steady. 
And  the  dull  glimpse  of  the  dead-eye. 
And  the  sparks  in  fiery  eddy. 

That  whirled  from  the  chimney-neck  : 
In  our  jovial  floating  prison 
There  was  sleep  from  fore  to  mizen. 
And  never  a  star  had  risen. 

The  hazy  sky  to  speck. 

Strange  company  we  harboured ; 
We'd  a  hundred  Jews  to  larboard, 
Unwashed,  uncombed,  unbarbercd, 

Jews  black,  and  brown,  and  grey ; 
With  terror  it  would  seize  ye. 
And  make  your  souls  uneasy. 
To  see  those  Rabbis  greasy. 

Who  did  nought  but  scratch  and  pray: 
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Their  dirty,  children  puking, 
Their  dirty  saucepans  cooking. 
Their  dirty  fingers  hooking 
Their  swarming  fleas  away. 

To  starboard  Turks  and  Greeks  were, 
.  Whiskered  and  brown  their  cheeks  were. 
Enormous  wide  their  breeks  were, 

Their  pipes  did  puff  alway ; 
Each  on  his  mat  allotted, 
.In  silence  smoked  and  squatted, 
Whibt  round  their  children  trotted. 

In  pretty,  pleasant  play. 
He  can't  but  stnjle  who  traces 
The  smiles  on  those  brown  faces, , 
And  the  pretty  prattling  graces 

Of  those  small  heathens  g^. 

And  so  the  hours  kept  tolling, 
And  through  the  ocean  rolling 
Went  the  brave  "  Iberia"  bowling" 

Before  the  break  of  day 

When  a  Squall  upon  a  sudden 
Came  o'er  the  waters  scudding ; 
And  the  clouds  began  to  gather, 
And  the  sea  was  lashed  to  lather. 
And  the  lowering  thunder  grumbled, 
And  the  lightning  jumped  and  tumbled, 
And  the  ship  and  all  the  ocean 
Woke  up  in  wild  commotion. 
Then  the  wind  set  up  a  howling,    . 
And  the  poodle-dog  a  yowling. 
And  the  cocks  began  a  crowing. 
And  the  old  cow  raised  a  lowing, 
As  she  heard  the  tempest  blowing ;   . 
And  fowls  and  geese  did  cackle, 
And  the  cordage  and  the  tackle 
Began  to  shriek  and  crackle ; 
And  the  spray  dashed  o'er  the  fimnd?. 
And  down. the  deck  in  runnels  ; 
And  the  rushing  water  soaks  all. 
From  the  seamen  in  the  fo'ksal 
To  the  stokers,  whose  bbck  faces.     ., 
Peer  out  of  their  bed-places  ; 


rr-rj-,Goot;sle 


636       A   JOURNEY  FROM  CORNHILL   TO  CAIR0. 

And  the  captain  be  was  bawling. 
And  the  sailors  pulling,  hauling : 
And  the  quarter-deck  tarpaulirg 
Was  shivered  in  the  squalling ; 
And  the  passei^ers  awaken, 
Most  pitifully  shaken ; 
And  the  steward  jumps  up,  and  hastens 
For  the  necessary  basins. 

Then  the  Greeks  they  groaned  and  quivered, 
And  they  knelt,  and  moaned,  and  shivered, 
As  the  plunging  waters  met  them. 
And  splashed  and  overset  them ; 
And  they  call  in  their  eraetgence 
Upon  countless  saints  and  virgins ; 
And  their  marrowbones  are  baided, 
And  they  think  the  world  is  ended. 

And  the  Turkish  women  for'ard 
Were  frightened  and  behorrory ; 
And,  shrieking  and  bewildering. 
The  mothers  clutched  their  children ; 
The  men  sung,  "  Allah  lUah  I 
Mashallah  Bismillah !" 
As  the  warring  waters  doused  them. 
And  splashed  them  and  soused  them ; 
And  they  called  upon  the  Prophet, 
And  thought  but  little  of  it. 

Then  all  the  fleas  in  Jewry 
Jumped  up  and  bit  like  fiiry ; 
And  the  progeny  of  Jacob 
Did  on  the  main-deck  wake  up 
(1  wot  those  greasy  Rabbins 
Would  never  pay  for  cabins)  ; 
And  each  man  moaned  and  jabbered  in 
His  filthy  Jewish  gabardine. 
In  woe  and  lamentation, 
And  howling  consternation. 
And  the  splashing  water  drenches 
Their  dirty  brats  and  wenches  ; 
And  they  crawl  from  bales  and  benches, 
In  a  hundred  thousand  stenches. 
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This  was  the  White  Squall  famous 

Which  latterly  o'ercame  us. 

And  which  all  will  well  remember 

On  the  28th  September; 

When  a  Prussian  Captain  of  Lancers 

(Those  light-laced,  whiskered  prancers) 

Came  on  the  deck  astonished, 

By  that  wild  squall  admonished, 

And  wondering  cried,  "  Potzlausend  ! 

Wie  ist  der  Sturm  jetit  brausend ! " 

And  looked  at  Captain  Lewis, 

Who  calmly  stood  and  blew  his 

Cigar  in  alt  the  bustle. 

And  scorned  the  tempest's  tussle. 

And  oft  we've  thought  thereafter 

How  he  beat  the  storm  to  laughter ; 

For  well  he  knew  his  vessel 

With  that  vain  wind  could  wrestle  ; 

And  when  a  wreck  we  thought  her 

And  doomed  ourselves  to  slaughter. 

How  gaily  he  foughl  her, 

And  through  the  hubbub  brought  her, 

And,  as  the  tempest  caught  her, 

Cried,  "  George  !  some  brandy  and  water  ! ' 

And  "when,  its  force  expended, 
The  harmless  storm  was  ended, 
And,  as  the  sunrise  splendid 

Came  blushing  o'er  the  sea, 
I  Ihoi^fht,  as  day  was  breaking. 
My  little  girls  were  waking, 
And  smihng,  and  making 

A  prayer  at  home  for  me. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

TELMESSUS,— BEYROUT. 

THERE  should  have  been  3  poet  in  our  company  to  describe  that 
charming  little  bay  of  Glaucus,  into  which  we  entered  on  the 
26th  of  September,  in  the  first  steamboat  that  ever  disturbed  its 
beautiful  watera.  You  can't  put  down  in  prose  that  delicious  episode 
of  natural  poetry  ;  it  ought  to  be  done  in  a  symphony,  full  of  sweet 
melodies  and  swelling  harmonies  ;  or  sung  in  a  strain  of  clear  crystal 
iambics,  such  as  Milnes  knows  how  to  write.  A  mere  map,  drawn 
in  words,  gives  the  mind  no  notion  of  that  exquisite  nature.  What  do 
mountains  become  in  type,  or  rivers  in  Mr.  Vizetelly's  best  brevier  ? 
Here  lies  the  sweet  bay,  gleaming  peaceful  in  the  rosy  sunshine  : 
green  islands  dip  here  and  there  in  its  waters  :  purple  mountains  swell 
circling  round  it ;  and  towards  them,  rising  from  the  bay,  stretches  a 
rich  green  plain,  fruitful  with  herbs  and  various  fohage,  in  the  midst 
of  which  the  white  honses  twinkle.  I  can  see  a  little  minaret,  and  some 
spreading  palm-trees ;  but,  beyond  these,  the  description  would  answer 
as  well  for  Bantry  Bay  as  for  Makri,  You  could  write  so  far,  nay, 
much  more  particularly  and  grandly,  without  seeing  the  place  at  all, 
and  after  reading  Beaufort's  "  Caramania,"  which  gives  you  not  the 
least  notion  of  it. 

Suppose  the  great  hydrographer  of  the  Admiralty  himself  can't 
describe  it,  who  surveyed  the  place;  suppose  Mr.  Fellowes,  who 
discovered  it  aflerwards^suppose,  I  say,  Sir  John  Fellowes,  Knt, 
can't  do  it  (and  I  defy  any  man  of  imagination  to  get  an  impression 
of  Telmessus  from  his  book) — can  you,  vain  man,  hope  to  try?  The 
effect  of  the  artist,  as  I  take  it,  ought  to  be,  to  produce  upon  his 
hearer's  mind,  by  his  art,  an  effect  something  similar  to  that  produced 
on  his  own  by  the  sight  of  the  natural  object.  Only  music,  or  the 
best  poetry,  can  do  this.  Keats's  "  Ode  to  the  Grecian  Um  '  is  the 
best  description  I  know  of  that  sweet,  old,  silent  ruin  of  Telmessus. 
After  you  have  once  seen  it,  the  remembrance  remains  with  you,  like 
a  tune  from  Mozart,  which  he  seems  to  have  caught  out  of  heaven, 
and  which  rings  sweet  harmony  in  your  ears  for  ever  after  I  It's  a 
benefit  for  all  aiier-life  !  You  have  but  to  shut  your  eyes,  and  think, 
and  recall  it,  and  the  delightfiil  vision  comes  smiling  back,  to  your 
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order  I — the  divine  air — the  delicious  little  pageant,  which  nature  set 
before  you  on  this  lucky  day. 

Here  is  the  entry  made  in  the  note-book  on  the  eventful  day; — "In 
the  moming  steamed  into  the  bay  of  Glaucus— ^landed  at  Makri — 
cheerful  old  desolate  vill^^— theatre  by  the  beautiful  sea-shore— great 
fertility,  oleanders — a  palm-tree  in  the  midst  of  the  village,  spreading 
out  like  a  Sultan's  aigrette — sculptured  caverns,  or  tombs,  up  the  moun- 
tain—camels over  the  bridge." 

Perhaps  it  is  best  for  a  man  of  fancy  to  make  his  own  landscape 
out  of  these  materials  :  to  group  the  couched  camels  under  the  plane* 
trees  ;  the  little  crowd  of  wandering,  ragged  heathens  come  down  to 
the  calm  water,  to  behold  the  nearing  steamer  ;  to  fancy  a  mountain, 
in  the  sides  of  which  some  scores  of  tombs  are  rudely  carved  ;  pillars 
and  porticoes,  and  Doric  entablatures.  But  it  is  of  the  little  theatre 
that  he  must  make  the  most  beautiful  picture—  a  charming  little  place 
of  festival,  lying  out  on  the  shore,  and  looking  over  the  sweet  bay  and 
the  swelling  purple  islands.  No  theatre-goer  ever  looked  out  on  a 
fairer  scene.  It  encourages  poetry,  idleness,  delicious  sensual  reverie. 
O  Jones  !  friend  of  my  heart !  would  you  not  like  to  he  a  white-robed 
Greek,  lolling  languidly  on  the  cool  benches  here,  and  pouring  com- 
pliments (in  the  Ionic  dialect)  into  the  rosy  ears  of  Neaera  ?  Instead 
of  Jones,  your  name  should  be  lonides  ;  instead  of  a  silk  hat,  you 
should  wear  a  chaplet  of  roses  in  your  hair  :  you  would  not  listen  to 
the  choruses  they  were  singing  on  the  stage,  for  the  voice  of  the  fair 
one  would  be  whispering  a  rendezvous  for  the  mesoMuktiais  koraii, 
and  my  lonides  would  have  no  ear  for  aught  beside.  Yonder,  in  the 
mountain,  they  would  carve  a  Doric  cave  temple,  to  receive  your  urn 
when  all  was  done  ;  and  you  would  be  accompanied  thither  by  a  dii^e 
of  the  surviving  loiiidK.  The  caves  of  the  dead  are  empty  now,  how- 
ever, and  their  place  knows  them  not  any  more  among  the  festal  haunts 
of  the  living.  But,  by  way  of  supplying  the  choric  melodies  sung 
here  in  old  time,  one  of  our  companions  mounted  on  the  scene  and 
spouted, 

"  My  name  is  Norval." 

On  the  same  day  we  lay  to  for  a  while  at  another  ruined  theatre, 
that.of  Antiphilos.  The  Oxford  men,  fresh  with  recollections  of  the 
little-go,  boimded  away  up  the  hill  on  which  it  lies  to  the  ruin,  measured 
the  steps  of  the  theatre,  and  calculated  the  width  of  the  scene;  while 
others,  less  active,  watched  them  with  telescopes  from  the  ship's  sides, 
as  they  plunged  in  and  out  of  the  stones  and  hollows. 

Two  days  after  the  scene  was  quite  changed.  We  were  out  of  sight 
of  the  classical  country,  and  lay  in  St  George's  Bay,  behind  a  huge 
mountain,  upon  which  St  George  fought  the  dragon,  and  rescued  the 
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lovely  Lady  Sabra,  the  King  of  Babylon's  daughter.  The  Turkisb 
fleet  was  lying  about  us,  commanded  by  that  Halil  Pacha  whose  two 
children  the  two  last  Sultans  murdered.  The  crimson  flag,  with  the 
star  and  crescent,  fioated  at  the  stem  of  his  ship.  Our  diplomatist 
put  on  his  uniform  and  cordons,  and  paid  his  Excellency  a  visit.  He 
spoke  in  rapture,  when  he  returned,  of  the  beauty  and  order  of  the 
ship,  and  the  urbanity  of  the  infidel  admiral.  He  sent  us  bottles  of 
ancient  Cyprus  wine  to  drink :  and  the  captain  of  her  Majesty's  ship 
"  Trump,"  alongside  which  we  were  lying,  confirmed  that  good  opinion 
of  the  Capitan  Pasha  which  the  reception  of  the  above  present  led 
us  to  entertain,  by  relating  many  instances  of  his  friendliness  and 

hospitalities.    Captain  G said  the  Turkish  ships  were  as  well 

manned,  as  well  kept,  and  as  well  manceuvred,  as  any  vessels  in  any 
service ;  and  intimated  a  desire  to  command  a  Turkish  seventy-four, 
and  a  perfect  willingness  to  fight  her  against  a  French  ship  of  the 
same  size.  But  I  heartily  trust  he  will  neither  embrace  the  Mahometan 
opinions,  nor  be  called  upon  to  engage  any  seventy-four  whatever.  If 
he  do,  let  us  hope  he  will  have  his  own  men  to  fight  with.  If  the 
crew  of  the  "Trump"  were  all  like  the  crew  of  the  captain's  boat,  they 
need  fear  no  two  hundred  and  fifty  men  out  of  any  country,  with  any 
JoinviUe  at  their  head.  We  were  carried  on  shore  by  this  boat.  For 
two  years,  during  which  the  "  Trump  "  had  been  lying  off  Beyrout, 
none  of  the  men  but  these  eight  had  ever  set  foot  on  shore.  Mustn't 
It  be  a  happy  life?  We  were  landed  at  the  busy  quay  of  Beyrout, 
fianked  by  the  castle  that  the  fighting  old  commodore  half  battered 

Along  the  Beyrout  quays  civilization  flourishes  under  the  flags  of 
the  consul,  which  are  streaming  out  over  the  yellow  buildings  in  the 
clear  air.  Hither  she  brings  from  England  her  produce  of  marine- 
stores  and  woollens,  her  crockeries,  her  portable  soups,  and  her  bitter 
ale.  Hither  she  has  brought  politeness,  and  the  last  modes  from 
Paris.  They  were  exhibited  in  the  person  of  a  pretty  lady,  super- 
intending the  great  French  store,  and  who  seeing  a  stranger  sketching 
on  the  quay,  sent  forward  a  man  with  a  chair  to  accommodate  that 
artist,  and  greeted  bim  with  a  bow  and  a  smile,  such  as  only  can  be 
found  in  France.  Then  she  fell  to  talking  with  a  young  French  officer 
with  a  beard,  who  was  greatly  smitten  with  her.  They  were  making 
love  just  as  they  do  on  the  Boulevard.  An  Arab  porter  left  his  bales, 
and  the  camel  he  was  unloading,  to  come  and  look  at  the  sketch. 
Two.  stumpy,  flat-faced  Turkish  soldiers,  in  red  caps  and  white 
undresses,  peered  over  the  paper.  A  noble  little  Lebanonian  girl,  with 
a  deep  yellow  face,  and  curly  dun-coloured  hair,  and  a  blue  tattooed 
chin,  and  for  alt  clothing  a  little  r^ged  shift  of  blue  cloth,  stood  by 
like  a  little  statue,  holding  her  um,  and  stared  with  wondering  brown 
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«yes.  How  magnificently  blue  the  water  was  ! — how  bright  the  flags 
-and  buildings  as  they  shone  above  it,  and  the  lines  of  the  rigging 
iossing  in  the  bay  !  The  white  crests  of  the  blue  waves  jumped  and 
sparkled  like  quicksilver ;  the  shadows  were  as  broad  and  cool  as  the 
lights  were  brilliant  and  rosy ;  the  battered  old  towers  of  the  commodore 
looked  quite  cheerful  in  the  delicious  atmosphere;  and  the  mountains 
beyond  were  of  an  amethyst  colour.  The  French  officer  and  the  lady 
went  on  chattering  quite  happily  about  love,  the  last  new  bonnet,  or 
the  batde  of  isley,  or  the  "  Juif  Errant."  How  neatly  her  gown  and 
sleeves  fitted  her  pretty  little  person  !  We  had  not  seen  a  woman  for 
-a  month,  except  honest  Mrs.  Flanigan,  the  stewardess,  and  the  ladies 
of  our  party,  and  the  tips  of  the  noses  of  the  Constantinople  beauties 
as  they  passed  by  leering  from  their  yakmacs,  waddling  and  plapping 
in  their  odious  yellow  papooshes. 

And  this  day  is  to  be  marked  with  a  second  white  stone,  for  having 
given  the  lucky  writer  of  the  present,  occasion  to  behold  a  second 
beauty.  This  was  a  native  Syrian  damsel,  who  bore  the  sweet  name 
of  Mariam.  So  it  was  she  stood  as  two  of  us  (1  mention  the  number 
for  fear  of  scandal)  took  her  picture. 

So  it  was  that  the  good-natured  black  cook  looked  behind  her 
young  mistress,  with  a  bene-  t  .  1, 

volent    grin,   that  only  the 
admirable  Leslie  could  paint. 

Mariam  was  the  sister  of 
the  young  guide  whom  we 
hired  to  show  us  through 
the  town,  and  to  let  us  be 
cheated  in  the  purchase  of 
gilt  scarfs  and  handkerchiefs, 

which  strangers  think  proper  ' 

to  buy.  And  before  this 
authentic  drawing  could  be 
made,  many  were  the  strata- 
gems the  wily  artists  were 
obliged  to  employ,  to  subdue 
the  shyness  of  the  little 
Manam.  In  the  first  place, 
she  would  stand  behind  the 
door  (from  which  in  the 
darkness  her  beautiful  black 
eyes  gleamed  out  like  penny 
tapers) ',  nor  could  the  en- 
treaties of  her  brother  and  mamma  bring  her  from  that  hiding-place. 
In  order  to  conciliate  the  latter,  we  began  by  making  a  picture  of  her 
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too — that  is,  not  of  her,  who  was  an  enormous  old  fat  woman  in  yellow, 
quivering  all  over  with  strings  of  pearls,  and  necklaces  of  sequins,  and 
other  ornaments,  the  which  depended  from  her  neck,  and  down  her 
ample  stomacher :  we  did  not  depict  that  big  old  woman,  who  would 
have  been  frightened  at  an  accurate  representation  of  her  own  enormity ; 
but  an  ideal  being,  all  grace  and  beauty,  dressed  in  her  costume,  and 
still  simpering  before  me  in  my  sketch-book  like  a  lady  in  a  book  of 
fashions. 

This  portrait  was  shown  to  the  old  woman,  who  handed  it  over  to 
the  black  cook,  who,  grinning,  carried  it  to  little  Mariam— and  the 
result  was,  that  the  young  creature  stepped  forward,  and  submitted  ; 
and  has  come  over  to  Europe  as  you  see. 

A  very  snug  and  happy  family  did  this  of  Mariam's  appear  to  be. 
If  you  could  judge  by  all  the  laughter  and  giggling,  by  the  splendour 
of  the  women's  attire,  by  the  neatness  of  the  little  house,  prettily  deco- 
rated with  arabesque  paintings,  neat  mats,  and  gay  carpets,  they  were 
a  family  well  to  do  in  the  Beyrout  world,  and  lived  with  as  much  com- 
fort as  any  Europeans,  They  had  one  Iwok  j  and,  on  the  wall  of  the 
principal  apartment,  a  black  picture  of  the  Virgin,  whose  name  is 
borne  by  pretty  Mariam. 

The  camels  and  the  soldiers,  the  bazaars  and  khans,  the  fountains 
and  awnings,  which  chequer,  with  sucli  delightful  variety  of  light  and 
shade,  the  alleys  and  markets  of  an  Oriental  town,  are  to  be  seen  in 
Beyrout  in  perfection  ;  and  an  artist  might  here  employ  himself  for 
months  with  advantage  and  pleasure.  A  new  costume  was  here  added 
to  the  motley  and  picturesque  assembly  of  dresses.  This  was  the  dress 
of  the  blue-veiled  women  from  the  Lebanon,  stalking  solemnly  through 
the  markets,  with  huge  horns,  near  a  yard  high,  on  their  foreheads. 
For  thousands  of  years,  since  the  time  the  Hebrew  prophets  wrote, 
these  horns  have  so  been  exalted  in  the  Lebanon. 

At  night  Captain  Lewis  gave  a  splendid  ball  and  supper  to  the  . 
"  Trump."  We  had  the  "  Trump's  "  band  to  perform  the  music  ;  and 
a  grand  sight  it  was  to  see  the  captain  himself  enthusiastically  leading 
on  the  drum.  Blue  lights  and  rockets  were  burned  from  the  yards  of 
our  ship  ;  which  festive  signals  were  answered  presently  from  the 
"  Trump,"  and  from  another  English  vessel  in  the  harbour. 

They  must  have  struck  the  Capitan  Pasha  with  wonder,  for  he 
sent  his  secretary  on  board  of  us  to  inquire  what  the  fireworks  meant 
And  the  worthy  Turk  had  scarcely  put  his  foot  on  the  deck,  when  he 
found  himself  seized  round  the  waist  by  one  of  the  "  Trump's"  officers, 
and  whirling  round  the  deck  in  a  waltz  to  his  own  amazement  and  tbe 
huge  delight  of  the  company.  His  face  of  wonder  and  gravity,  as  he 
went  on  twirling,  could  not  have  been  exceeded  by  that  of  a  dancing 
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dervish  at  Scutari ;  and  the  manner  in  which  he  managed  to  enjamber 
the  walti  excited  universal  applause. 

1  forget  whether  he  accommodated  himself  to  European  ways  so 
much  further  as  to  drink  champagne  at  supper-time ;  to  say  that  he 
did  would  be  telling  tales  out  of  school,  and  might  interfere  with  the 
future  advancement  of  that  jolly  dancing  Turk. 

We  made  acquaintance  with  another  of  the  Sultan's  subjects,  who, 
I  fear,  will  have  occasion  to  doubt  of  the  honour  of  the  English  nation, 
after  the  foul  treachery  with  which  he  was  treated. 

Among  the  occupiers  of  the  litde  bazaar  watchboxes,  vendors  of 
embroidered  handkerchiefs  and  other  articles  of  showy  Eastern 
haberdashery,  was  a  good-looking,  neat  young  fellow,  who  spoke 
English  very  fluently,  and  was  particularly  attentive  to  all  the  passengers 
on  board  our  ship.  This  gentleman  was  not  only  a  pocket-handkerchief 
merchant  in  the  baiaar,  but  earned  a  further  livelihood  by  letting  out 
mules  and  donkeys  \  and  he  kept  a  small  lodging-house,  or  inn,  for 
travellers,  as  we  were  informed. 

No  wonder  he  spoke  good  English,  and  was  exceedingly  polite  and 
well-bred  ;  for  the  worthy  man  had  passed  some  time  in  England,  and 
in  the  best  society  too.  That  humble  haberdasher  at  Beyrout  had 
been  a  lion  here,  at  the  very  best  houses  of  the  great  people,  and  had 
actually  made  his  appearance  at  Windsor,  where  he  was  received  as  a 
Syrian  Prince,  and  treated  with  great  hospitality  by  royally  itself. 

1  don't  know  what  waggish  propensity  moved  one  of  the  officers  of 
the  "  Trump  "  to  say  that  there  was  an  equerry  of  his  Royal  Highness 
the  Prince  on  board,  and  to  point  me  out  as  the  dignified  personage  in 
question.  So  the  Syrian  Prince  was  introduced  to  the  royal  equerry, 
and  a  great  many  compliments  passed  between  us.  I  even  had  the 
audacity  to  state  that  on  my  very  last  interview  with  my  royal  master, 
his  Royal  Higlmess  had  said,  "  Colonel  Titmarsh,  when  you  go  to 
Beyrout,  you  will  make  special  inquiries  regarding  my  interesting 
friend  Cogia  Hassan." 

Poor  Cogia  Hassan  (I  forget  whether  that  was  his  name,  but  it  is  as 
good  as  another)  was  overpowered  with  this  royal  message ;  and  we 
had  an  intimate  conversation  together,  at  which  (he  waggish  officer 
of  the  "Trump"  assisted  wiih  the  greatest  glee. 

But  see  the  consequences  of  deceit !  The  next  day,  as  we  were 
getting  under  weigh,  who  should  come  on  board  but  my  friend  the 
Syrian  Prince,  most  eager  for  a  last  interview  with  the  Windsor 
equerry ;  and  he  begged  me  to  carry  his  protestations  of  unalterable 
fidelity  to  the  gracious  consort  of  her  Majesty.  Nor  was  this  all. 
Cogia  Hassan  actually  produced  a  great  box  of  sweetmeats,  of  which 
he  be^ed  my  excellency  to  accept,  and  a  little  figure  of  a  doll  dressed 
\t  of  Lebanon.     Then  the  punishment  of  imposture  began 
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so  I  was  obliged  to.  support  the  first  falsehMxl  by  another  ;  and  putting 
on  a  dignified  air—"  Cogia  Hassan,"  says  I,  "1  am  surprised  you  don't 
know  the  habits  of  the  British  Court  better,  and  are  not  aware  that  our 
gracious  master  solemnly  forbids  his  servants  to  accept  any  sort  of 
backsheesh  upon  our  travels." 

So  Prince  Cogia  Hassan  went  over  the  side  with  his  chest  of 
sweetmeats,  but  insisted  on  leaving  the  doll,  which  may  be  worth 
twopence-halfpenny ;  of  which  and  of  the  costume  of  the  women  of 
■  Lebanon,  the  following  is  an  accurate  likeness  : — 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

A  DAY  AND  NIGHT  IN  SYRIA. 

WHEN,  after  being  for  five  whole  weeks  at  sea,  with  a  general 
belief  that  at  the  end  of  a  few  days  the  marine  malady  leaves 
you  for  good,  you  find  that  a  brisk  wind  and  a.  heavy  rolling  swell 
create  exactly  the  same  inward  effects  which  they  occasioned  at  the 
very  commencement  of  the  voyage — you  begin  to  fancy  that  you  are 
unfairly  dealt  with  :  and  I,  for  my  part,  had  thought  of  complaining  to 
the  company  of  this  atrocious  violation  of  the  rules  of  their  prospectus ; 
but  we  were  perpetually  coming  to  anchor  in  various  ports,  at  which 
intervals  of  peace  and  good  humour  were  restored  to  us. 

On  the  3rd  of  October  our  cable  rushed  with  a  huge  rattle  into  the 
blue  sea  before  Jaffa,  at  a  distance  of  considerably  more  than  a  mile 
off  the  town,  which  lay  before  us  very  clear,  with  the  flags  of  the 
consuls  flaring  in  the  bright  sky,  and  making  a  cheerful  and  hospitable 
show.  The  houses  a  great  heap  of  sun-baked  stones,  surmounted  here 
and  there  by  minarets  and  countless  little  whitewashed  domes  ;  a  few 
date-trees  spread  oat  their  fan-like  heads  over  these  dull-looking  build- 
ings ;  long  sands  stretched  away  on  either  side,  with  low  purple  hills 
behind  them  ;  we  could  see  specks  of  camels  crawling  over  these 
yellow  plains  ;  and  those  persons  who  were  about  to  land,  had  the 
leisure  to  behold  the  sea-spray  flashing  over  the  sands,  and  over  a 
heap  of  black  rocks  which  lie  before  the  entry  to  the  town.  The  swell 
is  very  great,  the  passage  between  the  rocks  narrow,  and  the  danger 
sometimes  considerable.  So  the  guide  began  to  entertain  the  ladies 
and  other  passengers  in  the  huge  country  boat  which  brought  us  from 
the  steamer,  with  an  agreeable  story  of  a  lieutenant  and  eight  seamen 
of  one  of  her  Majesty's  ships,  who  were  upset,  dashed  to  pieces,  and 
drowned  upon  these  rocks,  through  which  two  men  and  two  boys,  with 
a  very  moderate  portion  of  clothing,  each  standing  and  pulling  half 
an  oar — there  were  but  two  oars  between  them,  and  another  by  way  of 
rudder— were  endeavouring  to  guide  us. 

When  the  danger  of  the  rocks  and  surf  was  passed,  came  another 
danger  of  the  hideous  brutes  in  brown  skins  and  the  briefest  shirts, 
who  came  towards  the  boat,  straddling  through  the  water  with  out- 
stretched arms,  grinning  and  yelling  their  Arab  invitations  to  mount 
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tbeir  shoulders.  I  think  these  fellows  frightened  the  ladies  still  more 
than  the  rocks  a.nd  the  surf;  but  the  poor  creatures  were  obliged  to 
sulmit ;  and,  trembling,  were  accommodated  somehow  upor\  the 
mahogany  backs  of  these  ruffians,  carried  through  the  shallows,  and 
flung  up  to  a  ledge  before  the  city  gate,  where  crowds  more  of  dark 
people  were  swarming,  howling  after  their  fashion.  The  gentlemen, 
meanwhile,  were  having  arguments  about  the  eternal  backsheesh  with 
the  roaring  Arab  boatmen  ;  and  1  recall  with  wonder  and  delight 
especially,  the  curses  and  screams  of  one  small  and  extremely  loud- 
lunged  fellow,  who  expressed  discontent  at  receiving  a  five,  instead  of 
a  six  piastre  piece.  But  how  is  one  to  know,  without  possessing  the 
language  ?  Both  coins  are  made  of  a  greasy  pewtery  sort  of  tin  ;  and 
I  thought  the  biggest  was  the  most  valuable  :  but  the  fellow  showed  a 
sense  of  their  value,  and  a  disposition  seemingly  to  cut  any  man's 
throat  who  did  not  understand  it.  Men's  throats  have  been  cut  for  a 
less  difference  before  now. 

Being  cast  upon  the  ledge,  the  first  care  of  our  gallantry  was  to 
look  after  the  ladies,  who  were  scared  and  astonished  by  the  naked 
savage  brutes,  who  were  shouldering  the  poor  things  to  and  fro ;  and 
bearing  them  through  these  and  a  dark  archway,  we  came  into  a  street 
crammed  with  donkeys  and  their  packs  and  drivers,  and  towering 
camels  with  leering  eyes  looking  into  the  second-floor  rooms,  and  huge 
splay  feel,  through  which  mesdames  ei  mesdemaiselUs  were  to  be  con- 
ducted. We  made  a  rush  at  the  first  open  door,  and  passed  comfort- 
ably under  the  heels  of  some  horses  gathered  under  the  arched  court, 
and  up  a  stone  staircase,  which  turned  out  to  be  that  of  the  Russian 
consul's  house.  His  people  welcomed  us  most  cordially  to  his  abode, 
and  the  ladies  and  the  luggage  (objects  of  our  solicitude)  were  led  up 
many  stairs  and  across  several  terraces  to  a  most  comfortable  little 
room,  under  a  dome  of  its  own,  where  the  representative  of  Russia 
sat.  Women  with  brown  faces  and  draggle-tailed  coats  and  turbans, 
and  wondering  eyes,  and  no  stays,  and  blue  beads  and  gold  coins 
hanging  round  their  necks,  came  to  gaze,  as  they  passed,  upon  the  fair 
neat  Enghshwomen,  B lows y  black  cooks  puffing  over  fires  and  the. 
strangest  pots  and  pans  on  the  terraces,  children  paddling  about  in 
long  stripted  robes,  interrupted  their  sports  or  labours  to  come  and 
stare ;  and  the  consul,  in  his  cool  domed  chamber,  with  a  lattice  over- 
looking the  sea,  with  clean  mats,  and  pictures  of  the  Emperor,  the 
Virgin,  and  St.  George,  received  the  strangers  with  smiling  courtesies, 
regaling  the  ladies  with  pomegranates  and  sugar,  the  gentlemen  with 
pipes  of  tobacco,  whereof  the  fragrant  tubes  were  three  yards  long. 

The  Russian  amenities  concluded,  we  left  the  ladies  still  under  the 
comfortable,  cool  dome  of  the  Russian  consulate,  and  went  to  see  otu' 
own  representative.    The  streets  of  the  little  town  are  neither  agree- 
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able  to  horse  nor  foot  travellers.  Many  of  the  streets  are  mere  flights 
of  rough  steps,  leading  abruptly  into  private  houses  ;  you  pass  under 
archways  and  passages  numberless ;  a  steep,  dirty  labyrinth  of  stone- 
vaulled  stables  ahd  sheds  occupies  the  ground-floor  of  the  habitations; 
and  you  pass  from  flat  to  flat  of  the  terraces ;  at  various  irregular 
corners  of  which,  little  chambers,  with  little  private  domes,  are  erected, 
and  the  people  live  seemingly  as  much  upon  the  terrace  as  in  Che  room. 
We  found  the  English  consul  in  a  queer  little  arched  chamber, 
with  a  strange  old  picture  of  the  King's  arhis  to  decorate  one  side  of 
it ;  and  here  the  consul,  a  demure  old  man,  dressed  in  red  flowing 
robes,  with  a  feeble  janissary  bearing  a  shabby  tin-mounted  staff,  or 
mace,  to  denote  his  office,  received  such  of  our  nation  as  came  to  him 
for  hospitality.  He  distributed  pipes  and  coffee  to  all  and  every  one ; 
he  made  us  a  present  of  his  house  and  all  bis  beds  for  the  night,  and 
went  himself  to  lie  quietly  on  the  terrace ;  and  for  all  this  hospitality 
he  declined  to  receive  any  reward  from  us,  and  said  he  was  but  doing 
his  duty  in  taking  us  in.  This  worthy  man,  I  thought,  must  doubtless 
be  very  well  paid  by  our  Government  for  making  such  sacrifices  ;  but 
it  appears  that  he  does  not  get  one  single  farthing,  and  that  the 
greater  number  of  our  Levant  consuls  are  paid  at  a  similar  rate  of  easy 
remuneration.  If  we  have  bad  consular  agents,  have  we  a  right  to 
complain  ?  If  the  worthy  gentlemen  cheat  occasionally,  can  we 
reasonably  be  angry  ?  But  in  travelling  through  these  countries, 
English  people,  who  don't  take  into  consideration  the  miserable 
.  poverty  and  scanty  resources  of  their  country,  and  are  apt  to  brag 
and  be  proud  of  it,  have  their  vanity  hurt  by  seeing  the  representatives 
of  every  nation  but  their  own  well  and  decently  maintained,  and  feel 
ashamed  at  sitting  down  under  the  shabby  protection  of  our  mean 
consular  flag. 

The  active  young  men  of  our  party  had  been  on  shore  long  before 
us,  and  seized  upon  all  the  available  horses  in  the  town  ;  but  we  relied 
upon  a  letter  from  Halil  Pacha,  enjoining  all  governors  and  pashas  to 
help  us  in  all  ways  :  and  hearing  we  were  the  bearers  of  this  docu- 
ment, the  cadi  and  vice-governor  of  Jaffa  came  to  wait  upon  the  head 
of  our  party  ;  declared  that  it  was  his  delight  and  honour  to  set  eyes 
upon  us  ;  that  he  would  do  everything  in  the  world  to  serve  us  ;  that 
there  were  no  horses,  unluckily,  but  he  would  send  and  get  some  in 
three  hours  ;  and  so  left  us  with  a  world  of  grinning  bows  and  many 
■choice  compliments  froni  one  side  to  the  other,  which  came  to  each 
filtered  through  an  obsequious  interpreter.  But  hoiu^  passed,  and 
the  clatter  of  horses'  hoofs  was  not  heard.  We  had  our  dinner  of  e^s 
and  flaps  of  bread,  and  the  sunset  gun  lired  :  we  had  our  pipes  and 
coffee  again,  and  the  night  fell.  Is  this  man  throwing  dirt  upon  us  ? 
we  began  to  think.    Is  he  laughing  at  our  beards,  and  are  our  mothers' 
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graves  ill-treated  by  this  snuling,  swindling  c"!! '    'Wi-  H^ti^TnlT 

go  and  se«k  in  bis  own  den  this  shuffling  di: 

This  time  we  would  be  no  more  bamboozled 

would  use  the  language  of  stern  expostula 

would  let  the  rascal  hear  the  roar  of  the  indii 

rose  up  in  our  wrath.    The  poor  consul  got  a 

wax-candle,  such  as  I  wonder  his  means  ci 

janissaiy  marched  ahead  with  his  tin  mace  ; 

that  two  of  our  company  had  hired,  stepped  : 

sabre,  and  we  went  clattering  and  stumbling 

town,  in  order  to  seize  upon  this  cadi  in  his 

for  my  part  (though  outwardly  majestic  and 

that  the  horses  had  not  come,  and  that  we  ha 

little  queer  glimpse  of  Oriental  life,  which  the 

procured  for  us. 

As  piety  forbids  the  Turks  to  eat  during 
of  the  Ramazan,  they  spend  their  time  pri 
the  welcome  sunset,  when  the  town  wakei 
lighted  up  ;  all  the  pipes  begin  to  puff,  and 
all  the  sour-milk-and-sherbet-men  begin  to  ; 
their  wares  ;  all  the  frying-pans  in  the  little 
friz,  and  the  pots  to  send  forth  a  steam  ; 
ragged,  bustling,  be^arly,  cheerful  scene,  ' 
towards  the  Bow  Street  of  Jaffa,  We  bus 
narrow  archway  which  led  to  the  cadi's  polic 
room,  atrociously  perfumed  with  musk,  and  ; 
where  the  common  sort  stood,  mounted  th 
worship  and  friends  sat,  and  squatted  dowi 
and  silent  dignity.  His  honour  ordered  us 
evidently  showing  considerable  alarm.  A 
seemed  to  be  to  prepare  this  beverage  in  a  : 
prepared  for  each  of  us  about  a  teaspoonful  of 
clerk,  1  presume,  a  tall  Turk  of  a  noble  aspec 
having  apped  up  the  little  modicum  of  drink, 

All  the  other  travellers  (said  the  lion  with  ] 
orses  and  are  gone  ;  the  Russians  have  £ 
have  horses,  the  English  have  horses,  but  we, 
coming  with  letters  of  Halil  Pacha,  are  lau] 
Halil  Pacha's  letters  dirt,  that  you  attend  to 
British  lions  dogs  that  you  treat  them  so  ?— 
with  many  variations  was  made  on  our  side  I 
and  we  finally  swore  that  unless  the  horses  w( 
write  to  Halil  Pacha  the  next  morning,  an 
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English  Minister  at  the  Sublime  Porte.  Then  you  should  have  heard 
the  chorus  of  Turks  in  reply :  a  doien  voices  rose  up  from  the  divan, 
shouting,  screaming,  ejaculating,  expectorating  (the  Arabic  spoken 
language  seems  to  require  a  great  employment  of  the  two  latter 
oratorical  methods),  and  uttering  what  the  meek  interpreter  did  not 
translate  to  us,  but  what  I  daresay  were  by  no  means  complimentary 
phrases  towards  us  and  our  nation.  Finally,  the  palaver  concluded 
by  the  cadi  declaring  that  by  the  will  of  heaven  horses  should  be  forth- 
coming at  three  o'clock  in  the  morning  ;  and  that  if  not,  why,  then,  we 
might  write  to  Halil  Pacha. 

This  posed  us,  and  we  rose  up  and  haughtily  took  leave.  I  should 
like  to  know  that  fellow's  real  opinion  of  us  lions  very  much  :  and 
especially  to  iiave  had  the  translation  of  the  speeches  of  a  huge- 
breeched  turbaned  roaring  infidel,  who  looked  and  spoke  as  if  he 
would  have  liked  to  fling  us  all  into  the  sea,  which  was  hoarsely  mur- 
muring under  our  windows  an  accompaniment  to  the  concert  within. 

We  then  marched  through  the  bazaars,  that  were  lofty  and  grim, 
and  pretty  full  of  people.  In  a  desolate  broken  building,  some  hun- 
dreds of  children  were  playing  and  singing  ;  in  many  comers  sat 
parties  over  their  water-pipes,  one  of  whom  every  now  and  then  would 
begin  twanging  out  a  most  queer  chant  ;  others  there  were  playing  at 
casino — a  crowd  squatted  around  the  squalling  gamblers,  and  talking 
.and  looking  on  with  eager  interest.  In  one  place  of  the  baiaar  we 
found  a  hundred  people  at  least  listening  to  a  story-teller,  who  delivered 
his  tale  with  excellent  action,  voice,  and  volubility  :  in  another  they 
were  playing  a  sort  of  Ihimblerig  with  coffee-cups,  all  intent  upon  the 
game,  and  the  player  himself  very  wild  lest  one  of  our  party,  who  had 
discovered  where  the  pea  lay,  should  tell  the  company.  The  devotion 
and  energy  with  which  all  these  pastimes  were  pursued,  struck  me  as 
much  as  anything.  These  people  have  been  playing  thimblerig  and 
casino  ;  that  story-teller  has  been  shouting  his  tale  of  Antar  for  forty 
years  ;  and  they  are  just  as  happy  with  this  amusement  now  as  when 
tirst  they  tried  it  Is  there  no  ennui  in  the  Eastern  countries,  and  are 
blue-devils  not  allowed  to  go  abroad  there  ? 

From  the  baiaars  we  went  to  see  the  house  of  Mustapha,  said  to 
be  the  best  house  and  the  greatest  man  of  Jaffa,  But  the  great  man 
had  absconded  suddenly,  and  had  fled  into  Egypt.  The  Sultan  had 
made  a  demand  upon  him  for  sixteen  thousand  purses,  80,000/. — 
Mustapha  retired — the  Sultan  pounced  down  upon  his  house,  and  his 
goods,  his  horses  and  his  mules.  His  harem  was  desolate.  Mr.  Milnes 
could  have  written  six  affecting  poems,  had  he  been  with  us,  on  the 
dark  loneliness  of  that  violated  sanctuary.  We  passed  from  hall  to 
hall — terrace  to  terrace — a  few  fellows  were  slumbering  on  the  naked 
floors,  and  scarce  turned  as  we  went  by  them.  We  entered  Mustapha's 
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particular  divan — there  was  the  raised  floor,  but  no  bearded  fnends 
squatting  anay  the  night  of  Kamazan ;  there  was  the  little  coflfee 
furnace,  but  where  was  the  slave  and  the  coffee  and  the  glowing  embers 
of  the  pipes  ?  Mustapha's  favourite  passages  from  the  Koran  were 
still  painted  up  on  the  walls,  but  nobody  was  the  wiser  for  them.  We 
walked  over  a  sleeping  negro,  and  opened  the  windows  which  looked 
into  bis  gardens.  The  horses  and  donkeys,  the  camels  and  mules 
were  picketed  there  below,  but  where  is  the  said  Mustapha  ?  From  the 
frying-pan  of  the  Porte,  has  he  not  fallen  into  the  tire  raT  Mehemet  All  ? 
And  which  is  best,  to  broil  or  to  fry  ?  If  it  be  but  to  read  the  "Arabian 
Nights  "again  on  getting  home,  it  is  good  to  have  made  this  little 
voyage  and  seen  these  strange  places  and  faces. 

Then  we  went  out  through  .the-  arched  lowering  gateway  of  the 
town  into  the  plain  beyond,  and  that  was  another  famous  and  brilliant 
scene  of  the  "Arabian  Nights."  The  heaven  shone  with  a  marvellous 
brilliancy— the  plain  disappeared  far  in  the  haze— the  towers  and 
battlements  of  the  town  rose  black  against  the  sky — old  outlandish 
trees  rose  up  here  and  there — clumps  of  camels  were  couched  in  tbe 
rare  herbage — dogs  were  baying  about — groups  of  men  lay  sleeping 
under  their  haicks  round  about — round  about  the  tall  gates  many 
l^ts  were  twinkling — and  they  brought  us  water-pipes  and  sherbet — 
and  we  wondered  to  think  that  London  was  only  three  weeks  off. 

Then  came  the  night  at  the  consul's.  The  poor  demure  old  gentle- 
man brought  out  his  mattresses  ;  and  the  ladies  sleq>ing  round  on  tbe 
divans, we  lay  down  quite  happy;  and  I  for  my  part  intended  to  make 
as  ddigbtfiil  dreams  as  Alnascbar ;  but — lo,  tbe  delicate  mosquito 
sounded  his  horn :  the  active  flea  jumfied  up,  and  came  to  feast  on 
Christian  flesh  (the  Eastern  flea  bites  more  bitterly  than  the  most 
savage  bug  in  Christendom),  and  the  bug — oh,  the  accursed  !  Why 
was  he  made?  What  duty  has  that  infamous  ruffian  to  perform  in  the 
world,  save  to  make  people  wretched?  Only  Bulwer  in  his  most 
pathetic  style  could  describe  the  miseries  of  that  night — the  moaning, 
the  groaning,  the  cursing,  the  tumbling,  the  blistering,  the  infamous 
despair  and  degradation  I  1  beard  all  the  cocks  in  Jaffa  crow  ;  the 
children  crying,  and  the  mothers  hushing  them  ;  the  donkeys  braying 
fitfully  in  the  moonlight ;  at  Jast,  I  heard  the  clatter  of  hoofs  below, 
and  the  hailing  of  men.  It  was  three  o'clock,  the  horses  were  actually 
come;  nay,  there  were  camels  hkewise;  asses  and  mules,  pack-saddles 
and  drivers,  all  bustling  together  under  the  moonlight  in  the  cheerful 
street— and  the  first  night  in  Syria  was  over. 
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FKOH  JAFFA  TO  JERUSALEM. 

IT  took  an  hour  or  more  to  get  our  little  caravan  into  marching 
order,  to  accommodate  al!  the  packs  to  the  horpes,  the  horses  to 
the  riders ;  to  see  the  ladies  comfortably  placed  in  their  litter,  with  a 
sleek  and  large  black  mule  fore  and  aft,  a  groom  to  each  mule,  and 
a  tall  and  exceedingly  good-natured  and  mahogany-colSured  infidel  to 
walk  by  the  side  of  the  carriage,  to  balance  it  as  it  swayed  to  and  fro, 
££nd  to  offer  his  back  as  a  step  to  Che  inmates  whenever  they  were 
minded  to  ascend  or  alighL  These  three  fellows,  fasting  through  the 
Ramazan,  and  over  as  rough  a  road,  for  the  greater  part,  as  ever  shook 
mortal  bones,  performed  their  fourteen  hours'  walk  of  near  forty  miles 
with  the  most  admirable  courage,  alacrity,  and  good  humour.  They 
once  or  twice  drank  water  on  the  march,  and  so  far  infringed  the  rule ; 
but  they  refused  all  bread  or  edible  refreshment  offered  to  them,  and 
tugged  on  with  an  energy  that  the  best  camel,  and  I  am  sure  the  best 
Christian,  might  envy.  What  a  lesson  of  good-humoured  endurance 
it  was  to  certain  Pall  Mall  Sardanapaluses,  who  grumble  if  club  sofa- 
cushions  are  not  soft  enough  ! 

If  I  could  write  sonnets  at  leisure,  I  would  like  to  chronicle  in 
foiu^een  lines  my  sensations  on  finding  myself  on  a  high  Turkish 
saddle,  with  a  pair  of  fire-shovel  stirrups  and  worsted  reins,  red 
padded  saddle-cloth,  and  innumerable  tags,  fringes,  glass-beads,  ends  ■ 
of  rope,  to  decorate  the  harness  of  the  horse,  the  gallant  steed  on 
which  I  was  about  to  gallop  into  Syrian  life.  What  a  figure  we  cut 
in  the  moonlight,  and  how  they  would  have  stared  in  the  Strand  !  Ay, 
or  in  Leicestershire,  where  I  warrant  such  a  horse  and  rider  are  not 
often  visible !  The  shovel  stirrups  are  deucedly  short ;  the  clumsy 
leathers  cut  the  shins  of  some  equestrians  abominably;  you  sit  over 
your  horse  as  it  were  on  a  tower,  from  which  the  descent  would  be 
very  easy,  but  for  the  big  peak  of  the  saddle.  A  good  way  for  the 
inexperienced  is  to  put  a  stick  or  umbrella  across  the  saddle  peak 
again,  so  that  it  is  next  to  impossible  to  go  over  your  horse's  neck.  I 
found  this  a  vast  comfort  in  going  down  the  hills,  and  recommend  it 
conscientiously  to  other  dear  simple  brethren  of  the  city. 

Peaceful  men,  we  did  not  ornament  our  guxlles  with  pistols,  yata- 
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ghans,  &c.,  such  as  some  pilgrims  appeared  to  bristle  all  over  with  ; 
and  as  a  lesson  to  such  rash  people,  a  story  may  be  told  which  was 
narrated  to  us  at  Jerusalem,  and  carries  a  wholesome  moral.  The 
Honourable  Hoggin  Armer,  who  was  lately  travelling  in  the  East, 
wore  about  his  stomach  two  brace  of  pistols,  of  such  exquisite  finisli 
and  make,  that  a  Shdkh,  in  the  Jericho  country,  robbed  him  merely  for 
the  sake  of  the  pistols.  I  don't  know  whether  he  has  told  the  story  to 
his  friends  at  home. 

Another  story  about  Sheikhs  may  here  be  told  Apropos.  That 
celebrated  Irish  Peer,  Lord  Oldgent  (who  was  distinguished  in  the 
Buckinghamshire  Dragoons),  having  paid  a  soil  of  black  mail  to  the 
Sheikh  of  Jericho  country,  was  suddenly  set  upon  by  another  Sheikh, 
who  claimed  to  be  the  real  Jerichonian  governor  ;  and  these  twins 
quarrelled  over  the  body  of  Lord  Oldgent,  as  the  widows  for  the 
innocent  baby  before  Solomon,  There  was  enough  for  both — but  these 
digressions  are  interminable. 

The  party  got  under  way  at  near  four  o'clock  :  the  ladies  in  the 
litter,  the  French  fimnu-de-chambre  manfully  caracoling  on  a  grey 
horse ;  the  cavaliers,  like  your  humble  servant,  on  their  high  saddles  ; 
the  domestics,  flunkies,  guides,  and  grooms,-on  all  sorts  of  animals,—* 
some  fourteen  in  alL  Add  to  these,  two  most  grave  and  stately  Arabs  in 
white  beards,  white  turbans,  white  haicks  and  raiments  ;  sabres  curUng^ 
round  their  military  thighs,  and  immense  long  guns  at  their  backs. 
More  venerable  warriors  I  never  saw ;  they  went  by  the  side  of  the 
litter  soberly  prancing.  When  we  emerged  from  the  steep  clattering 
streets  of  the  city  into  the  gray  plains,  lighted  by  the  moon  and  star- 
hght,  these  militaries  rode  onward,  leading  the  way  through  the  huge 
avenues  of  strange  diabolical-looking  prickly  pears  (plants  that  look  as 
if  they  had  grown  in  Tartarus),  by  which  the  first  mile  or  two  of  route 
from  the  city  is  bounded  :  and  as  the  dawn  arose  before  us,  exhibiting 
first  a  Streak  of  gray,  then  of  green,  then  of  red  in  the  sky,  it  was  fine 
to  see  these  martial  figures  defined  against  the  rising  light.  The  sight 
of  that  little  cavalcade,  and  of  the  nature  around  it,  wUl  always  remain 
with  me,  I  think,  as  one  of  Che  freshest  and  most  delightful  sensations  . 
I  have  enjoyed  since  the  day  I  first  saw  Calais  pier.  It  was  full  day 
when  they  gave  their  horses  a  drink  at  a  large  pretty  Oriental  fountain, 
and  then  presently  we  entered  the  open  plain — the  famous  plain  of 
Sharon — so  fruitful  in  roses  once,  now  hardly  cultivated,  but  always 
beautiful  and  noble. 

Here  presently,  in  the  distance,  we  saw  another  cavalcade  pricking 
over  the  plain.  Our  two  white  warriors  spread  to  the  right  and  left, 
and  galloped  to  reconnoitre.  We,  too,  put  our  steeds  to  the  canter, 
and  handling  our  umbrellas  as  Richard  did*his  lance  against  Saladin, 
went  undaunted  to  challenge  this  caravan.    The  fact  is,  we  could 
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distinguish  Uiat  it  was  formed  of  the  party  of  our  pious  friends  the 
Poles,  and  we  hailed  them  with  cheerful  shouting,  and  presently  the  two 
caravans  joined  company,  and  scoured  the  plain  at  the  rate  of  near 
four  miles  per  hour.  The  horse-master,  a  courier  of  this  company,  rode 
three  miles  for  our  one.  He  was  a  broken-nosed  Arab,  with  pistols, 
a  sabre,  a  fusee,  a.  yellow  Damascus  cloth  flapping  over  his  head,  a.nd 
his  nose  ornamented  with  diachylon.  He  rode  a  hog-necked  gray 
Arab,  bristling  over  with  harness,  and  jumped,  and  whirled,  and 
reared,  and  halted,  to  the  admiration  of  all. 

Scarce  had  the  diachylonian  Arab  finished  his  evolutions,  when  io  ! 
yet  another  cloud  of  dust  was  seen,  and  another  party  of  aimed  aod 
glittering  horsemen  appeared.  They,  too,  were  led  by  an  Arab,  who 
was  followed  by  two  janissaries,  with  silver  maces  shining  in  the  sun. 
Twas  the  party  of  the  new  American  Consul- General  of  Syria  and 
Jerusalem,  hastening  to  that  city,  with  the  inferior  consuls  of  Ramleh 
and  Jaffa  to  escort  him.  He  expects  to  see  the  Millennium  in  three 
years,  and  has  accepted  the  office  of  consul  at  Jerusalem,  so  as  to  be 
on  the  spot  in  readiness. 

When  the  diachylon  Arab  saw  the  AmericEm  Arab,  he  straightway 
galloped  his  steed  towards  him,  took  his  pipe,  which  he  delivered  at  his 
adversary  in  guise  of  a  jereed,  and  galloped  round  and  round,  and  in 
and  out,  and  there  and  back  again,  as  in  a  play  of  war.  The  American 
replied  in  a  similar  playful  ferocity — the  two  warriors  made  a  little 
tournament  for  us  there  on  the  plains  before  Jaffa,  in  the  which 
diachylon,  being  a  little  worsted.  Challenged  his  adversary  to  a  race, 
and  fled  away  on  his  gray,  the  American  following  on  his  bay.  Here 
poor  sticking-plaster  was  again  worsted,  the  Yankee  contemptuously 
riding  round  him,  and  then  declining  further  exercise. 

What  more  could  mortal  man  want  ?  A  troop  of  knights  and 
paladins  could  have  done  no  more.  In  no  page  of  Walter  Scott  have 
I  read  a  scene  more  fair  and  sparkling.  The  sober  warriors  of  our 
escort  did  not  join  in  the  gambols  of  the  young  men.  There  they  rode 
soberly,  in  their  white  turbans,  by  their  ladies'  litter,  their  long  guns 
rising  up  behind  them. 

There  was  no  lack  of  company  along  the  road  :  donkeys  number- 
less, camels  by  twos  and  threes  ;  now  a  mule-driver,  trudging  along 
the  road,  chanting  a  most  queer  melody  ;  now  a  lady,  in  white  veil, 
black  mask,  and  yellow  papooshes,  bestriding  her  ass,  and  followed  by 
her  husband,^met  us  on  the  way  ;  and  most  people  gave  a  salutation. 
Presently  we  saw  Ramleh,  in  a  smoking  mist,  on  the  plain  before  us, 
flanked  to  the  right  by  a  tall  lonely  tower,  that  might  have  held  the 
bells  of  some  moiitier  of  Caen  or  Evreux.  As  we  entered,  about  three 
hours  and  a  half  after  starting,  among  the  white  domes  and  stone 
houses  of  the  little  town,  we  passed  the  place  of  tombs.    Two  women 
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Tcre  sitting  on  one  of  them, — the  one  bending  her  head  towards  the 
stone,  and  rocking  to  and  fro,  and  moaning  out  a  very  sweet,  pitiful 
lamentation.  The  American  consul  invited  us  to  breakfast  at  the 
house  of  his  subaltern,  the  hospitable  one-eyed  Armenian,  who  repre- 
sents the  United  States  at  Jaffa,  The  stars  and  stripes  were  flaunting' 
over  his  terraces,  to  which  we  ascended,  leaving  our  horses  to  the  care 
of  a  multitude  of  roaring,  ragged  Arabs  beneath,  who  took  charge  of 
and  fed  the  animals,  though  I  can't  say  in  the  least  why ;  but,  in  the 
same  way,  as  getting  off  my  hor^e  OH  entering  Jerusalem,  1  gave  the 
rein  into  the  hand  of  the  first  person  near  me,  and  have  never  heard 
of  the  worthy  brute  since.  At  the  American  cddsuI's  we  were  served 
first  with  rice  soup  in  pishpash,  flavoured  with  cinnamon  and  spice  ; 
then  with  boiled  mutton,  then  with  stewed  ditto  and  tomatoes  ;  then 
with  fowls  swimming  in  grease  ;  then  with  brown  rago&ts  belaboured 
with  onions ;  then  with  a  smoking  pilaff  of  rice  :  several  of  which 
dishes  I  can  pronounce  to  be  of  excellent  material  and  flavour. 
When  the  gentry  had  concluded  this  repast,  it  was  handed  to  a  side- 
table,  where  the  commonalty  speedily  discussed  it.  We  left  them 
licking  their  lingers  as  we  hastened  away  upon  the  second  part  of 

And  as  we  quitted  Ramkh,  the  scenery  lost  that  sweet  and 
peaceful  look  which  characterizes  the  pretty  plain  we  had  traversed  ; 
and  the  sun,  too,  rising  in  the  heaven,  dissipated  all  those  fresh, 
beautiful  tints  in  which  God's  world  is  clothed  of  early  morning,  and 
which  city  people  have  so  seldom  the  chance  of  beholding.  The  plain 
over  which  we  rode  looked  yellow  and  gloomy  ;  the  cultivation  little 
or  none  ;  the  land  across  the  roadside  fringed,  for  the  most  part,  with 
straggling  wild  carrot  plants  ;  a  patch  of  green  only  here  and  there. 
We  passed  several  herds  of  lean,  small,  well-conditioned  cattle  :  many 
flocks  of  black  goats,  tended  now  and  then  by  a  ragged  negro 
shepherd,  his  long  gun  slung  over  his  back,  his  hand  over  his  eyes  to 
shade  them  as  he  stared  at  our  little  cavalcade.  Most  of  the  half- 
naked  countryfolks  we  met,  had  this  dismal  appendage  to  Eastern 
rustic  life  ;  and  the  weapon  could  hardly  be  one  of  mere  defence, 
for,  beyond  the  faded  skull-cap,  or  tattered  coat  of  blue  or  dirty 
white,  the  brawny,  brown-chebted,  solemn-looking  fellows  had  nothing 
seemingly  to  guard.  As  before,  there  was  no  lack  of  travellers  on 
the  road  :  more  donkeys  trotted  by,  looking  sleek  and  strong  ;  camels 
singly  and  by  pairs,  laden  with  a  little  humble  ragged  merchandise, 
on  their  way  between  the  two  towns.  About  noon  we  halted  eagerly 
at  a  short  distance  from  an  Arab  village  and  well,  where  all  were  glad 
of  a  drink  of  fresh  water.  A  village  of  beavers,  or  a  colony  of  ants, 
make  habitations  not  unlike  these  dismal  huts  piled  together  on  the 
plain  here.    There  were  no  single  huts  along  the  whole  line  of  road  ; 
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poor  and  wretched  as  they  are,  the  Fellahs  huddle  all  together  for 
protection  from  the  other  thieves  their  neighbours.  The  government 
(which  we  restored  to  them)  has  no  power  to  protect  them,  and  is  onlj- 
strong  enough  to  rob  them.  The  women,  with  their  long  blue  gowns 
and  ragged,  veils,  came  to  and  fro  with  pitchers  on  their  heads. 
Rebecca  had  such  an  one  when  she  brought  drink  to  the  lieutenant  of 
Abraham.  The  boys  came  staring  round,  bawiing  after  us  with  their 
fathers  for  the  inevitable  backsheesh.  The  village  dogs  barked  round 
the  flocks,  as  they  were  driven  to  water  or  pasture. 

We  saw  a  gloomy,  not  very  lofty-looking  ridge  of  hills,  in  front  of 
us  ;  the  highest  of  which  the  guide  pointmg  out  to  us,  told  us  that 
from  it  we  should  see  Jerusalem.  It  looked  very  near,  and  we  all  set 
up  a  trot  of  enthusiasm  to  get  into  this  hill  country. 

But  that  burst  of  enthusiasm  (it  may  have  carried  us  nearly  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  in  three  minutes)  was  soon  destined  to  be  checked 
by  the  disagreeable  nature  of  the  country  we  had  to  traverse.  Before 
we  got  to  the  real  mountain  district,  we  were  in  a  manner  prepared  for 
it,  by  the  mounting  and  descent  of  several  lonely  outlying  hills,  up  and 
down  which  our  rough  stony  track  wound.  Then  we  entered  the  hill 
district,  and  our  path  lay  through  the  clattering  bed  of  an  ancient 
stream,  whose  brawling  waters  have  rolled  away  into  the  past,  along 
with  the  fierce  and  turbulent  race  who  once  inhabited  these  savage 
Jiills.  There  may  have  been  cultivation  here  two  thousand  years  ago 
The  mountains,  or  huge  stony  mounds  environing  this  rough  path  have 
level  ridges  all  the  way  up  to  their  summits  ;  on  these  parallel  ledges 
there  is  still  some  verdure  and  soil :  when  water  flowed  here,  and  the 
country  was  thronged  with  that  extraordinary  population,  which 
according  to  the  Sacred  Histories,  was  crowded  into  the  region  these 
mountain-steps  may  have  been  gardens  and  vineyards,  such  as  we  see 
now  thriving  along  the  hilis  of  the  Rhine.  Now  the  district  is  quite 
deserted,  and  you  ride  among  what  seem  to  be  so  many  petrified  water- 
falls. We  saw  no  animals  moving  among  the  stony  brakes  ;  scarcely 
even  a  Aoita  little  birds  in  the  whole  course  of  the  ride.  The  sparrows 
aie  all  at  Jerusalem,  among  the  house-tops,  where  their  ceaseless  chirp- 
ing and  twittering  forms  the  most  cheerful  sound  of  the  place. 

The  company  of  Poles,  the  company  of  Oxford  men,  and  the  little 
American  army,  travelled  too  quick  for  our  caravan,  which  was  made 
to  follow  the  slow  progress  of  the  ladies'  Utter,  and  we  had  to  make  the 
journey  through  the  mountains  in  a  very  small  number.  Not  one  of 
our  party  had  a  single  weapom  more  dreadful  than  an  umbrella  ;  and 
a  couple  of  Arabs,  wickedly  inclined,  might  have  brought  us  all  to  the 
halt,  and  rifled  every  carpet-bag  and  pocket  belonging  to  us.  Nor  can 
I  say  that  we  journeyed  without  certain  qualms  of  fear.  When  swarthy 
fellows,,  with  girdles  full  of  pistols  and  yataghans,  passed  us  without 
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unslinging  their  long  guns  :— when  scowling  camel-riders,  with  awful 
long  bending  lances,  decorated  with  tufts  of  rags,  or  savage  plumes  of 
scarlet  feathers,  went  by  without  molestation,  I  think  we  were  rather 
glad  that  they  did  not  stop  and  parley  :  for,  after  all,  a  British  lion 
with  an  umbrella  is  no  match  for  an  Arab  with  his  infernal  long  gun. 
What,  too,  would  have  become  of  our  women?  So  we  tried  to  think 
that  it  was  entirely  out  of  anxiety  for  them  that  we  were  inclined  to 
push  on. 

There  is  a  shady  resting-fSlace  and  village  in  the  midst  of  the  moun- 
tain dbtricc  where  the  travellers  are  accustomed  to  halt  for  an  hour's 
repose  and  refreshment  ;  and  the  other  caravans  were  just  quitting  this 
spot,  having  enjoyed  its  cool  shades  and  waters,  when  we  came  up. 
Should  we  stop  ?  Regard  for  the  ladies  (of  course  no  other  earthly 
consideration)  made  us  say,  "  No  ! "  What  admirable  self-denial  and 
chivalrous  devotion  !  So  our  poor  devils  of  mules  and  horses  got  no 
rest  and  no  water,  our  panting  litter-men  no  breathing  time,  and  we 
sta^ered  desperately  after  the  procession  ahead  of  us.  It  wound 
up  the  mountain  in  front  of  us  :  the  Poles  with  their  guns  and  attend- 
ants, the  American  with  his  janissaries  ;  fifty  or  sixty  all  riding  slowly 
like  the  procession  in  "  Bluebeard." 

But,  alas,  they  headed  us  very  soon  ;  when  we  got  up  the  weary  hill 
they  were  all  out  of  sight  Perhaps  thoughts  of  Fleet  Street  did  cross 
the  minds  of  some  of  us  then,  and  a  vague  desire  to  see  a  fewfiolice- 
men.  The  district  now  seemed  peopled,  andwith  an  ugly  race.  Savage 
personages  peered  at  us  out  of  huts  and  grim  holes  in  the  rocks.  The 
mules  began  to  loiter  most  abominably — water  the  muleteers  must 
have — and,  behold,  we  came  to  a  pleasant-looking  village  of  trees 
standing  on  a  hill :  children  were  shaking  figs  from  the  trees — women 
were  goingabout— before  us  was  the  mosque  of  a  holy  man — the  village, 
looking  like  a  collection  of  little  forts,  rose  up  on  the  hill  to  our  right, 
with  a  long  view  of  the  fields  and  gardens  stretching  from  it,  and  camels 
arriving  with  their  burdens.  Here  we  must  stop;  Paolo,  the  chief 
servant,  knew  the  Sheikh  of  the  village — he  very  good  man — give  him 
water  and  supper — watervery  good  here — in  fact  we  began  to  think  of 
the  propriety  of  halting  here  for  the  night,  and  making  our  entry  into 
Jerusalem  on  the  next  day. 

A  man  on  a  handsome  horse  dressed  in  red  came  prancing  up  to  us, 
looking  hard  at  the  ladies  in  the  litter,  and  passed  away.  Then  two 
others  sauntered  up,  one  handsome,  and  dressed  in  red  too,  and  he 
stared  into  the  litter  without  ceremony,  began  to  play  with  a  little  dog 
that  lay  there,  asked  if  we  were  Inglees,  and  was  answered  by  me  in 
the  affirmative.  Paolo  had  brought  the  water,  the  most  delicious  draught 
in  the  world.  The  gentlefolks  had  had  some,  the  poor  muleteers  were 
longing  for  it.    The  French  maid,  the  courageous  Victoire  (never 
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since  the  days  of  Joan  of  Arc  has  there  surely  been  a  more  gallant 
and  virtuous  female  of  France)  refused  the  drink ;  when  suddenly  a 
servant  of  the  party  scampers  up  to  his  master  and  says  :  "  Abou  Gosh 
says  the  ladies  must  get  out  and  show  themselves  to  the  women  of  the 
vUlage  ! " 

It  was  Abou  Gosh  himself,  the  redoubted  robber  Sheikh  about 
whom  we  had  been  laughing  and  crying  "  Wolf ! "  all  day.  Never  was 
seen  such  a  skuny  ?  "  March  ! "  was  the  instant  order  given.  When 
Victoire  heard  who  it  was  and  the  message,  you  should  have  seen  how 
she  changed  countenance ;  trembling  for  her  virtue  in  the  ferocious 
clutches  of  a  Gosh.  "  Un  verre  d'eau  pour  I'amour  de  Dieu ! "  gasped 
she,  and  was  ready  to  faint  on  her  saddle,  "  Ne  buvez  plus,  Victoire!" 
screamed  a  little  fellow  of  our  party,  "  Push  on,  push  on  ! "  cried  one 
and  all,  "  What's  the  matter ! "  exclaimed  the  ladies  in  the  litter,  as 
they  saw  themselves  suddenly  jogging  on  again.  But  we  took  care 
not  to  tell  them  what  had  been  the  designs  of  the  redoubtable  Abou 
Gosh.  Away  then  we  went— Victoire  was  saved — and  her  mistresses 
rescued  from  dangers  they  knew  not  of,  until  they  were  a  long  way  out 
of  the  village. 

Did  he  intend  insult  or  good  will  ?  Did  Victoire  escape  the  odious 
chance  of  becoming  Madame  Abou  Gosh  ?  Or  did  the  mountain  chief 
simply  propose  to  be  hospitable  after  his  fashion  ?  I  think  the  latter 
was  his  desire ;  if  the  former  had  been  his  wish,  a  half-dozen  of  his 
long  guns  could  have  been  up  with  us  in  a  minute,  and  had  all  our 
party  at  their  mercy.  But  now,  for  the  sake  of  the  mere  excitement, 
the  incident  was,  I  am  sorrj-  to  say,  rather  a  pleasant  one  than  other- 
wise :  especially  for  a  traveller  who  is  in  the  happy  condition  of  being 
able  to  sing  before  robbers,  as  is  the  case  with  the  writer  of  the 

A  Kttle  way  out  of  the  land  of  Goshen  we  came  upon  a  long  stretch 
of  gardens  and  vineyards,  slanting  towards  the  setting  sun,  which  illu- 
minated numberless  golden  clusters  of  the  most  delicious  grapes,  of 
which  we  stopped  and  partook.  Such  grapes  were  never  before 
tasted  I  water  so  fresh  as  that  which  a  countryman  fetched  for  us 
from  a  well  never  sluiced  parched  throats  before.  It  was  the  ride,  the 
sun,  and  above  all  Abou  Gosh,  who  made  that  refreshment  so  sweet, 
and  hereby  I  offer  him  my  best  thanks.  Presently,  in  the  midst  of  a 
most  diabolical  ravine,  down  which  our  horses  went  sliding,  we  heard 
the  evening  gun ;  it  was  fired  from  Jerusaleitu  The  twilight  is  brief 
in  this  country,  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  landscape  was  gray  round 
about  us,  and  the  sky  lighted  up  by  a  hundred  thousand  stars,  which 
made  the  night  beautiful. 

Under  this  superb  canopy  we  rode  for  a  couple  of  hours  to  our 
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journey's  end.  The  mountains  round  about  us  dark,  lonely,  and  sad  ; 
the  landscape  as  we  saw  it  at  night  (it  is  not  more  cheerful  in  the  day- 
time), the  nlost  solemn  and  forlorn  I  have  ever  seen.  The  feelings  of 
almost  terror  with  which,  riding  through  the  night,  we  approached  thb 
awful  place,  the  centre  of  the  world's  past  and  future  history,  have  no 
need  to  be  noted  down  here.  The  recollection  of  those  sensations  must 
rem^n  with  a  man  ^  long  as  his  memory  liists ;  and  he  should  think 
of  them  as  often,  perhaps,  as  he  should  talk  of  them  Iittl& 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

JERUSALEM. 

THE  ladies  of  our  party  found  excellent  quarters  in  readiness  for 
them  at  the  Creek  convent  in  the  city ;  where  ^ry  rooms,  and 
plentiful  meals,  and  wines  and  sweetmeats  delicate  and  abundant, 
were  provided  to  cheer  them  after  the  fatigues  of  their  journey.  1 
don't  know  whether  the  worthy  fa.thers  of  the  convent  share  in  the 
good  things  which  they  lavish  on  their  guests ;  but  they  look  as  if  they 
do.  Those  whom  we  saw  bore  every  sign  of  easy  conscience  and 
good  living;  there  were  a  pair  of  strong,  rosy,  greasy,  lazy  lay-brothers 
dawdhng  in  the  sun  on  the  convent  terrace,  or  peering  over  the  parapet 
into  the  street  below,  whose  looks  gave  one  a  notion  of  anything  but 


In  the  principal  room  of  the  strangers'  house  (the  lay  traveller  is 
not  admitted  to  dwell  in  the  sacred  interior  of  the  convent),  and  over 
the  building,  the  Russian  double-headed  eagle  is  displayed.  The  place 
is  under  the  patronage  of  the  Emperor  Nicholas  :  an  Imperial  Prince 
has  stayed  in  these  rooms  :  the  Russian  consul  performs  a  great  part 
in  the  city;  and  a  considerable  annual  stipend  is  given  by  the  Emperor 
towards  the  maintenance  of  the  great  establishment  in  Jerusalem.  The 
Great  Chapel  of  the  Church  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  is  by  far  the  richest, 
in  point  of  fiimiture,  of  all  the  places  of  worship  under  that  roof.  We 
were  in  Russia,  when  we  came  to  visit  our  friends  here ;  under  the 
protection  of  the  Father  of  the  Church  and  the  Imperial  Eagle  I  This 
butcher  and  tyrant,  who  sits  on  his  throne  only  through  the  crime  of 
those  who  held  it  before  him^every  step  in  whose  pedigree  is  stained 
by  some  horrible  mark  of  murder,  parricide,  adultery — this  padded  and 
whbkered  pontiff— who  rules  in  his  jack-boots  over  a  system  of  spies 
and  soldiers,  of  deceit,  ignorance,  dissoluteness,  and  brute  force,  such 
as  surely  the  history  of  the  world  never  told  of  before— has  a  tender 
interest  in  the  wel&re  of  his  spiritual  children ;  in  the  Eastern  Church 
tanks  aAcT  divinity,  and  is  worshipped  by  millions  of  men.  A  pious 
exemplar  of  Christianity  truly !  and  of  the  condition  to  which  its  union 
with  politics  has  brought  it  1  Think  of  the  rank  to  which  he  pretends, 
aad  gravely  beUeret  that  he  possesses,  no  doubt  J — think  of  those  wh(t 
assumed  the  same  oltni-sacred  character  before  him  I — and  then  of  the 
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Bible  and  the  Founder  of  the  Religion,  of  which  the  Emperor  assumes 
to  be  the  chief  priest  and  defender  ! 

We  had  some  Poles  of  our  party ;  but  these  poor  fellows  went  tt> 
the  Latin  convent,  declining-  to  worship  after  the  Emperor's  fashion. 
The  next  night  after  our  arrival,  two  of  them  passed  in  the  Sepulchre. 
There  we  saw  them,  more  than  once  on  subsequent  visits,  kneeling 
in  the  Latin  Church  before  the  pictures,  or  marching  solemnly  with 
candles  in  processions,  or  lying  flat  on  the  stones,  or  passionately- 
kissing  the  spots  which  their  traditions  have  consecrated  as  the 
authentic  places  of  the  Saviour's  sufferings.  More  honest  or  more 
civilized,  or  from  opposition,  the  Latin  fathers  have  long  given  tip 
and  disowned  the  disgusting  mummery  of  the  Eastern  Fire — which  lie 
the  Greeks  continue  annually  to  tell. 

Their  travellers'  house  and  convent,  though  large  and  commodious, 
are  of  a  much  poorer  and  shabbier  condition  than  those  of  the  Greeks, 
Both  make  believe  not  to  take  money ;  but  the  traveller  is  expected  to 
pay  in  each.  The  Latin  fathers  enlarge  their  means  by  a  little  harm- 
less trade  in  beads  and  crosses,  and  mother-of-pearl  shells,  on  which 
figures  of  saints  are  engraved  ;  and  which  they  purchase  from  the 
manufacturers,  and  vend  at  a  smalt  profit.  The  English,  until  of  late, 
used  to  be  quartered  in  these  sham  inns  ;  but  last  year  two  or  three 
Maltese  took  houses  for  the  •  reception  of  tourists,  who  can  now  be 
accommodated  with  cleanly  and  comfortable  board,  at  a  rate  not  too 
heavy  for  most  pockets. 

To  one  of  these  we  went  very  gladly ;  giving  our  horses  the  bridle 
at  the  door,  which  went  off  of  their  own  will  to  th«r  stables,  through 
the  dark  inextricable  labyrinths  of  streets,  archways,  and  alleys,  which 
we  had  threaded  after  leaving  the  main  street  from  the  Jaffa  Gate. 
There,  there  was  still  some  life.  Numbers  of  persons  were  coQected 
at  their  doors,  or  smoking  before  the  dingy  coffee-houses,  where  singing 
and  story-telling  were  going  on  ;  but  out  of  this  great  street  everything 
was  silent,  and  no  sign  of  a  light  from  the  windows  of  the  low  houses 
which  we  passed. 

We  ascended  from  a  lower  floor  up  to  a  terrace,  on  which  were 
several  little  domed  chambers,  or  pavilions.  From  this  terrace,  whence 
we  looked  in  the  morning,  a  great  part  of  the  city  spread  before  us  : 
— white  domes  upon  domes,  and  terraces  of  the  same  character  as  our 
own.  Here  and  there,  from  among  these  whitewashed  mounds  round 
about,  a  minaret  rose,  or  a  rare  date-tree ;  but  the  chief  part  of  the 
vegetation  near  was  that  odious  tree  the  prickly  pear, — one  huge 
green  wart  growing  out  of  another,  armed  with  spikes,  as  inhospitable 
as  the  aloe,  without  shelter  or  beauty.  To  the  right  the  Mosque  of 
Omar  rose ;  the  rising  sun  behind  it.    Yonder  steep  tortuous  lane 
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before  us,  flanked  by  ruined  walls  on  either  side,  has  borne,  time  out 
of  mind,  the  title  of  Via  Dolorosa  ;  and  tradition  has  fixed  the  spots 
where  the  Saviour  rested,  bearing  his  cross  to  Calvary.  But  of  the 
mountain,  rising  immediately  in  front  of  us,  a  few  gray  olive-trees 
speckling  the  yellow  side  here  and  there,  there  can  be  no  question. 
That  is  the  Mount  of  Olives.  Bethany  lies  beyond  it  The  most 
sacred  eyes  that  ever  looked  on  this  world  have  gaied  on  those  ridges : 
it  was  there  He  used  to  walk  and  teach.  With  shame  and  humility 
one  looks  towards  the  spot  where  that  inexpressible  Love  and  Bene- 
volence lived  and  breathed ;  where  the  great  yearning  heart  of  the 
Saviour  interceded  for  all  our  race  ;  and  whence  the  bigots  and  traitors 
of  his  day  led  him  away  to  kill  him  ! 

That  company  of  Jews  whom  we  had  brought  with  us  from  Con- 
stantinople, and  who  had  cursed  every  delay  on  the  route,  not  from 
impatience  to  view  the  Holy  City,  but  from  rage  at  being  obliged  to 
purchase  dear  provisions  for  their  maintenance  on  shipboard,  made 
what  bargains  they  best  could  at  Jaffa,  and  journeyed  to  the  Valley  of 
Jehoshaphat  at  the  cheapest  rate.  We  saw  the  tall  form  of  the  old 
Polish  Patriarch,  venerable  in  hlth,  stalking  among  the  stinking  ruins 
of  the  Jewish  quarter.  The  sly  old  Rabbi,  in  the  greasy  folding  hat, 
who  would  not  pay  to  shelter  his  children  from  the  storm  off  Beyrout, 
greeted  us  in  the  bazaars  ;  the  younger  Rabbis  were  furbished  up 
with  some  smartness.  We  met  them  on  Sunday  at  the  kind  of 
promenade  by  the  walls  of  the  Bethlehem  Gate  ;  they  were  in  com- 
pany of  some  red-bearded  co-religionists,  smartly  attired  in  Eastern 
raiment ;  but  their  voice  was  the  voice  of  the  Jews  of  Berlin,  and  of 
course  as  we  passed  they  were  talking  about  so  many  bundert  thaler. 
You  may  track  one  of  the  people,  and  be  sure  to  bear  mention  of  that 
silver  calf  that  they  worship. 

The  English  mission  has  been  very  unsuccessful  with  these  reli- 
gionists. 1  don't  believe  the  Episcopal  apparatus— the  chaplains, 
and  the  colleges,  and  the  beadles— have  succeeded  in.  converting  a 
dozen  of  them  ;  and  a  sort  of  martyrdom  is  in  store  for  the  luckless 
Hebrew  at  Jerusalem  who  shall  secede  from  his  faith.  Their  old 
community  spurn  them  with  horror  ;  and  I  heard  of  the  case  of  one 
unfortunate  man,  whose  wife,  in  spite  of  her  husband's  change  of 
j:reed,  being  resolved,  like  a  true  woman,  to  cleave  to  him,  was  spirited 
away  from  him  in  his  absence  ;  was  kept  in  privacy  in  the  city,  in 
.spite  of  all  exertions  of  the  mission,  of  the  consul  and  the  bishop,  and 
the  chaplains  and  the  beadles  ;  was  passed  away  from  Jerusalem  to 
Beyrout,  and  thence  to  Constantinople ;  and  from  Constantinople 
«ras  whisked  off  into  the  Russian  territories,  where  she  still  pines  after 
ber  husband.    May  that  unhappy  convert  find  consolation  away  iron; 
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her.  I  could  not  help  thinking,  as  my  informant,  an  excellent  and 
accomplished  gentleman  of  the  mission,  told  me  the  story,  that  the 
Jews  had  done  only  what  the  Christians  do  under  the  same  circum- 
stances. The  woman  was  the  daughter  of  a  most  learned  Rabbi, 
as  I  gathered.  Suppose  a  daughter  of  the  Rabbi  of  Exeter,  or 
Canterbury,  were  to  marry  a  man  who  turned  Jew,  would  not  her 
Right  Reverend  Father  be  justified  in  taking  her  out  of  the  power  of 
a  person  likely  to  hurl  her  soul  to  perdition?  These  poor  converts 
should  surely  he  sent  away  to  England  out  of  the  way  of  persecution. 
We  could  not  but  feel  a  pity  for  them,  as  they  sat  there  on  their 
benches  in  the  church  conspicuous ;  and  thought  of  the  scorn  and 
contumely  which  attended  theni  without,  as  they  passed,  in  their 
European  dresses  and  shaven  beards,  among  their  grisly,  scowling, 
long-robed  countrymen. 

As  elsewhere  in  the  towns  I  have  seen,  the  Ghetto  of  Jerusalem 
is  pre-eminent  in  filth.  The  people  are  gathered  round  about  the 
dung-gate  of  the  city.  Of  a  Friday  you  may  hear  their  wailings  and 
lamentations  for  the  lost  glories  of  their  city.  I  think  the  A'alley  of 
Jehoshaphat  is  the  most  ghastly  sight  I  have  seen  in  the  world.  From 
all  quarters  they  come  hither  to  bury  their  dead.  When  his  time  is 
come  yonder  hoary  old  miser,  with  whom  we  made  our  voyage,  will 
lay  his  carcase  to  rest  here.  To  do  that,  and  to  claw  together  money, 
has  been  the  purpose  of  that  strange,  long  life. 

We  brought  with  us  one  of  the  gentlemen  of  the  mission,  a 

Hebrew  convert,  the  Rev.  Mr,  E ;  and  lest  I  should  be  supposed 

to  speak  with  disrespect  above  of  any  of  the  converts  of  the  Hebrew 
faith,  let  me  mention  this  gentleman  as  the  only  one  whom  I  had  the 
fortune  to  meet  on  terms  of  intimacy.  -I  never  saw  a  man  whose 
outward  conduct  was  more  touching,  whose  sincerity  was  more 
evident,  and  whose  religious  feeling  seemed  more  deep,  real,  and 
reasonable. 

Only  a  few  feet  off,  the  walls  of  the  Anglican  Church  of  Jerusalem 
rise  up  from  their  foundations,  on  a  picturesque  Open  spot,  in  front  of 
the  Bethlehem  Gate,  The  English  Bishop  has  his  church  hard  by  ; 
and  near  it  is  the  house  where  the  Christians  of  our  denomination 
assemble  and  worship. 

There  seem  to  be  polyglot  services  here.  I  saw  books  of  prayer,  or 
Scripture,  in  Hebrew,  Greek,  and  German :  in  which  latter  language 
Dr.  Alexander  pr^ches  every  Sunday.  A  gentleman  who  sat  near  me 
at  church  used  all  these  books  indifferently  ;  reading  the  first  lesson 
from  the  Hebrew  book,  and  the  second  from  the  Greek.  Here  we  all 
assembled  on  the  Sunday  after  our  arrival ;  itwas  affecting  to  hear  the 
music  and  language  of  our  country  sounding  in  this  distant  place  j  t» 
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have  the  decent  aad  manly  ceremoni^  of  our  service ;  the  prayers 
delivered  in  that  noble  language.  Even  that  stout  anti-prelatist,  the 
American  consul,  who  has  left  his  house  and  fortune  in  America  in 
order  to  witness  the  coming  of  the  Millennium,  who  believes  it  to  be  so 
near  that  he  has  brought  a  dove  with  him  from  his  native  land  (which 
bird  he  solemnly  informed  us  was  to  survive  theexpected  Advent},  was 
affected 'by  the  good  o!d  words  and  service.  He  swayed  about  and 
moaned  in  his  place  at  various  passages  ;  during  the  sermon  he  gave 
especial  marks  of  sympathy  and  approbation.  I  never  heard  the 
service  more  excellently  and  impressively  read  than  by  the  Bishop's 
chaplain,  Mr.  Veitch.  But  it  was  the  music  that  was  most  touching  I 
thought, — the  sweet  old  songs  of  home. 

There  was  a  considerable  company  assembled :  near  a  hundred 
people  I  should  think.  Our  party  made  a  large  addition  to  the  usual 
congregation.  The  Bishop's  family  is  proverbially  numerous ;  the 
consul,  and  the  gentlemen  of  the  mission,  have  wives,  and  children, 
and  English  establishments.  These,  and  the  strangers,  occupied  places 
,  down  the  room,  to  the  right  and  left  of  the  desk  and  communion-table. 
The  converts,  and  the  members  of  the  college,  in  rather  a  scanty 
number,  faced  the  officiating  clergyman  ;  before  whom  the  silver  maces 
of  the  janissaries  were  set  u;^  as  they  set  up  the  beadles'  maces  in 
England. 

I  made  many  walks  round  the  city  to  Olivet  and  Bethany,  to  the 
tombs  of  the  kings,  and  the  fountains  sacred  in  story.  These  are 
green  and  fresh,  but  all  the  rest  of  the  landscape  seemed  to  me  to  be 
Jrightfitl.  Parched  mountains,  with  a  gray  bleak  olive-tree  trembling 
here  and  there  ;  savage  ravines  and  valleys,  paved  with  tombstones— a 
landscape  unspeakably  ghastly  and  desolate,  meet  the  eye  wherever 
you  wander  round  about  the  city.  The  place  seems  quite  adapted  to 
the  events  which  are  recorded  in  the  Hebrew  histories.  It  and  they, 
as  it  seems  to  me,  can  never  be  regarded  without  terror.  Fear  and 
blood,  crime  and  punishment,  follow  from  page  to  page  in  frightful 
succession.  There  is  not  a  spot  at  which  you  look,  but  some  violent 
deed  has  been  done  there  :  some  massacre  has  been  committed,  some 
victim  has  been  murdered,  some  idol  has  been  worshipped  with  bloody 
and  dreadful  rites.  Not  far  from  hence  is  the  place  where  the  Jewish 
conqueror  fought  for  the  possession  of  Jerusalem.  "  The  sun  stood 
still,  and  hasted  not  to  go  down  about  a  whole  day  ;"  so  that  the  Jews 
might  have  daylight  to  destroy  the  Amorites,  whose  iniquities  were 
full,  and  whose  land  they  were  about  to  occupy.  The  fugitive  heathen 
king,  and  his  allies,  were  discovered  in  their  hiding-place,  and  hanged : 
"  and  the  children  of  Judali  smote  Jerusalem  with  the  edge  of  the 
sword,  and  set  the  city  on  tire ;  and  they  left  none  remaining,  but 
utterly  destroyed  all  that  breathed," 
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J  went  out  at  the  Zion  Gate,  and  looked  at  the  so-called  tomb  or 
David.  I  had  been  reading  all  the  momii^  in  the  Psalms,  and  his 
history  in  Samuel  and  Kings.  "  Britig  thou  down  Shintei's  hoar  head 
to  ths  grave  -wiik  blood"  are  the  last  words  of  the  dying  monarch  as 
recorded  by  the  history.  What  they  call  the  tomb  is  now  a  cnimblii^ 
old  mosque  ;  from  which  Jew  and  Christian  are  excluded  alike.  As  I 
saw  it,  blazing  in  the  sunshine,  with  the  purple  sky  behind  it,  the  glare 
only  served  to  mark  the  surrounding  desolation  more  clearly.  The 
lonely  walls  and  towers  of  the  city  rose  hard  by.  Dreary  mountains, 
and  declivities  of  naked  stones,  were  round  about  :  they  are  burrowed 
with  holes,  in  which  Christian  hennits  lived  and  died.  You  see  one 
green  place  far  down  in  the  valley  :  it  is  called  £n  RogeL  Adonijah 
feasted  there,  who  was  killed  by  his  brother  Solomon,  for  asking  for 
Abishag  for  wife.  The  Valley  of  Hinnom  skirts  the  hill ;  the  dismal 
ravine  was  a  fruitful  gaxden  once.  Ahax,  and  the  idoiatrous  kings, 
sacrificed  to  idols  under  the  green  trees  there,  and  "  caused  their  chil- 
dren to  pass  through  the  fire."  On  the  mountain  opposite,  Solomon, 
with  the  thousand  women  of  his  harem,  worshipped  the  gods  of  all 
their  nations,"  Ashtoreth,''and  "Milcom, and  Molech,  the  abomination 
of  the  Ammonites."  An  enormous  chamel-house  stands  on  the  hill 
where  the  bodies  of  dead  pilgrims  used  to  be  thrown  ;  and  common 
belief  lias  fixed  upon  this  spot  as  the  Aceldama,  which  Judas  purchased 
with  the  price  of  his  treason.  Thus  you  go  on  from  one  gloomy  place 
to  another,  each  seared  with  its  bloody  tradition.  Yonder  is  the  Temple, 
and  you  think  of  Titus's  soldiery  stonning  its  flaming  porches,  and 
entering  the  city,  in  the  savage  defence  of  which  two  million  human 
souls  perished.  It  was  on  Mount  Zion  that  Godfrey  and  Tancred  had 
their  camp  :  when  the  Crusaders  entered  the  mosque,  they  rode  knee- 
deep  in  the  blood  of  its  defenders,  and  of  the  women  and  children  who 
had  fled  thither  for  refuge  :  it  was  the  victory  of  Joshua  over  again. 
Then,  after  three  days  of  butchery,  they  purified  the  desecrated  mosque 
and  went  to  prayer.  In  the  centre  of  this  history  of  crime  rises  up  the 
Great  Murder  of  all,  .  .  . 

I  need  say  no  more  about  this  gloomy  landscape^  After  a  man  has 
seen  it  once,  he  never  forgets  it — the  recollection  of  it  seems  to  me  to 
follow  him  like  a  remorse,  as  it  were  to  implicate  him  in  the  awful  deed 
which  was  done  there.  Oh !  with  what  unspeakable  shame  and  terror 
should  one  think  of  that  crime,  and  prostrate  himself  before  the  image 
of  that  Divine  Blessed  Sufl^erer ! 

Of  course  the  first  visit  of  the  traveller  is  to  the  famous  Church  of 
the  Sepulchre. 

In  the  archway,  leading  from  the  street  to  the  court  and  church, 
there  is  a  little  baiaar  of  Bethlehemites,  who  must  interfere  consider-- 
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ably  with  the  commerce  of  the  Latia  fathers.  These  men  bawl  to  you 
from  their  stalls,  and  hold  up  for  your  purchase  their  devotional 
baubles, — bushels  of  rosaries  and  scented  beads,  and  carved  mother- 
of-pearl  shells,  and  rude  stone  salt-cellars  and  figures.  Now  that  inns 
are  established, — envoys  of  these  pedlars  attend  them  on  the  arrival  of 
strangers,  squat  all  day  on  the  terraces  before  your  door,  and  patiently 
entreat  you  to  buy  of  their  goods.  Some  worthies  there  are  who  drive 
a  good  trade  by  tattooing  pilgrims  with  the  five  crosses,  the  arms  of 
Jerusalem  ;  under  which  the  name  of  the  city  is  punctured  in  Hebrew, 
with  the  auspicious  year  of  the  Hadji's  visit.  Several  of  our  fellow- 
travellers  submitted  to  this  queer  operation,  and  wdl  carry  to  their 
grave  this  relic  of  their  journey.  Some  of  them  had  engaged  a  servant, 
a  man  at  Beyrout,  who  had  served  as  a  lad  on  board  an  English  ship 
in  the  Mediterranean.  Above  his  tattooage  of  the  five  crosses,  the 
fellow  had  a  picture  of  two  hearts  united,  and  the  pathetic  motto, 
"  Betsy  my  dear."  He  had  parted  with  Betsy  my  dear  five  years 
before  at  Malta.  He  bad  known  a  little  English  there,  but  had  for- 
gotten it.  Betsy  my  dear  was  forgotten  too.  Only  her  name  remained 
engraved  with  a  vain  simulacrum  of  constancy  on  the  faithless  rogue's 
skin :  on  which  was  now  printed  another  token  of  equally  effectual 
devotion.  The  beads  and  the  tattooing,  however,  seem  essential  cere- 
monies attendant  on  the  Christian  pilgrim's  visit ;  for  many  hundreds 
of  years,  doubtless,  the  palmers  have  carried  otf  with  them  these  simple 
reminiscences  of  the  sacred  city.  That  symbol  has  been  engraven  upon 
the  arms  of  how  many  Princes,  Knights,  and  Crusaders  !  Don't  you  see 
a  moral  as  applicable  to  them  as  to  the  swindling  Beyrout  horseboy  ? 
I  have  brought  you  back  that  cheap  and  wholesome  apologue,  in  lieu 
of  any  of  the  Betblehemite  shells  and  beads. 

After  passing  through  the  porch  of  the  pedlars,  you  come  to  the 
courtyard  in  front  of  the  noble  old  towers  of  the  Church  of  the 
Sepulchre,  with  pointed  arches  and  Gothic  traceries,  rude,  but  rich  and 
picturesque  in  design.  Here  crowds  are  waiting  in  the  sun,  until  it 
shall  please  the  Turkish  guardians  of  the  church-door  to  open.  A 
swarm  of  beggars  sit  here  permanently  :  old  tattered  hags  with  long 
veils,  ragged  children,  blind  old  bearded  beggars,  who  raise  up  a  chorus 
of  prayers  for  money,  holding  out  their  wooden  bowls,  or  clattering 
with  their  sticks  on  the  stones,  or  pulling  your  coat-skirts  and  moaning 
and  whining ;  yonder  sit  a  group  of  coal-black  Coptish  pilgrims,  with 
robes  and  turbans  of  dark  blue,  fumbling  their  perpetual  beads,  A 
party  of  Arab  Christians  have  come  up  from  their  tents  or  villages :  the 
men  half-naked,  looking  as  if  they  were  beggars,  or  banditti,  upon 
occasion  ;  the  women  have  flung  their  head-cloths  back,  and  are  looking 
at  the  strangers  under  their  tattooed  eyebrows.  As  for  the  strangers, 
there  is  no  need  to  describe  ike-mj  that  figure  of  the  Englishman,  with 
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his  hands  in  his  packets,  hns  been  seen  all  the  world  ov«r  :  stajriog 
downthecraCerof  Vesuvius,  or  into  a  Hottentot  kraal — ora.t  a.  pyramid, 
or  a  Parisian  cofTee-houae,  or  an  Esquimaux  hut — with  the  same  inso- 
lent calmness  of  demeanour.  When  the  gates  of  the  church  are  otpoi 
he  elbows  in  among  the  first,  and  flings  a  few  scornful  piastres  to  the 
Turkish  door-keeper ;  and  gates  round  easily  at  the  place,  in  ivhicb 
people  of  every  other  nation  in  the  world  are  in  tears,  or  in  raptur^  or 
wonder.  He  has  never  seen  the  place  until  now,  and  looks  as  indif- 
ferent as  the  Turkish  guardian  who  sits  in  the  doorway,  and  swears  at 
the  people  as  they  pour  in. 


Indeed,  I  believe  it  is  impossible  for  us  to  comprehend  the  source 
and  nature  of  the  Roman  Catholic  devotion.  I  once  went  into  a 
church  at  Rome  at  the  request  of  a  Catholic  friend,  who  described  the 
interior  to  be  so  beautiful  and  glorious,  that  he  thought  (he  said)  it 
must  be  like  heaven  itself.  I  found  walls  hung  with  cheap  stripes  of 
pink  and  white  calico,  altars  covered  with  artificial  flowers,  a  number 
of  wax-candles,  and  plenty  of  gilt-paper  omamenls.  The  place  seemed 
to  me  like  a  shabby  theatre  ;  and  here  was  my  friend  on  his  knees  at 
my  side,  plunged  in  a  rapture  of  wonder  and  devotion. 

I  could  get  no  better  impression  out  of  this  the  most  famous 
church  in  the  world.  The  deceits  are  too  open  and  flagrant ;  the 
incon^slencies  and  contrivances  too  monstrous.  It  is  hard  even  to 
sympathize  with  persons  who  receive  them  as  genuine ;  and  though 
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(as  I  know  and  saw  in  the  case  of  my  (nend  at  Rome)  the  believer's 
life  may  be  passed  in  the  purest  exercise  of  faith  and  charity,  it  is 
difficult  even  to  give  him  credit  for  honesty,  so  barefaced  seem  the 
impostures  which  he  professes  to  believe  and  reverence.  It  costs  one 
no  small  effort  even  to  admit  the  possibility  of  a  Catholic's  credulity  r 
to  share  in  his  rapture  and  devotion  is  still  further  out  of  your  power ; 
and  I  could  get  frcHn  this  church  no  other  emotions  but  those  of  shame 
and  pain. 

The  legends  with  which  the  Greeks  and  Latins  have  garnished  the 
spot  have  no  more  sacredness  for  you  than  the  hideous,  unreal,  barbaric 
pictures  and  ornaments  which  they  have  lavished  on  it.  Look  at  the 
fervour  with  which  pilgrims  kiss  and  weep  over  a  tawdry  Gothic 
painting,  scarcely  better  fashioned  than  an  idol  in  a  South  Sea  Moral. 
The  histories  which  they  are  called  upon  to  reverence  are  of  the  same 
period  and  order^savage  Gothic  caricatures.  In  either  a  saint  appears 
in  the  costume  of  the  middle  ages,  and  is  made  to  accommodate 
himself  to  the  fashion  of  the  tenth  century. 

The  different  churches  battle  for  the  possession  of  the  various 
relics.  The  Greeks  show  you  the  Tomb  of  Melchisedec, '  while  the 
Armenians  possess  the  Chapel  of  the  Penitent  Thief;  the  poor  Copts 
(with  their  little  cabin  of  a  chapel)  can  yet  boast  of  possessing  the 
thicket  in  which  Abraham  caught  the  Ram,  which  was  to  serve  as 
the  vicar  of  Isaac  ;  the  Latins  point  out  the  Pillar  to  which  the  Lord 
was  bound.  The  place  of  the  Invention  of  the  Sacred  Cross,  the 
Fissure  in  the  Rock  of  Golgotha,  the  Tomb  of  Adam  himself— are 
all  here  within  a  few  yards'  space.  You  mount  a  few  steps,  and  are 
told  it  is  Calvary  upon  which  you  stand.  All  this  in  the  midst  of 
flaring  candles,  reeking  incense,  savage  pictures  of  Scripture  story,  or 
portraits  of  kings  who  have  been  benefactors  to  the  various  chapels  ; 
a  din  and  clatter  of  strange  people, — these  weeping,  bowing,  kissing, 
— those  utterly  indifferent ;  and  the  priests  clad  in  outlandish  robes, 
snuffling  and  chanting  incomprehensible  litanies,  robing,  disrobing, 
lighting  up  candles  or  extinguishing  them,  advancing,  retreating, 
bowing  with  all  sorts  of  unfamiliar  genuflexions.  Had  it  pleased  the 
inventors  of  the  Sepulchre  topography  to  have  fixed  on  fifty  more 
spots  of  ground  as  the  places,  of  the  events  of  the  sacred  story,  the 
pilgrim  would  have  believed  just  as  now.  The  priest's  authority  has  so 
mastered  his  faith,  that  it  accommodates  itself  to  any  demand  upon  it ; 
and  the  English  strainer  looks  on  the  scene,  for  the  first  time  with  a 
feeling  of  scorn,  bewilderment,  and  shame  at  that  grovelling  credulity, 
those  strange  rites  and  ceremonies,  that  almost  confessed  imposture. 

Jarred  and  distracted  by  these,  the  Church  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre, 
for  some  time,  seems  to  an  Englishman  the  least  sacred  spot  about 
Jerusalem.    It  is  the  hes,  and  the  legends,  and  the  priests,  and  their 
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quarrels,  and  their  ceremonies,  which  keep  the  Holy  Place  out  of 
sight.  A  man  has  not  leisure  to  view  it,  for  tbe  brawling  of  the 
guardians  of  the  spot.  The  Roman  Conquerors,  they  say,  raised  up  a. 
statue  of  Venus  in  this  sacred  place,  intending  to  destroy  all  memory 
of  it.  I  don't  think  the  heathen  was  as  criminal  as  the  Christian  is 
now.  To  deny  and  disbelieve,  is  not  so  bad  as  to  make  belief  a 
ground  to  cheat  upon.  The  liar  Ananias  perished  for  that ;  and  yet 
out  of  these  gales,  where  angels  may  have  kept  watch— out  of  the 
tomb  of  Christ — Christian  priests  issue  with  a  lie  in  their  hands. 
What  a  place  to  choose  for  imposture,  good  God  I  to  sully,  with  brutal 
struggles  for  self-aggrandisement,  or  shameful  schemes  of  gain  ! 

The  situation  of  the  Tomb  (into  which,  be  it  authentic  or  not,  no 
man  can  enter  without  a  shock  of  breathless  fear,  and  deep  and  awful 
self-humiliation,)  must  have  struck  all  travellers.  It  stands  in  the 
centre  of  the  arched  rotunda,  which  is  common  to  all  denominations, 
and  from  which  branch  off  the  various  chapels  belonging  to  each  par- 
ticular sect.  In  the  Coptic  Chapel  I  saw  one  coal-black  Copt,  in  blue 
robes,  cowering  in  the  little  cabin,  surrounded  by  dingy  tamps, 
barbarous  pictures,  and  cheap,  faded  trumpery.  In  the  Latin  Church 
there  was  no  service  going  on,  only  two  fathers  dusting  the  mouldy 
gewgaws  along  the  brown  walls,  and  laughing  to  one  another.  The 
gorgeous  church  of  the  Fire  impostors,  hard  by,  was  always  more  fully 
attended ;  as  was  that  of  their  wealthy  neighbours,  the  Armenians. 
These  three  main  sects  hate  each  other ;  their  quarrels  are  interminable ; 
each  bribes  and  intrigues  with  the  heathen  lords  of  the  soil,  to  the 
prejudice  of  his  neighbour.  Now  it  is  the  Latins  who  interfere,  and 
allow  the  common  church  to  go  to  ruin,  because  the  Greeks  purpose 
to  roof  it ;  now  the  Greeks  demolish  a  monastery  on  Mount  Olivet, 
and  leave  the  ground  to  the  Turks,  rather  than  allow  the  Armenians 
to  possess  it.  On  another  occasion,  the  Greeks  having  mended  the 
Armenian  steps,  which  led  to  the  (so>called)  Cave  of  the  Nativity  at 
Bethlehem,  the  latter  asked  for  permission  to  destroy  the  work  of  the 
Greeks,  and  did  so.  And  so  round  this  sacred  spot,  the  centre  of 
Christendom,  the  representatives  of  the  three  great  sects  worship  under 
<inc  roof,  and  hate  each  other  ! 

Above  the  Tomb  of  the  Saviour,  the  cupola  is  open,  and  you  see 
the  blue  sky  overhead.  Which  of  the  builders  was  it  that  had  the 
grace  to  leave  that  under  the  high  protection  of  heaven,  and  not  con- 
fine it  under  the  mouldering  old  domes  and  roofs,  which  cover  so  much  . 
selfishness,  and  uncharitableness,  and  imposture  ! 

We  went  to  Bethlehem,  too ;  and  saw  the  apocryphal  wonders 
there. 

Five  miles'  ride  brings  you  from  Jerusalem  to  it,  over  naked  wavy 
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hills ;  the  aspect  of  vhich,  however,  grows  more  cheerful  as  you 
approach  the  famous  village.  We  passed  the  Convent  of  Mar  Elyas 
on  the  road,  walled  and  barred  like  a.  fort.  In  spite  of  its  strength, 
however,  it  has  more  than  once  been  stormed  by  the  Arabs,  and  the 
luckless  fathers  within  put  to  death.  Hard  by  was  Rebecca's  Well : 
a  dead  body  was  lying  there,  and  crowds  of  male  and  female  mourners 
dancing  and  howling  round  it.  Now  and  then  a  little  troop  of  savage 
scowling  horsemen — a  shepherd  driving  his  black  sheep,  his  gun  over 
his  shoulder— a  troop  of  camels — or  of  women,  with  long  blue  robes 
and  white  veils,  bearing  pitchers,  and  staring  at  the  strangers  with 
their  great  solemn  eyes— or  a  company  of  labourers,  with  their  donkeys, 
bearing  grain  or  grapes  to  the  city, — met  us  and  enlivened  the  little 
ride.  It  was  a  busy  and  cheerful  scene.  The  Church  of  the  Nativity, 
with  the  adjoining  Convents,  forms  a  vast  and  noble  Christian 
structure.  A  party  of  travellers  were  going  to  the  Jordan  that  day, 
and  scores  of  their  followers.— of  the  robbing  Arabs,  who  profess  to 
protect  them,  (magnificent  figures  some  of  them,  with  flowing  haicks 
and  turbans,  with  long  guns  and  scimitars,  and  wretched  horses, 
covered  with  gaudy  trappings,)  were  standing  on  the  broad  pavement 
before  the  little  Convent  gate.  It  was  such  a  scene  as  Cattermole 
might  paint.  Knights  and  Crusaders  may  have  witnessed  a  similar 
one.  You  could  fancy  them  issuing  out  of  the  narrow  little  portal,  and 
so  greeted  by  the  swarms  of  swarthy  clamorous  women  and  merchants 
and  children. 

The  scene  within  the  building  was  of  the  same  Gothic  character. 
We  were  entertained  by  the  Superior  of  the  Greek  Convent,  in  a  fine 
refectory,  with  ceremonies  and  hospitalities  that  pilgrims  of  the  middle 
ages  might  have  witnessed.  We  were  shown  over  the  magnificent 
Barbaric  Church,  visited  of  course  the  Grotto  where  the  Blessed 
Nativity  is  said  to  have  taken  place,  and  the  rest  of  the  idols  set  up 
for  worship  by  the  clumsy  legend.  When  the  visit  was  concluded,  the 
party  going  to  the  Dead  Sea  filed  off  with  their  armed  attendants: 
each  individual  traveller  making  as  brave  a  show  as  he  could,  and 
personally  accoutred  with  warlike  swords  and  pistols.  The  picturesque 
crowds,  and  the  Arabs  and  the  horsemen,  in  the  sunshine  ;  the  noble 
old  convent,  and  the  grey-bearded  priests,  with  their  feast ;  and  the 
church,  and  its  pictures,  and  columns,  and  incense  ;  the  wide  brown 
hills  spreading  round  the  village  ;  with  the  accidents  of  the  road, — 
flocks  and  shepherds,  wells  and  funerals,  and  camel-trains, — have  left 
on  my  mind  a  brilliant,  romantic,  and  cheerful  picture.     But  you,  dear 

M ,  without  visiting  the  place,  have  imagined  one  far  tiner;  and 

Bethlehem,  where  the  Holy  Child  was  bom,  and  the  angels  sang, 
"  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace  and  goodwill  towards. 
men,"  is  the  most  sacred  and  beautiful  spot  in  the  earth  to  you. 


670       A   JOURNEY  FROM  CORNHILL    TO  CAIRO. 

By  far  the  most  comfortable  quanen  in  Jerusalem  ve  tbose  of  the 
Anneniaus,  in  their  convent  of  St  James.  Wherever  we  have  been, 
these  Eastern  quakers  look  grave,  and  jolly,  and  sleek.  Their  convent 
at  Mount  Zion  is  big  enough  to  contain  two  or  three  thousand  of  their 
faithful ;  and' their  church  is  ornamented  by  the  most  rich  and  hideous 
gifts  ever  devised  by  uncouth  piety.  Instead  of  a  bell,  the  fat  m<Miks 
of  the  convent  beat  huge  noises  on  a  board,  and  drub  the  foithful  in  to 
prayers.  I  never  saw  men  more  lazy  and  rosy  than  these  reverend 
fathers,  kneeling  in  their  comfortable  matted  church,  or  sitting  in  easy 
devotion.  Pictures,  images,  gilding,  tinsel,  wax-candles,  twinkle  all 
over  the  place ;  and  ten  thousand  ostrichs'  eggs  (or  any  lesser  ttmnber 
you  may  allot)  dangle  from  the  vaulted  ceiling.  There  wore  great 
numbers  of  people  at  worship  in  this  gorgems  church  ;  they  went  tut 
their  knees,  kissing  the  walls  with  much  fervour,  and  paying  reverence 
to  the  most  precious  relic  of  die  convent, — the  chair  of  St  James,  tbeir 
pMron,  the  first  Bishop  of  Jerusalem. 

The  chair  pointed  out  with  greatest  pride  in  the  church  of  ttw 
Latin  Convent  is  that  shabby  red  damask  one  appropriated  to  the 
French  Consul,— the  representative  of  the  king  of  that  nation, — and 
the  protection  which  it  has  from  time  immemorial  accorded  to  the 
Christians  of  the  Latin  rite  in  Syria.  All  French  writn^  and  travellers 
speak  of  this  protection  with  delightful  complacency.  Consult  the 
French  books  of  travel  on  the  subject,  and  any  Frenchman  whom  you 
may  meet :  he  says,  "La  France,  Monsieur,  de  tous  Us  temps  firotige 
Us  CkrHUns  d'OrUitt;  "  and  the  tittle  fellow  looks  round  the  church 
with  a  sweep  of  the  arm,  and  protects  it  accordingly.  It  is  ioM  ton  for 
them  to  go  in  processions ;  and  you  see  them  on  such  eiTBnds, 
marching  with  long  candles,  as  gravely  as  may  be.  But  I  have  never 
been  able  to  edify  myself  with  their  devotion  ;  and  the  religious  out- 
pourings of  Lamartine  and  Chateaubriand,  which  we  have  all  been 
reading  kpropos  of  the  journey  we  are  to  make,  havs  inspired  me  with 
an  emoLion  anything  but  respectful.  "  Voyes  comnte  M..  di  Ch^eaM~ 
briand  prU  Duu,"  the  Viscount's  eloquence  seems  always  to  say. 
There  is  a  sanctified  grimace  about  the  little  French  pi^rim  which  it 
is  very  difficult  to  contemplate  gravely. 

The  pictures,  images,  and  ornaments  of  the  principal  Latin  convent 
are  quite  mean  and  poor,  compared  to  the  wealth  of  the  Armeraanai 
The  convent  is  spacious,  but  squalid.  Many  hopping  and  crawling 
plagues  are  said  to  attack  the  skins  of  pilgrims  who  sleep  there.  It  is 
laid  out  in  courts  and  gaileries,  the  mouldy  doors  of  which  are  deco- 
rated with  twopenny  pictures  of  favourite  saints  and  martyrs  ;  and  so 
great  is  the  shabbiness  and  laziness,  that  you  might  fency  yourself  in 
a  conventin  Italy.  Brown>-clad  fathers,  dirty,  bearded,  and  sallow,  go 
gliding  about  the  corridora.    The  reUc  manufactory  before  meattoned 


JERUSALEM.  '  (tjt 

carries  on  a  considerable  business,  and  despatches  bales  of  shells, 
crosses,  and  beads  to  believers  in  Europe.  These  constitute  tbe  chief 
revenue  of  the  convent  now.  La  France  is  no  longer  the  most  Christian 
kingdom,  and  her  protection  of  the  Latins  is  not  good  for  much  since 
Charles  X.  was  expelled ;  and  Spain,  which  used  likewise  to  be 
generous  on  occasions  (ihe  gifts,  arms,  'candlesticks,  baldaquins  of 
the  Spanish  sovereigns  figure  pretty  frequently  in  the  various  Latin 
chapels),  has  been  stin^  since  the  late  disturbances,  tbe  spoliation  of 
the  clergy,  &c.  After  we  had  been  taken  to  see  the  humble  curiosities 
of  the  place,  the  Prior  treated  us  in  bis  wooden  parlour  with  little 
glasses  of  pink  Rosolio,  brought  with  many  bows  and  genuflexions  by 
his  reverence  the  convent  butler. 

After  this  community  of  holy  men,  the  most  important  perhaps  is 
the  American  Convent,  a  Protestant  congregation  of  Independents 
chiefly,  who  deliver  tracts,  propose  to  make  converts,  have  meetings 
of  their  own,  and  also  swell  the  little  congregaiton  that  attends  the 
Anglican  service.  I  have  mentioned  our  fellow-traveller,  the  Consul- 
General  for  Syria  of  the  United  States.  He  was  a  tradesman,  who 
had  made  a  considerable  fortune,  and  lived  at  a  country-house  in  com- 
fortable retirement.  But  his  opinion  is,  that  the  prophecies  of  Scripture 
are  about  to  be  accomplished  ;  that  the  day  of  the  return  of  the  Jews 
is  at  hand,  and  the  glorification  of  the  restored  Jerusalem.  He  is  to 
witness  this — he  and  a  favourite  dove  with  which  he  travels  ;  and  he 
forsook  home  and  comfortable  country-house,  in  order  to  make  this 
journey.  He  has  no  other  knowledge  of  Syria  but  what  he  derives 
from  the  prophecy ;  and  this  (as  he  takes  the  office  gratis)  has  been 
considered  a  sufficient  reason  for  his  appointment  by  the  United 
States'  Government.  As  soon  as  he  arrived,  he  sent  and  demanded 
an  interview  with  the  Pasha ;  explained  to  him  his  interpretation  of 
the  Apocalypse,  in  which  he  has  discovered  that  the  Five  Powers  and 
America  ate  about  to  intervene  in  Syrian  affairs,  and  tiie  infallible 
return  of  the  Jews  to  Palestine.  The  news  must  have  astonished  the 
Lieutenant  of  the  Sublime  Porte ;  and  since  the  days  of  the  Kingdom 
of  Munster,  under  his  Anabaptist  Majesty,  John  of  Leyden,  I  doubt 
whether  any  Government  has  received  or  appointed  so  queer  an  am- 
bassador. The  kind,  worthy,  simple  man.  took  me  to  his  temporary 
consulate-house  at  the  American  Missionary  Establishment ;  and, 
under  pretence  of  treating  me  to  white  wine,  expounded  his  ideas ; 
talked  of  futurity  as  he  would  about  an  article  in  The  Times;  and  had 
no  more  doubt  of  seeing  a  divine  kingdom  established  in  Jerusalem 
than  you  that  there  will  be  a  levee  next  spring  at  St.  James's.  The 
little  room  in  which  we  sat  was  padded  with  missionary  tracts,  but  1 
heard  of  scarce  any  converts— not  more  than  are  made  by  our  own 
EfHSCopal  establishment 
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But  if  the  lalter's  religious  victories  are  small,  and  very  few  people 
are  induced  by  the  American  tracts,  and  the  English  preaching  and 
eatechiiing,  to  forsake  their  own  manner  of  worshipping  the  Divine 
Being  in  order  to  follow  ours  ;  yet  surely  our  religious  colony  of  men 
and  women  can't  fail  lo  do  good,  by  the  sheer  force  of  good  example, 
pure  life,  and  kind  ofBces.  The  ladies  of  the  mission  have  numbers 
of  clients,  of  all  persuasions,  in  the  town,  to  whom  they  extend  their 
charities.  Each  of  their  houses  is  a  model  of  neatness,  and  a  dis- 
pensary of  gentle  kindnesses  ;  and  the  ecclesiastics  have  formed  a 
modest  centre  of  civilization  in  the  place.  A  dreary  joke  was  made  in 
the  House  of  Commons  about  Bishop  Alexander  and  the  Bishopess 
his  lady,  and  the  Bishoplings  his  numerous  children,  who  were  said 
to  have  scandaliied  the  people  of  Jerusalem.  That  sneer  evidently 
came  from  the  Latins  and  Greeks ;  for  what  could  the  Jews  and  Turks 
care  because  an  English  clergyman  had  a  wife  and  childreri  as  their 
own  priests  have  ?  There  was  no  sort  of  ill-will  exhibited  towards 
them,  as  far  as  I  could  learn  ;  and  I  saw  the  Bishop's  children  riding 
about  the  town  as  safely  as  they  could  about  Hyde  Park.  All 
Europeans,  indeed,  seemed  to  me  to  be  received  with  forbearance, 
and  almost  courtesy,  wilhin  the  walls.  As  I  was  going  about  making 
sketches,  the  people  would  look  on  very  good-humou redly,  without 
offering  the  least  interruption  ;  nay,  two  or  three  were  quite  ready  to 
stand  still  for  such  a  humble  portrait  as  my  pencil  could  make  of 


them !  and  the  sketch  done,  it  was  passed  from  one  person  to  another, 
each  making  his  comments,  and  signifyinga  very  polite  approval.    Here 
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are  a  pair  of  them,  Fath  Allah  and  Ameenut  Daoodee  his  father, 
horse-dealers  by  trade,  who  came  and  sat  wiih  us  at  the  inn,  and 
smoked  pipes  (the  sun  being  down),  while  the  original  of  the  above 
masterpiece  was  made.  With  the  Arabs  outside  the  walls,  however, 
and  the  freshly  arriving  country-people,  this  politeness  was  not  so 
much  exhibited.  There  was  a  certain  tattooed  girl,  with  black  eyes 
and  huge  silver  earrings,  and  a  chin  delicately  picked  out  with  blue, 
who  formed  one  of  a  group  of  women  outside  the  great  convent,  whose 
likeness  I  longed  to  carry  off ; — there  was  a  woman  with  a  little  child, 
with  wondering  eyes,  drawing  water  at  the  pool  of  Siloam,  in  such  an 
attitude  and  dress  as  Rebecca  may  have  had  when  Isaac's  lieutenant 
asked  her  for  drink :— both  of  these  parties  standing  still  for  half  a 
minute,  at  the  next  cried  out  for  backsheesh  ;  and  not  content  with 
the  five  piastres  which  I  gave  them  individually,  screamed  out  for 
more,  and  summoned  their  friends,  who  screamed  out  backsheesh  too. 
I  was  pursued  into  the  convent  by  a  dozen  howling  women  calling 
for  pay,  barring  the  door  against  them,  to  the  astonishment  of  the 
worthy  papa  who  kept  it ;  and  at  Miriam's  Well  the  women  were 
joined  by  a  man  with  a  large  stick,  who  backed  their  petition.  But 
him  we  could  afford  to  laugh  at,  for  we  were  two,  and  had  sticks 
hkewise. 

In  the  village  of  Siloam  I  would  not  recommend  the  artist  to  loiter. 
A  colony  of  ruffians  inhabit  the  dismal  place,  who  have  guns  as  well  as 
Sticks  at  need.  Their  dogs  howl  after  the  strangers  as  they  pass 
through  ;  and  over  the  parapets  of  their  walls  you  are  saluted  by  the 
scowls  of  a  villanous  set  of  countenances,  that  it  is  not  good  to  see  with 
one  pair  of  eyes.  They  shot  a  man  at  mid-day  at  a  few  hundred  yards 
from  the  gates  while  we  were  at  Jerusalem,  and  no  notice  was  taken  of 
the  murder.  Hordes  of  Arab  robbers  infest  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
city,  with  the  Sheikhs  of  whom  travellers  make  terms  when  minded  to 
pursue  their  journey.  1  never  could  understand  why  the  walls  stopped 
these  warriors  if  they  had  a  mind  to  plunder  the  city,  for  there  are  but 
a  hundred  and  fifty  men  in  the  garrison  to  man  the  long  lonely  lines  of 
defence. 

I  have  seen  only  in  Titian's  pictures  those  magnificent  purple 
shadows  in  which  the  hills  round  about  lay,  as  the  dawn  rose  faintly 
behind  them  ;  and  we  looked  at  Olivet  for  the  last  time  from  our  terrace, 
where  we  were  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the  horses  that  were  to  carry  us 
to  Jaffa.  A  yellow  moon  was  still  blazing  in  the  midst  of  countless 
brilliant  stars  overhead  ;  the  nakedness  and  misery  of  the  surrounding 
city  were  bidden  in  that  beautiful  rosy  atmosphere  of  mingling  night 
and  dawn.  The  city  never  looked  so  noble  ;  the  mosques,  domes,  and 
s  rising  up  into  the  calm  star-lit  sky, 
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By  the  gate  of  Bethlehem  there  stands  one  palm-tree,  and  a  honse 
with  three  domes.  Put  these  and  the  huge  old  Gothic  gate  as  a  back- 
ground dark  against  the  yellowing  eastern  sky :  the  foreground  is  a 
deep  gray  :  as  you  look  into  it  dark  forms  of  horsemen  come  out  of  the 
twilight :  now  there  come  lanterns,  more  horsemen,  a  litter  with  mules, 
a  crowd  of  Arab  horseboys  and  dealers  accompanying  their  beasts  to 
the  gate  ;  all  the  members  of  our  party  come  up  by  twos  and  threes  ; 
and,  at  last,  the  great  gate  opens  just  before  sunrise,  and  we  get  into 
the  gray  plains. 

Oh  !  the  luxury  of  an  English  saddle  !  An  English  servant  of  one 
of  the  gentlemen  of  the  mission  procured  it  for  me,  on  the  back  of  a 
little  mare,  which  {as  I  am  a  light  weight)  did  not  turn  a  hair  in  the 
course  of  the  day's  march— and  after  we  got  quit  of  the  ugly,  stony, 
clattering,  mountainous  Abou  Gosh  district,  into  the  fair  undulating 
plain,  which  stretches  to  Ramleh,  carried  me  into  the  town  at  a  plea- 
sant hand-gallop.  A  negro,  of  preternatural  ugliness,  in  a  yellow  gown, 
with  a  crimson  handkerchief  streaming  over  his  head,  digging  his 
shovel  spurs  into  the  lean  animal  he  rode,  and  driving  three  others 
before — 'Swaying  backwards  and  forwards  on  his  horse,  now  embracing 
his  ears,  and  now  almost  under  his  belly,  screaming  "  yallah  "  with  the 
most  frightful  shrielcs,  and  singing  country  songs — galloped  along  ahead 
of  me,  1  acquired  one  of  his  poems  pretty  well,  and  could  imitate  his 
shriek  accurately  ;  but  I  shall  not  have  the  pleasure  of  singing  it  to 
you  in  England.  I  bad  forgotten  the  delightful  dissonance  two  days 
after,  both  the  n^ro's  and  that  of  a  real  Arab  minstrel,  a  donkey-driver 
accompanying  our  baf^age,  who  sang  and  grinned  with  the  most 
amusing  good  humour. 

We  halted,  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  in  a  little  wood  of  olive-trees, 
which  forms  almost  the  only  shelter  between  Jaffa  and  Jerusalem,  ex- 
cept that  afforded  by  the  orchards  in  the  odious  village  of  Abou  Gosh, 
through  which  we  went  at  a  double  quick  pace.  Under  the  olives,  or 
up  in  the  branches,  some  of  our  friends  took  a  siesta.  I  have  a  sketch 
of  fom:  of  them  so  employed.  Two  of  them  were  dead  within  a  month 
of  the  fata!  Syrian  fever.  But  we  did  not  know  how  near  fate  was  to 
us  then.  Fires  were  lighted,  and  fowls  and  eggs  divided,  and  tea  and 
cotTee  served  round  in  tin  panikins,  and  here  we  lighted  pipes,  and 
smoked  and  laughed  at  our  ease.  I  believe  everybody  was  happy  to 
be  out  of  Jerusalem-  The  impression  I  have  of  it  now  is  of  ten  days. 
passed  in  a  fever. 

We  all  found  quarters  in  the  Greek  convent  at  Ramleh,  where  the 
monks  served  us  a  supper  on  a  terrace,  in  a  pleasant  sunset ;  a  beautiful 
and  cheetful  landscape  stretching  around  ;  the  land  in  graceful  undula- 
tions, the  towers  and  mosques  rosy  in  the  sunset,  with  no  lack  of 
verdure,  especially  of  graceftil  palms.    Jaffit  was  nine  miles  off.    As 
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^ve  rode  all  the  morning  we  had  been  accompanied  by  the  smoke  of 
our  steamer,  twenty  miles  off  at  sea. 

The  convent  is  a  huge  caravanserai ;  only  three  or  four  monks 
dwell  in  it,  the  ghostly  hotel-keepers  of  the  place.  The  horses  were 
tied  up  and  fed  in  the  courtyard,  into  which  we  rode  ;  above  were  the 
living-rooms,  where  there  is  accommodation,  not  only  for  an  unlimited 
number  of  pilgrims,  but  for  a  vast  and  innumerable  host  of  hopping 
and  crawling  things,  who  usually  persist  in  partaking  of  the  traveller's 
bed.  Let  all  thin-skinned  travellers  in  the  East  be  warned  on  no 
account  to  travel  without  the  admirable  invention  described  in  Mr. 
Fellowes'  book;  nay,  possibly  invented  by  that  enterprising  and 
learned  traveller.  You  make  a  sack,  of  calico  or  linen,  big  enough 
for  the  body,  appended  to  which  is  a  closed  chimney  of  muslin, 
stretched  out  by  cane-hoops,  and  fastened  up  to  a  beam,  or  against 
the  wall.  You  keep  a  sharp  eye  to  see  that  no  flea  or  bug  is  on 
the  look-out,  and  when  assured  of  this,  you  pop  into  the  bag,  tightly 
closing  the  orifice  after  you.  This  admirable  bug-disappointer  I  tried 
at  Ramleh,  and  had  the  only  undisturbed  night's  rest  I  enjoyed  in 
the  East  To  be  sure  it  was  a  short  night,  for  our  party  were  stirring 
at  one  o'clock,  and  those  wbo  got  up  insisted  on  talking  and  keeping 
awake  those  who  inclined  to  sleep.  But  I  shall  never  forget  the  terror 
inspired  in  my  mind,  being  shut  up  in  the  bug-disappointer,  when  a 
facetious  lay-brother  of  the  convent  fell  upon  me  and  .began  tickling 
me,  I  never  had  the  courage  again  to  try  the  anti-flea  contrivance, 
preferring  the  friskiness  of  those  animals  to  the  sports  of  such  a  greasy 
grinning  wag  as  my  friend  at  Ramleh. 

In  the  morning,  and  long  before  sunrise,  our  little  caravan  was  in 
marching  order  again.  We  went  out  with  lanterns  and  shouts  of 
"  yallab  "  through  the  narrow  streets,  and  issued  into  the  plain,  where, 
thoi^h  there  was  no  moon,  there  were  blazing  stars  shining  steadily 
overhead.  They  become  friends  to  a  man  who  travels,  especially 
under  the  clear  Eastern  sky  ;  whence  they  look  down  as  if  protecting 
you,  solemn,  yellow,  and  refiilgent.  They  seem  nearer  to  you  than  in 
Europe  ;  larger  and  more  awfuL  So  we  rode  on  till  the  dawn  rose, 
and  Jaffa  came  in  view.  The  friendly  ship  was  lying  out  in  waiting 
for  us  ;  the  horses  were  given  up  to  their  owners  :  and  in  the  midst  of 
a  crowd  of  naked  beggars,  and  a  perfect  storm  of  curses  and  yells  for 
backsheesh,  our  party  got  into  their  boats,  and  to  the  ship,  where  we 
were  welcomed  by  the  very  best  captain  that  ever  sailed  upon  this 
maritime  globe,  namely,  Captain  Samuel  Lewis,  of  the  Peninsular  and 
Oriental  Company's  Service. 
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CHAPTER    XIV. 

FROM  JAFFA  TO  ALEXANDRIA. 

\Frem  the  Pt-miitlot's  Lag-lwi.} 


BILL    OF    FARE,    October 
Mulligatawny  Soap- 
Salt  Fish  and  Egg  Sauce. 
Roast  Haunch  of  Mutton. 
Boiled  Shoulder  and  Onion  Siiuce. 
Boiled  Beef. 
Roast  Fowls. 
Pillau  ditto. 
Ham. 

Haricot  Mutton. 
Cuny  and  Rice. 


Cabbage. 
French  Beans, 
Boiled  Potatoes. 
Baked  ditto. 


Damson  Tart. 
Currant  ditto. 
Rice  Puddings, 
Currant  Fritters. 


WE  were  just  at  the  port's  mouth— and  could  see  the  towers  and 
buildings  of  Alexandria  rising  purple  against  the  sunset,  when 
the  report  of  a  gun  came  booming  over  the  calm  golden  water ;  and 
we  heard,  with  much  mortification,  that  we  had  no  chance  of  getting 
pratique  that  night  Already  the  ungrateful  passengers  had  begun  to 
tire  of  the  ship, — though  in  our  absence  in  Syria  it  had  been  carefully 
cleansed  and  purified  ;  though  it  was  cleared  of  the  swarming  Jews 
who  had  infested  the  decks  all  the  way  from  Constantinople  ;  and 
though  we  had  been  feasting  and  carousing  in  the  manner  described 

But  very  early  next  morning  we  bore  into  the  hajbour,  busy  with 
a  great  quantity  of  craft.  We  passed  huge  black  hulks  of  mouldering 
men-of-war,  from  the  sterns  of  which  trailed  the  dirty  red  flag,  with 
the  star  and  crescent  ;  boats,  manned  with  red-capped  seamen,  and 
captains  and  steersmen  in  beards  and  tarbooshes,  passed  continually 
among  these  old  hulks,  the  rowers  bending  to  their  oars,  so  that  at 
each  stroke  they  disappeared  bodily  in  the  boat.  Besides  these,  there 
was  a  large  fleet  of  country  ships,  and  stars  and  stripes,  and  tricolours, 
and  Union  Jacks ;  and  many  active  steamers,  of  the  French  and 
English  companies,  shooting  in  and  out  of  the  harbour,  or  moored  in 
the  briny  waters.    The  ship  of  cur  company,  the  "  Oriental,"  lay  there 
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— a  palace  upon  the  brine,  and  some  of  the  Pasha's  steam-vessels 
likewise,  looking  very  like  Christian  boats  ;  but  it  was  queer  to  look  at 
some  unintelligible  Turkish  flourish  painted  on  the  stem,  and  the  long- 
tailed  Arabian  hieroglyphics  gilt  on  the  paddle-boxes.  Our  dear  friend 
and  comrade  of  Beyrout  (if  we  may  be  permitted  to  call  her  so), 
M.M.S.  "  Trump,"  was  in  the  harbour ;  and  the  captain  of  that  gallant 
ship,  coming  to  greet  us,  drove  some  of  us  on  shore  in  his  gig. 

1  had  been  preparing  myself  overnight,  by  the  help  of  a  cigar  and 
a  moonlight  contemplation  on  deck,  for  sensations  on  landing  in 
Egypt.  1  was  ready  to  yield  myself  up  with  solemnity  to  the  mystic 
grandeur  of  the  scene  of  initiation.  Pompey's  Pillar  must  stand  like 
a  mountain,  in  a  yellow  plain,  surrounded  by  a  grove  of  obelisks  as 
tall  as  palm-trees.  Placid  sphinxes  brooding  o'er  the  Nile— mighty 
Memnonian  countenances  calm — had  revealed  Egypt  to  me  in  a  sonnet 
of  Tennyson's,  and  I  was  ready  to  gaze  on  it  with  pyramidal  wonder 
and  hieroglyphic  awe. 

The  landing  quay  at  Alexandria  is  like  the  dockyard  quay  at 
Portsmouth :  with  a  few  score  of  brown  faces  scattered  among  the 
population.  There  are  slop-sellers,  dealers  in  marine-stores,  bottled- 
porter  shops,  seamen  lolling  about ;  flies  and  cabs  are  plying  for  hire  : 
and  a  yelling  chorus  of  donkey-boys,  shrieking,  "  Ride,  sir  ! — donkey, 
sir ! — I  say,  sir  ! "  in  excellent  English,  dispel  all  romantic  notioiis. 
The  placid  sphinxes  brooding  o'er  the  Nile  disappeared  with  that 
shriek  of  the  donkey-boys.  You  might  be  as  well  impressed  with 
Wapping  as  with  your  first  step  on  Egyptian  soil. 

The  riding  of  a  donkey  is,  after  all,  not  a  dignified  occupation.  A 
man  resists  the  otTer  at  first,  somehow,  as  an  indignity.  How  is  that 
poor  little,  red-saddled,  long-eared  creature  to  carry  you  f  Is  there  to 
be  one  for  you  and  another  for  your  legs .'  Natives  and  Europeans,  of 
all  sizes,  pass  by,  it  is  true,  mounted  upon  the  same  contrivance.  I 
waited  until  I  got  into  a  very  private  spot,  where  nobody  could  see  me, 
and  then  ascended — why  not  say  descended  at  once  ?— on  the  poor 
little  animal.  Instead  of  being  crushed  at  once,  as  perhaps  the  rider 
expected,  it  darted  forward,  quite  briskly  and  cheerfully,  at  six  or  seven 
miles  an  hour ;  requiring  no  spur  or  admonitive  to  haste,  except  the 
shrieking  of  the  little  Egyptian  gamin,  who  ran  along  by  asinus's  side. 

The  character  of  the  houses  by  which  you  pass  is  scarcely  Eastern 
at  all.  The  streets  are  busy  with  a  motley  population  of  Jews  and 
Armenians,  slave-driving-looking  Europeans,  large-breeched  Greeks, 
and  well-shaven  buxom  merchants,  looking  as  trim  and  fat  as  those  on 
the  Bourse  or  on  'Change ;  only,  among  the  natives,  the  stranger  can't 
fail  to  remark  (as  the  Caliph  did  of  the  Calendars,  in  the  "  Arabian 
Nights")  that  so  many  of  them  have  only  one  eye.  It  is  the  horrid 
ophthalmia  which  has  played  such  frightful  ravages  with  them.    Vou 
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see  children  sifting  in  the  doorways,  their  eyes  completely  closed  up 
with  the  green  sickening  sore,  and  the  flies  feeding  on  them.  Five  or 
six  minutes  of  the  donkey-ride  brings  you  to  the  Frank  quarter,  and  the 
handsome  broad  street  {like  a  street  of  Marseilles)  where  the  principal 
hotels  and  merchants'  houses  are  to  be  found,  and  where  the  consuls 
have  their  houses,  and  hoist  their  flags.  The  palace  of  the  French 
Consul- General  makes  the  grandest  show  in  the  street,  and  presents  a 
great  contrast  to  the  humble  abode  of  the  English  representative,  who 
protects  bis  fellow-countrymen  from  a  second-floor. 

But  that  Alexandrian  two -pair-front  of  a  Consulate  was  more 
welcome  and  cheering  than  a  palace  to  most  of  us.  For  there  lay 
certain  letters,  with  post-marks  of  Home  upon  them ;  and  kindly  tidings, 
the  first  heard  for  two  months  ; — though  we  had  seen  so  many  men 
and  cities  since,  that  Comhili  seemed  to  be  a  year  off,  at  leist,  with 
certain  persons  dwelling  (more  or  less)  in  that  vicinity.  I  saw  a  young 
Oxford  man  seize  his  despatches,  and  slink  off  with  several  letters, 
written  in  a  tight,  neat  hand,  and  sedulously  crossed  ;  which  any  man 
could  see,  without  looking  farther,  were  the  handiwork  of  Mary  Ann,  to 
whom  he  is  attached.  The  lawyer  received  a  bundle  from  his  chambers, 
in  which  his  clerk  eased  his  soul  regarding  the  state  of  Snooks 
V.  Rodgers,  Smith  ats  Tomkins,  &c  The  statesman  had  a  packet  of 
thick  envelopes,  decorated  with  that  profusion  of  sealing-wax  in  which 
official  recklessness  lavishes  the  resources  of  the  country  :  and  your 
humble  servant  got  just  one  little,  modest  letter,  containing  another, 
written  in  pencil  characters,  varying  in  size  between  one  and  two 
inches  ;  but  how  much  pleasanter  to  read  than  my  lord's  despatch,  or 
the  clerk's  account  of  Smith  als  Tomkins,— yes,  even  than  the  Mary 
Ann  correspondence  !  .  .  ,  Yes,  my  dear  madam,  you  will  under- 
stand me,  when  I  say  that  it  was  from  little  Polly  at  home,  with  some 
confidential  news  about  a  cat,  and  the  last  report  of  her  new  dolL 

It  is  worth  while  to  have  made  the  journey  for  this  pleasure  ;  to 
have  walked  the  deck  on  long  nights,  and  have  thought  of  home.  You 
have  no  leisure  to  do  so  in  the  city.  You  don't  see  the  heavens  shine 
above  you  so  purely  there,  or  the  stars  so  dearly.  How,  after  the 
pterusal  of  the  above  documents,  we  enjoyed  a  file  of  the  admirable 
Galignaiti;  and  what  O'Connell  was  doing ;  and  the  twelve  last  new 
victories  of  the  French  in  Algeria ;  and,  above  all,  six  or  seven  numbers 
of  Punch  !  There  might  have  been  an  avenue  of  Pompey's  Pillars 
within  reach,  and  a  live  sphinx  sporting  on  the  banks  of  the  Mah- 
moodieh  Canal,  and  we  would  not  have  stirred  to  see  them,  unlit 
Punch  had  had  his  interview  and  Galignani  was  dismissed. 
.  The  curiosities  of  Alexandria  are  few,  and  easily  seen.  ■  We  went 
into  the  bazaars,  which  have  a  much  more  Eastern  look  than  the 
European  quarter,  with  Its  Anglo- Gallic- Italian  inhabitants  and  Babelr 
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like  civilization.  Here  and  there  a  large  hotel,  clumsy  and  white- 
washed, with  Oriental  Icellised  windows,  and  a  couple  of  slouching 
sentinels  at  the  door,  in  the  ugliest  composite  unifonn  that  ever  was 
seen,  was  pointed  out  as  the  residence  of  some  great  officer  of  the 
Pasha's  Court,  or  of  one  of  the  numerous  children  of  the  Egyptian 
Solomon.  His  Highness  was  in  his  own  palace,  and  was  consequently 
not  visible.  He  was  in  deep  grief,  and  strict  retirement.  It  was  at 
this  time  that  the  European  newspapers  anhounced  that  he  was  about 
to  resign  his  empire  ;  but  the  quidnuncs  of  Alexandria  hinted  that  a 
love-affair,  in  which  the  old  potentate  had  engaged  with  senile  extrava- 
gance, and  the  effects  of  a  potion  of  hachich,  or  some  deleterious  drug, 
with  which  he  was  in  the  habit  of  intoxicating  himself,  had  brought  on 
that  languor  and  desperate  weariness  of  life  and  governing,  into  which 
the  venerable  Prince  was  plunged.  Before  tlu-ee  days  were  over,  how- 
ever, the  tit  had  left  him,  and  he  determined  to  live  and  reign  a  little 
longer,  A  very  few  days  afterwards  several  of  our  party  were  presented 
to  him  at  Cairo,  and  found  the  great  Egyptian  ruler  perfectly  conva- 

This,  and  the  Opera,  and  the  quarrels  of  the  two  prime  donne, 
and  the  beauty  of  one  of  them,  formed  the  chief  subjects  of  conversa- 
tion ;  and  I  had  this  important  news  in  the  shop  of  a  certain  barber 
in  the  town,  who  conveyed  it  in  a  language  composed  of  French, 
Spanish,  and  Italian,  and  with  a  volubility  quite  worthy  of  a  barber  of 
Gil  Bias. 

Then  we  went  to  see  the  famous  obelisk  presented  by  Mehemet 
Ali  to  the  British  Government,  who  have  not  shown  a  particular 
alacrity  to  accept  this  ponderous  present.  The  huge  shaft  lies  on 
the  ground  prostrate,  and  desecrated  by  all  sorts  of  abominations. 
Children  were  sprawling  about,  attracted  by  the  dirt  there.  Arabs, 
negroes,  and  donkey-boys  were  passing,  quite  indifferent,  by  the 
fallen  monster  of  a  stone, — as  indifferent  as  the  British  Government, 
who  don't  care  for  recording  the  glorious  termination  of  their  Egyptian 
campaign  of  iSoi.  If  our  country  takes  the  compliment  so  coolly, 
surely  it  would  be  disloyal  upon  our  parts  to  be  more  enthusiastic.  I 
wish  they  would  offer  the  Trafalgar  Square  Pillar  to  the  Egyptians ; 
and  that  both  of  the  huge,  ugiy  monsters  were  lyii^  in  the  dirt  there 
side  by  side. 

Pompey"?  Pillar  is  by  no  means  so  big  as  the  Charing  Cross 
trophy.  This  venerable  column  has  not  escaped  ili-treatment  cither. 
Numberless  ships'  companies,  travelling  cockneys,  &c.,  have  affixed 
their  rude  marks  upon  it.  Some  daring  ruffian  even  painted  the  name 
of  "  Warren's  blacking  "  upon  it,  effacing  other  inscriptions, — one, 
Wilkinson  says,  of  "the  second  Psammetichus."  I  regret  deeply, 
my  dear  friend,  that  I  cannot  give  you  this  document  respecting 
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a  lamented  monarch,  in  whose  history  I  know  you  take  such  an 
interest. 

The  best  sight  I  saw  in  Alexandria  was  a  negro  holiday  ;  which 
was  celebrated  outside  of  the  town  by  a  sort  of  negro  village  of  huts, 
swarming  with  old,  lean,  fat,  ugly,  infantine,  happy  faces,  that  nature 
has  smeared  with  a  preparation  even  more  black  and  durable  than 
that  with  which  Psammetichus's  base  has  been  polished.  Every  one 
of  these  jolly  faces  was  on  the  broad  grin,  from  the  dusky  mother  to 
the  india-rubber  child  sprawling  upon  her  back,  and  the  venerable 
jeity  senior  whose  wool  was  as  white  as  that  of  a  sheep  in  Florian's 
pastorals. 

To  these  dancers  a  couple  of  fellows  were  playing  on  a  drum  and 
a  little  banjo.  They  were  singing  a  chorus,  which  was  not  only 
singular,  and  perfectly  marked  in  the  rhythm,  but  exceeding  sweet  in 
the  tune.  They  danced  in  a  circle  ;  and  performers  came  trooping 
from  all  quarters,  who  fell  into  the  round,  and  began  waggling  their 
heads,  and  waving  their  left  hands,  and  tossing  up  and  down  the  little 
thin  rods  which  they  each  carried,  and  all  singing  to  the  very  best  of 
their  power. 
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I  saw  the  chief  eunuch  of  the  Grand  Turk  at  Constantinople  pass 
by— (below  is  an  accurate  likeness  of  his  beautiful  features)— but  with 
what  a  different  expression  I  Though  he  is  one  of  the  greatest  of 
the  great  in  the  Turkish  Empire  (ranking  with  a  Cabinet  Minister  or 
Lord  Chamberlain  here),  his  fine  countenance  was  clouded  with  care, 
and  savage  with  enn-ji. 

Here  his  black  brethren  were  ragged,  starving,  and  happy  ;  and  I 
need  not  tell  such  a  fine  moralist  as  you  are,  how  it  is  the  case,  in  the 
white  as  well  as  the  black  world,  that  happiness  (republican  leveller, 
who  does  not  care  a  fig  for  the  fashion)  often  disdains  the  turrets  of 
kings,  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  "  tabernas  pauperum." 

We  went  the  round  of  the  coffee-houses  in  the  evening,  both  the 
polite  European  places  of  resort,  where  you  get  ices  and  the  French 
papers,  and  those  in  the  town,  where  Greeks,  Turks,  and  general 
company  resort,  to  sit  upon  uncomfortable  chairs,  and  drink  wretched 
muddy  coffee,  and  to  listen  to  two  or  three  miserable  musicians,  who 
keep  up  a  variation  of  howling  for  hours  together.  But  the  pretty  song 
of  the  niggers  had  spoiled  me  for  that  abominable  music. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

TO  CAIRO. 

WE  had  no  need  of  hiring  the  country  boats  which  ply  on  the 
Mahmoodieh  Canal  to  Atfeh,  where  it  joins  the  Nile,  but  were 
accommodated  in  one  of  the  Peninsular  and  Oriental  Company's  fly- 
boats  ;  pretty  similar  to  those  narrow  Irish  canal  boats  in  which  the 
enterprising  traveller  has  been  carried  from  Dublin  to  Ballinasloe. 
The  present  boat  was,  to  be  sure,  tugged  by  a  little  steamer,  so  that 
the  Egyptian  canal  is  ahead  of  the  Irish  in  so  far  :  in  natural  scenery 
the  one  prospect  is  fully  equal  to  the  other  ;  it  must  be  confessed  that 
there  is  nothing  to  see.  In  truth,  there  was  nothing  but  this  :  you 
saw  a  muddy  bank  on  each  side  of  you,  and  a  blue  sky  overhead.  A 
few  round  mud-huts  and  palm-trees  were  planted  along  the  line  here 
and  there.  Sometimes  we  would  see,  on  the  water-side,  a  woman  in 
a  blue  robe,  with  her  son  by  her,  in  that  tight  brawn  costume  with 
which  Nature  had  supplied  htm.  Now,  it  was  a  hat  dropped  fay  one 
of  the  party  into  the  water  ;  a  brown  Arab  plunged  and  disappeared 
incontinently  after  the  hat,  re-issued  from  the  muddy  water,  prize  in 
hand,  and  ran  naked  after  the  little  steamer  (which  was  by  this  time 
far  ahead  of  him),  his  brawny  limbs  shining  in  the  £un  :  then  we  had 
half-cold  fowls  and  bitter  ale  :  then  we  had  dinner — bitter  ale  and 
cold  fowls ;  with  which  incidents  the  day  on  the  canal  passed  away, 
as  harmlessly  as  if  we  had  been  in  a  Dutch  trackschuyL 

Towards  evening  we  arrived  at  the  town  of  Atfeh — half  .land,  half 
bouses,  half  palm-trees,  with  swarms  of  half-naked  people  crowding 
the  rustic  shady  bazaars,  and  bartering  their  prodnce  of  fruit  or  mary- 
coloured  grain.  Here  the  canal  came  to  a  check,  ending  abruptly 
with  a  lat^e  lock.  A  little  fleet  of  masts  and  country  ships  were 
beyond  the  lock,  and  it  led  into  The  Nile. 

After  all,  it  is  something  to  have  seen  these  red  waters.  It  is  only 
low  green  banks,  mud-huts,  and  palm-clumps,  with  the  sun  setting  red 
behind  them,  and  the  great,  dull,  sinuous  river  flashing  here  and  there 
in  the  light.  But  it  is  the  Nile,  the  old  Saturn  of  a  stream— a  divinity 
yet,  though  younger  river-gods  have  deposed  him.  Hail,  O  vener- 
able father  of  crocodiles  1  We  were  all  lost  in  sentiments  of  the  pro- 
foundest  awe  and  respect ;  which  we  proved  by  tumbling  down  into 


the  cabin  of  the  Nile  steamer  that  was  waiting  I 
fighting  and  cheating  for  sleeping-berths. 


At  dawn  in  the  morning  we  were  on  decli: ;  the  character  had  not 
altered  of  the  scenery  about  the  river.  Vast  flat  stretches  of  land 
were  on  either  side,  recovering  from  the  subsiding  inundations  r  near 
the  mud  villages,  a  country  ship  or  two  was  roosting  under  the  date- 
trees  ;  the  landscape  everywhere  stretching  away  level  and  lonely. 
In  the  sky  in  the  east  was  a  long  streak  of  greenish  light,  which 
widened  and  rose  until  it  grew  to  be  of  an  opal  colour,  then  orange  ; 
then,  behold,  the  round  red  disc  of  the  sun  rose  flaming  up  above  the 
horizon.  All  the  water  blushed  as  he  got  up  ;  the  deck  was  all  red ; 
the  steersman  gave  his  helm  to  another,  and  prostrated  himself  on  the 
deck,  and  bowed  his  head  eastward,  and  praised  the  Maker  of  the 
sun ;  it  shone  on  his  white  turban  as  he  was  kneeling,  and  gilt  up 
his  bronzed  face,  and  sent  his  blue  shadow  over  the  glowing  deck. 
The  distances,  which  had  been  gray,  were  now  clothed  in  purple ;  and 
the  broad  stream  was  illuminated.  As  the  sun  rose  higher,  the  morn- 
ing blush  faded  away ;  the  sky  was  cloudless  and  pale,  and  the  river 
and  the  surrounding  landscape  were  dazzlingly  clear. 

Looking  ahead  in  an  hour  or  two,  we  saw  the  Pyramids.  Fancy 
as,  dear  M ; — two  big  ones  and  a  little  one  : 

!  !  : 
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There  they  lay,  rosy  and  solemn  in  the  distance — those  old,  majes' 
tical,  mystical,  familiar  edifices.  Several  of  us  tried^to  be  impressed  ; 
but  breakfast  supervening,  a  tush  was  made  at  the  coffee  and  cold 
pies,  and  the  sentiment  of  awe  was  lost  in  the  scramble  for  victuals. 

Are  we  so  blasts  of  the  world  that  the  greatest  marvels  in  it  do 
not  succeed  in  moving  us?  Have  society,  Pall  Mall  clubs,  and  a. 
habit  of  sneering,  so  withered  up  our  organs  of  veneration  that  we 
can  admire  no  more?  My  sensation  with  regard  to  the  Pyramids 
was,  that  I  had  seen  them  before  ;  then  came  a  feeling  of  shame  that 
the  view  of  them  should  awaken  no  respect.  Then  I  wanted  (natu- 
rally) to  see  whether  my  neighbours  were  any  mure  enthusiastic  than 
myself— Trinity  College,  Oxford,  was  busy  with  the  cold  ham  ;  Downing 
Street  was  particularly  attentive  to  a  bunch  of  grapes  ;  Fig-tree  Court 
behaved  with  decent  propriety  ;  he  is  in  good  practice,  and  of  a 
Conservative  turn  of  mind,  which  leads  him  to  respect  from  principle 
les  fails  ncco?nplis;  perhaps  he  remembered  that  one  of  them  was  as 
big  as  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields.  But  the  truth  is,  nobody  was  seriously 
moved,  ....  And  why  should  they,  because  of  an  exaggeration  of 
bricks  ever  so  enormous?  I  confess,  for  my  part,  that  the  Pyramids 
are  very  big. 

After  a  voyage  of  about  thirty  hours,  the  steamer  brought  up  at 
the  quay  of  Boulak,  amidst  a  small  fleet  of  dirty  comfortless  Cangias, 
in  which  cottons  and  merchandise  were  loading  and  unloading,  and  a 
huge  noise  and  bustle  on  the  shore.  Numerous  villas,  parks,  and 
country-houses  had  begun  to  decorate  the  Cairo  bank  of  the  stream 
ere  this  ;  residences  of  the  Pasha's  nobles,  who  have  had  orders 
to  take  their  pleasure  here  and  beautify  the  precincts  of  the  capital  : 
tall  factory  chimneys  also  rise  here  ;  there  are  foundries  and  steam- 
engine  manufactories.  These,  and  the  pleasure-houses,  stand  as 
trim  as  soldiers  on  parade  ;  contrasting  with  the  swarming,  slovenly, 
close,  tumbie-down,  eastern  old  town,  that  forms  the  outport  of 
Cairo,  and  was  built  before   the  importation  of  European  taste  and 

Here  we  alighted  upon  donkeys,  to  the  full  as  brisk  as  those  of 
Alexandria,  invaluable  to  timid  riders,  and  equal  to  any  weight.  We 
had  a  Jerusalem  pony  race  into  Cairo  ;  my  animal  beating  all  the  rest 
by  many  lengths.  The  entrance  to  the  capital,  from  Boulak,  is  very 
pleasant  and  picturesque — over  a  fair  road,  and  the  wide-planted  plain 
of  the  Ezbekieh  ;  where  are  gardens,  canals,  fields,  and  avenues  of 
trees,  and  where  the  great  ones  of  the  town  come  and  take  their 
pleasure.  We  saw  many  barouches  driving  about  with  fat  Pashas 
lolling  on  the  cushions ;  stately-looking  colonels  and  doctors  taking 
their  ride,  followed  by  their  orderlies  or  footmen ;    lines  of  people 
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taking  pipes  and  sherbet  in  the  coffee-houses ;  and  one  of  the 
pleasantest  sights  of  all, — a  Ane  new  white  building  with  H6tel 
d'Orient  written  up  in  huge  French  characters,  and  which;  indeed, 
is  an  establishment  as  large  and  comfortable  as  most  of  the  best  inns 
of  the  South  of  France.  As  a  hundred  Christian  people,  or  mote, 
come  from  England  and  from  India  every  fortnight,  this  inn  has  been 
built  to  accommodate  a  large  proportion  of  them  ;  and  twice  a  month, 
at  least,  its  sixty  rooms  are  full. 

The  gardens  from  the  windows  give  a  very  pleasant  and  animated 
view :  the  hotel-gate  is  besieged  by  crews  of  donkey-drivers  ;  the 
noUe  stately  Arab  women,  with  tawny  skins  (of  which  a  simple  robe 
of  floating  blue  cotton  enables  you  liberally  to  see  the  colour)  and 
large  black  eyes,  come,  to  the  well  hard  by  for  water  ;  camels  are 
perpetually  arriving  and  setting  down  their  loads  ;  the  court  is  full  of 
bustling  dragomans,  ayahs,  and  children  from  India;  and  poor  old 
venerable  he-nurses,  with  grey  beards  and  crimson  turbans,  tending 
little  white-faced  babies  that  have  seen  the  light  at  Dumdum  or 
Futtyghur  :  a  copper- coloured  barber,  seated  on  his  hams,  is  shaving 
a  camel-driver  at  the  great  inn-gate.  The  bells  are  ringing  prodigi- 
ously ;  and  Lieutenant  Waghorn  is  bouncing  in  and  out  of  the  court- 
yard full  of  business.  He  only  left  Bombay  yesterday  morning,  was 
seen  in  the  Red  Sea  on  Tuesday,  is  engaged  to  dinner  this  afternoon 
in  the  Regent's  Park,  and  (as  it  is  about  two  minutes  since  I  saw  him 
in  the  court-yard)  I  make  no  doubt  he  is  by  this  time  af  Alexandria 
or  at  Malta,  say,  perhaps  at  both.  //  en  est  capable.  If  any  man 
can  be  at  two  places  at  once  (which  I  don't  believe  or  deny)  Wag- 
horn  is  he. 

Six-o'clock  bell  rings.  Sixty  people  sit  down  to  a  quasi  French 
banquet ;  thirty  Indian  officers  in  moustaches  and  jackets ;  ten 
civilians  in  ditto  and  spectacles  ;  ten  pale-faced  ladies  with  ringlets, 
to  whom  all  pay  prodigious  attention.  All  the  pale  ladies  drink  pale 
ale,  which,  perhaps,  accounts  for  it ;  in  fact  the  Bombay  and  Suet 
passengers  have  just  arrived,  and  hence  this  crowding  and  bustling, 
and  display  of  military  jackets  and  moustaches,  and  ringlets  and 
beauty.  The  windows  are  open,  and  a  rush  of  mosquitoes  from  the 
Ezbekieh  waters,  attracted  by  the  wax-candles,  adds  greatly  to  the 
excitement  of  the  scene.  There  was  a  little  tough  old  Major,  who 
persisted  in  flinging  open  the  windows,  to  admit  these  volatile  crea- 
tures, with  a  noble  disregard  to  their  sting — and  the  pale  ringlets  did 
not  seem  to  heed  them  either,  though  the  delicate  shoulders  of  some 
of  (hem  were  bare. 

All  the  meat,  rago&ts,  fricandeaux,  and  roasts,  which  are  served 
round  at  dinner,  seem  to  me  to  be  of  the  same  meat :  a  black  uncer- 
tain sort  of  viand  do  these  "  tleshpots  of  Egypt "  contain.    But  what 
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the  meat  is  no  one  knew:  is  it  the  donkey?  The  animal  is  more 
plentiful  than  any  other  in  Cairo. 

After  dinner,  the  ladies  retiring,  some  of  us  take  a  mixture  of  hot 
water,  sugar,  and  pale  French  brandy,  which  is  said  to  be  deleterious, 
but  is  by  no  means  unpalatable.  One  of  the  Indians  offers  a  bundle 
of  Bengal  cheroots  :  and  we  make  acquaintance  with  those  honest 
bearded  white-jacketed  Majors  and  military  Commanders,  finding 
England  here  in  a  French  hotel  kept  by  an  Italian,  at  the  city  of 
Grand  Cairo,  in  Africa. 

On  retiring  to  bed  you  take  a  towel  with  you  into  the  sacred 
interior,  behind  the  mosquito  curtains.  Then  your  duty  is,  having 
tucked  the  curtains  closely  around,  to  flap  and  bang  violently  with 
this  towel,  tight  and  left,  and  backwards  and  forwards,  until  every 
mosquito  shall  have  been  massacred  that  may  have  taken  refuge 
within  your  muslin  canopy. 

Do  what  you  will,  however,  one  of  them  always  escapes  the, 
murder ;  and  as  soon  as  the  candle  is  out  the  miscreant  begins  his 
infernal  droning  and  trumpeting ;  descends  playfully  upon  your  nose 
and  face,  and  so  iighdy  that  you  don't  know  that  he  touches  you. 
But  that  for  a  week  afterwards  you  bear  about  marks  of  his  ferocity, 
you  might  take  the  invisible  little  being  to  be  a  creature  of  fancy — a 
mere  singing  in  your  ears. 

This,  as  an  account  of  Cairo,  dear  M ,  you  will  probably  be 

disposed  to  "consider  as  incomplete :  the  fact  is,  I  have  seen  nothing 
else  as  yet.  I  have  peered  into  no  harems.  The  magicians,  proved  to 
be  humbugs,  have  been  bastinadoed  out  of  town.  The  dancing-girls, 
those  lovely  Alme,  of  whom  I  had  hoped  to  be  able  to  give  a  glowing 
and  elegant,  though  strictly  moral,  description,  have  been  whipped  into 
Upper  Egypt,  and  as  you  are  saying  in  your  mind  ....  Well,  it  isn't 
a  good  description  of  Cairo ;  you  are  perfectly  right.  It  is  England 
in  Egypt.  I  like  to  see  her  there  with  her  pluck,  enterprise,  manliness, 
bitter  ale,  and  Harvey  sauce.  Wherever  they  come  they  stay  and 
prosper.  From  the  summit  of  yonder  Pyramids  forty  centuries  may 
look  down  on  them  if  they  are  minded ;  and  I  say,  those  venerable 
daughters  of  time  ought  to  be  better  pleased  by  the  examination,  than 
by  regarding  the  French  bayonets  and  General  Bonaparte,  Member  of 
the  Institute,  fifty  years  ago,  running  about  with  sabre  and  pigt^L 
Wonders  he  did,  to  be  sure,  and  then  ran  away,  leaving  Kleber,  to  be 
murdered,  in  the  lurch — a  few  hundred  yards  from  the  spot  where 
these  disquisitions  are  written.  But  what  are  his  wonders  compared 
to  Waghorn  ?  Nap  massacred  the  Mamelukes  at  the  Pyramids  :  Wag 
has  conquered  the  Pyramids  themselves  ;  dragged  the  unwieldy  struc- 
tures a  month  nearer  England  than  they  were,  and  brought  the  country 
along  with  them.  All  the  trophies  and  captives  that  ever  were  brought 
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to  Roman  triumph  were  not  so  enoimous  and  wonderful  as  this.  All 
the  heads  that  Napoleon  ever  caused  to  be  stnick  off  (as  George 
Cruikshank  says)  would  not  elevate  him  a  monument  as  big.  Be  ours 
the  trophies  of  peace  !  O  my  country  !  O  Waghorn  !  Hatibierunt 
artes.  When  I  go  to  the  Pyramids  I  will  sacrifice  in  your  name,  and 
pour  out  libations  of  bitter  ale  and  Harvey  sauce  in  your  honour. 

One  of  the  noblest  views  in  the  world  is  to  be  seen  from  the  citadel, 
which  we  ascended  to-day.  Vou  see  the  city  stretching  beneath  it, 
with  a  thousand  minarets  and  mosques,— the  great  river  curling  through 
the  green  plains,  studded  with  innumerable  villages.  The  Pyramids 
are  beyond,  brilliantly  distinct ;  and  the  lines  and  fortifications  of  the 
height,  and  the  arsenal  lying  below.  Gazing  down,  the  guide  does  not 
fail  to  point  out  the  famous  Mameluke  leap,  by  which  one  of  the  corps 
escaped  death,  at  the  time  that  his  Highness  the  Pasha  arranged  the 
general  massacre  of  the  body. 

The  venerable  Patriarch's  harem  is  close  by,  where  he  received, 
with  much  distinction,  some  of  the  members  of  our  party.  We  were 
allowed  to  pass  very  close  to  the  sacred  precincts,  and  saw  a  comfort- 
able white  European  building,  approached  by  flights  of  steps,  and 
flanked  by  pretty  gardens.  Police  and  law-courts  were  here  also,  as 
1  understood ;  but  it  was  not  the  time  of  the  Egyptian  assizes.  It 
would  have  been  pleasant,  otherwise,  to  see  the  chief  cadi  in  his  hall 
of  justice;  and  painful,  though  instructive,  to  behold  the  immediate 
application  of  the  bastinado. 

The  great  lion  of  the  place  is  a  new  mosque  which  Mehemet  Ali  is 
constructing  very  leisurely.  It  is  built  of  alabaster  of  a  fair  white, 
with  a  delicate  blushing  tinge  ;  but  the  ornaments  are  European — the 
noble,  fantastic,  beautiful  Oriental  art  is  forgotten.  The  old  mosques 
of  the  city,  of  which  I  entered  two,  and  looked  at  many,  are  a  thou- 
sand times  more  beautiful  Their  variety  of  ornament  is  astonishing, — 
the  difference  in  the  shapes  of  the  domes,  the  beautiful  fancies  and 
caprices  in  the  forms  of  the  minarets,  which  violate  the  rules  of  pro- 
portion with  the  most  happy,  daring  grace,  must  have  struck  every 
architect  who  has  seen  them.  As  you  go  through  the  streets,  these 
architectural  beauties  keep  the  eye  continually  charmed  :  now  it  is  a 
marble  fountain,  with  its  arabesque  and  carved  overhanging  roof, 
which  you  can  look  at  with  as  much  pleasure  as  an  antique  gem,  so 
neat  and  brilliant  is  the  execution  of  it ;  then,  you  come  to  the  arched 
entrance  to  a  mosque,  which  shoots  up  hke — like  what  ? — like  the  most 
beautiful  pirouette  by  Taglioni,  let  us  say.  This  architecture  is  not 
sublimely  beautiful,  perfect  loveliness  and  calm,  like  that  which  was 
revealed  to  us  at  the  Parthenon  (and  in  comparison  of  which  the 
Pantheon  and  Colosseum  are  vulgar  and  coarse,  mere  broad-shouldered 
Titans  before  ambrosial  Jove)  ;  but  these  fantastic  spires,  and  cupolas, 
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and  galleries  excite,  amuse,  tickle  the  imagination,  so  to  speak,  and 
perpetually  fascinate  the  eye.  There  were  very  few  believers  in  the 
famous  mosque  of  SultaD  Hassan  when  we  visited  it,  except  the 
Moslemitish  beadle,  who  was  on  the  look-out  for  backsheesh,  just  like 
his  brother  ofiicer  in  an  English  cathedral ;  and  who,  making  us  put 
on  straw  slippers,  SO  as  not  to  pollute  the  sacred  pavement  of  the 
place,  conducted  us  through  it. 

It  is  stupendously  light  and  aiiy  ;  the  best  specimens  of  Norman 
art  that  I  have  seen  (and  surely  the  Crusaders  must  have  carried 
home  the  models  of  these  heathenish  temples  in  their  eyes)  do  not 
exceed  its  noble  grace  and  simplicity.  The  mystics  make  discoveries 
at  home,  that  the  Gothic  architecture  is  Catholicism  carved  in  stone — 
(in  which  case,  and  if  architectural  beauty  is  a  criterion  or  expression 
of  religion,  what  a  dismal  barbarous  creed  must  that  expressed  by  the 
Bethesda  meeting-house  and  Independent  chapels  be?) — if,  as  they 
would  gravely  hint,  because  Gothic  architecture  is  beautiful,  Catho- 
licism is  therefore  lovely  and  tight, — why,  Mahometanisra  must  have 
been  right  and  lovely  too  once.  Never  did  a  creed  possess  temples  more 
elegant ;  as  elegant  as  the  Cathedral  at  Rouen,  or  the  Baptistery  at  Pisa. 

But  it  is  changed  now.  There  was  nobody  at  prayers  ;  only  the 
official  beadles,  and  the  supernumerary  guides,  who  came  for  back- 
sheesh. Faith  hath  degenerated.  Accordingly  they  can't  build  these 
mosques,  or  invent  these  perfect  forms,  any  more.  Witness  the  tawdry 
incompleteness  and  vulgarity  of  the  Pasha's  new  temple,  and  the  woful 
failures  among  the  very  late  edifices  in  Constantinople  ! 

However,  they  still  make  pilgrimages  to  Mecca  in  great  force. 
The  Mosque  of  Hassan  is  hard  by  the  green  plain  on  which  the  Hag 
encamps  before  it  sets  forth  annually  on  its  pious  peregrination.  It 
was  not  yet  its  time,  but  1  saw  in  the  bazaars  that  redoubted  Dervish, 
who  is  the  Master  of  the  Hag— the  leader  of  every  procession,  accom- 
panyinglhe  sacred  camel ;  and  a  personage  almost  as  much  respected 
as  Mr.  O'Connell  in  Ireland.  . 

This  fellow  lives  by  alms  (1  mean  the  head  of  the  Hag).  Winter 
and  summer  he  wears  no  clothes  but  a  thin  and  scanty  white  shirt. 
He  wields  a  staff,  and  stalks  along  scowling  and  barefoot  His 
immense  shock  of  black  hair  streams  behind  him,  and  his  brown, 
brawrty  body  is  curled  over  with  black  hair,  like  a  savage  man.  This 
saint  has  the  largest  harem  in  the  town  ;  he  is  said  to  be  enormously 
rich  by  the  contributions  he  has  levied  ;  and  is  so  adored  for  his  holi- 
ness by  the  infatuated  folk,  that  when  he  returns  from  the  Hag  (which 
he  does  on  horseback,  the  chief  MoUahs  going  out  to  meet  him  and 
escort  him  home  in  slate  along  the  Ezbekieh  road)  the  people  fling 
themselves  down  under  the  horse's  feet,  eager  to  be  trampled  upon 
and  killed,  and  confident  of  heaven  if  the  great  Hadji's  horse  will  but 
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kick  them  inlo  it.    Was  it  my  fault  if  I  thought  of  Hadji  Daniel,  and 
the  believers  in  him  ? 

There  was  no  Dervish  of  repute  on  the  plain  when  1  passed ;  only 
one  poor,  wild  fellow,  who  was  dancing,  with  glaring  eyes  and  grizzled 
b^rd,  rather  to  the  contempt  of  the  bystanders,  as  I  thought,  who  by 
no  means  put  coppers  into  his  extended  bowL  On  this  poor  devil's 
head  there  was  a  poorer  devil  still — a  live  cock,  entirely  plucked,  but 
ornamented  with  some  bits  of  ragged  tapeand  scarlet  and  tinsel,  the 
most  horribly  grotesque  and  miserable  object  I  ever  saw. 

A  little  way  from  him,  there  was  a  sort  of  play  going  on — a  clown 
and  a  knowing  one,  like  Widdicombe  and  the  clown  with  us, — the 
buflbon  answering  with  blundering  responses,  which  made  all  the 
audience  shout  with  laughter  ;  but  the  only  joke  which  was  translated 
to  me  would  make  you  do  anything  but  laugh,  and  shall  therefore 
never  be  revealed  by  these  lips.  All  their  humour,  my  dragoman  tells 
me,  is  of  this  questionable  sort ;  and  a  young  Egyptian  gentleman,  son 
of.  a  Pasha,  whom  I  subsequently  met  at  Malta,  confirmed  the  state- 
ment, and  gave  a  detail  of  the  practices  of  private  life  which  was 
anything  but  edifying.  The  great  aim  of  woman,  he  said,  in  the 
much-maligned  Orient,  is  to  administer  to  the  brutality  of  her  lord  ; 
her  merit  is  in  knowing  how  to  vary  the  beast's  pleasures.  He  could 
give  us  no  idea,  he  said,  of  the  wit  of  the  Egyptian  woman,  and  their 
skill  in  double  entendre;  nor,  1  presume,  did  we  lose  much  by  our 
ignorance.  What  I  would  urge,  humbly,  however,  is  this — Do  not  let  us 
be  led  away  by  German  writers  and  Esthetics,  Semi  lasso  isms,  Hahn- 
hahnisms,  and  the  like.  The  life  of  the  East  is  a  life  of  brutes.  The 
much-maligned  Orient,  I  am  confident,  has  not  been  maligned  near 
enough  ;  for  the  good  reason  that  none  of  us  can  tell  the  amount  of 
homble  sensuality  practised  there. 

Beyond  the  jack-pudding  rascal  and  his  audience,  there  was  on  the 
green  a  spot,  on  which  was  pointed  out  to  me  a  mark,  as  of  blood. 
That  morning  the  blood  had  spouted  from  the  neck  of  an  Amaoot 
soldier,  who  had  been  executed  for  murder.  These  Amaoots  are  the 
curse  and  terror  of  the  citizens.  Their  camps  are  without  the  city ;  but 
they  are  always  brawling,  or  drunken,  or  murdering  within,  in  spite  of 
the  rigid  law  which  is  applied  to  them,  and  which  brings  one  or  more 
of  the  scoundrels  to  death  almost  every  week. 

Some  of  our  party  had  seen  this  fellow  borne  by  the  hotel  the  day 
before,  in  the  midst  of  a  crowd  of  soldiers  who  had  appreliended  him. 
The  man  was  still  formidable  to  his  score  of  captors  ;  his  clothes  had 
been  torn  off;  his  limbs  were  bound  with  cords ;  but  he  was  struggling 
frantically  to  get  free  ;  and  my  informant  described  the  figure  and 
appearance  of  the  naked,  bound,  writhii^  savage,  as  quite  a  model  of 
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Walking  in  the  street,  this  fellow  had  just  before  been  struck  by 
the  looks  of  a  woman  who  was  passing,  and  laid  hands  on  her.  She 
ran  away,  and  he  pursued  her.  She  ran  into  the  police-barrack,  which 
was  luckily  hard  by  ;  but  the  Amaoot  was  nothing  daunted,  and 
followed  into  the  midst  of  the  police.  One  of  them  tried  to  stop  him. 
The  Amaoot  pulled  out  a  pistol,  and  shot  the  policeman  dead.  He 
cut  down  three  or  four  more  before  he  was  secured.  He  knew  his 
inevitable  end  must  be  death  :  that  he  coutd  not  seize  upon  the 
woman  :  that  he  could  not  hope  to  resist  half  a  regiment  of  armed 
soldiers  :  yet  his  instinct  of  lust  and  murder  was  too  strong  ;  and  so 
he  had  his  head  taken  off  quite  calmly  this  morning,  many  of  his 
comrades  attending  their  brother's  last  moments.  He  cared  not  the 
least  about  dying ;  and  knelt  down  and  had  his  head  off  as  coolly  as 
if  he  were  looking  on  at  the  same  ceremony  performed  on  another. 

When  the  head  was  off,  and  the  blood  was  spouting  on  the  ground, 
a  married  woman,  who  had  no  children,  came  forward  very  eagerly 
out  of  the  crowd,  to  smear  herself  with  it, — the  application  of  criminals' 
blood  being  considered  a  very  favourable  medicine  for  women  afflicted 
with  barrenness,— so  she  indulged  in  this  remedy. 

But  one  of  the  Amaoots  standing  near  said,  "  What,  you  like  blood, 
do  you  ?  "  (or  words  to  that  effect).  "  Let's  see  how  yours  mijces  with 
my  comrade's."  And  thereupon,  taking  out  a  pistol,  he  shot  the 
woman  in  the  midst  of  the  crowd  and  the  guards  who  were  attending 
the  execution  ;  was  seized  of  course  by  the  latter ;  and  no  doubt  to- 
morrow morning  will  have  his  head  off  too.  It  would  be  a  good 
chapter  to  write— the  Death  of  the  Amaoot — but  I  shan't  go.  Seeing 
one  man  hanged  is  quite  enough  in  the  course  of  a  life,  fy  ai  /id,  as. 
the  Frenchman  said  of  hunting. 

These  Arnaoots  are  the  terror  of  the  town.  They  seized  hold  ot 
an  Englishman  the  other  day,  and  were  very  near  pistolling  him.  Last 
week  one  of  them  murdered  a  shopkeeper  at  Boulak,  who  refused  to- 
sell  him  a  water-melon  at  a  price  which  he,  the  soldier,  fixed  upon  iL 
So,  for  the  matter  of  three-halfpence,  he  killed  the  shopkeeper  ;  and 
had  his  own  rascally  head  chopped  off,  universally  regretted  by  bis 
friends.  Why,  I  wonder,  does  not  his  Highness  the  Pasha  invite  the 
Arnaoots  to  a  ddje&tU  at  the  Citadel,  as  he  did  the  Mamelukes,  and 
serve  them  up  the  same  sort  of  breakfast  ?  The  walls  are  considerably 
heightened  since  Emin  Bey  and  his  horse  leapt  them,  and  it  is  probable 
that  not  one  of  them'would  escape. 

This  sort  of  pistol  practice  is  common  enough  here,  it  would 
appear ;  and  not  among  the  Amaoots  merely,  but  the  higher  orders. 
Thus,  a  short  time  since,  one  of  his  Highness'a  grandsons,  whom  I 
shall  call  Bluebeard  Pasha  (lest  a  revelation  of  the  name  of  the  said 
Pasha  might  interrupt  our  good  relations  with  his  country)— one  of  the 
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young  Pashas  being  backward  rather  in  his  educ^on,  and  anxious 
to  learn  mathematics,  and  the  elegant  deportment  of  civiiiied  life,  sent 
to  England  for  a  tutor.  I  have  heard  he  was  a  Cambridge  man,  and 
had  learned  both  algebra  and  politeness  under  the  Reverend  Doctor 
Whiide,  of College. 

One  day  when  Mr.  MacWhirter,  B.A.,  was  walking  in  Shoubra 
gardens,  with  his  Highness  the  young  Bluebeard  Pasha,  inducting 
him  into  the  usages  of  polished  society,  and  favouring  him  with 
reminiscences  of  Tmmpington,  there  came  up  a  poor  fellah,  who  flung 
himself  at  the  feet  of  yoimg  Bluebeard,  and  calling  for  justice  in  aloud 
and  pathetic  voice,  and  holding  out  a  petition,  besought  his  Highness 
to  cast  a  gracious  eye  upon  the  same,  and  see  that  his  slave  had  justice 
done  him. 

Bluebeard  Pasha  was  so  deeply  engaged  and  interested  by  his 
respected  tutor's  conversation,  that  he  told  the  poor  fellah  to  go  to  the 
deuce,  and  resumed  the  discourse  which  his  ill-timed  outcry  for  justice 
had  interrupted. .  But  the  unlucky  wight  of  a  fellah  was  pushed  by  his 
evil  destiny,  and  thought  he  would  make  yet  another  application.  So 
he  took  a  short  cut  down  one  of  the  garden  lanes,  and  as  the  Prince 
and  the  Reverend  Mr.  MacWhirter,  his  tutor,  came  along,  once  more 
engaged  in  pleasant  disquisition,  behold  the  fellah  was  once  more  in 
their  way,  kneeling  at  the  august  Bluebeard's  feet,  yelling  out  for 
justice  as  before,  and  thrusting  his  petition  into  the  royal  face. 

When  the  Prince's  conversation  was  thus  interrupted  a  second 
time,  his  royal  patience  and  clemency  were  at  an  end.  "  Man,"  said 
he,  "  once  before  I  bade  thee  not  to  pester  me  with  thy  clamour,  and 
lo  I  you  have  disobeyed  me, — take  the  consequences  of  disobedience 
to  a  Prince,  and  thy  blood  be  upon  thine  own  head."  So  saying,  he 
drew  out  a  pistol  and  blew  out  the  brains  of  that  fellah,  so  that  he 
never  bawled  out  for  justice  any  more. 

The  Reverend  Mr.  MacWhirter  was  astonished  at  this  sudden 
mode  of  proceeding  r  "  Gracious  Prince,"  said  he,  "  we  do  not  shoot 
an  undergraduate  at  Cambridge  even  for  walking  over  a  college  grass- 
plot — Let  me  surest  to  your  Royal  Highness  that  this  method  of 
ridding  yourself  of  a  poor  devil's  importunities  is  such  as  we  should 
consider  abrupt  and  almost  cruel  in  Europe.  Let  me  beg  you  to 
moderate  your  royal  impetuosity  for  the  future  ;  and,  as  your  High- 
ness's  tutor,  entreat  you  to  be  a  little  less  pvodigal  of  your  powder 
and  shot." 

"O  Mollah  i"  said  his  Highness,  here  interrupting  his  governor's 
affectionate  appeal, — "  you  are  good  to  talk  about  Trumpington  and 
the  Pons  Asinorum,  but  if  you  interfere  with  the  course  of  justice  in 
any  way,  or  prevent  me  from  shooting  any  dog  of  an  Arab  who  snarls 
at  my  beeb,  I  have  another  pistol ;  and,  by  the  beard  of  the  Prophet ! 
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a  bullet  for  you  too,"  So  saying  he  puUed  out  the  weapon,  with  such 
a  terrific  and  significant  glance  at  the  Reverend  Mr.  MacWhirter,  that 
that  gentleman  wished  himself  back  in  his  Combination  Room  again ; 
and  is  by  this  time,  let  us  hope,  safely  housed  there. 

Another  facetious  anecdote,  the  last  of  those  I  had  from  a  well- 
informed  gendeman  residing  at  Cairo,  whose  name  (as  many  copies  of 
this  book  chat  is  to  be  will  be  in  the  circulating  libraries  there)  I  cannot, 
for  obvious  reasons,  mention.  The  revenues  of  the  country  come 
into  the  august  treasury  through  the  means  of  farmers,  to  whom  the 
districts  are  let  out,  and  who  are  personally  answerable  for  their  quota 
of  the  taxation.  This  practice  involves  an  intolerable  deal  of  tyranny 
and  exCOTtion  on  the  part  of  those  engaged  to  levy  the  taxes,  and 
creates  a  corresponding  duplicity  among  the  fellahs,  who  are  not  only 
wretchedly  poor  among  themselves,  but  whose  object  is  to  appear 
still  more  poor,  and  guard  their  money  from  their  rapacious  overseers. 
Tkus  the  Orient  is  much  maligned  ;  but  everybody  cheats  there  :  that 
is  a  melancholy  fact.  The  Pasha  robs  and  cheats  the  merchants; 
knows  that  the  overseer  robs  him,  and  bides  his  time,  until  he  makes 
him  disgorge  by  the  application  of  the  tremendous  bastinado ;  the 
overseer  robs  and  squeezes  the  labourer  ;  and  the  poverty-stricken 
devil  cheats  and  robs  in  return  ;  and  so  the  government  moves  in  a 
happy  cycle  of  roguery. 

Deputations  from  the  fellahs  and  peasants  come  perpetually  before 
the  august  presence,  to  complain  of  the  cruelty  and  exactions  of  the 
chiefs  set  over  them :  but,  as  it  is  known  that  the  Arab  never  will  pay 
without  the  bastinado,  their  complaints,  for  the  most  part,  meet  with 
but  little  attention.  His  Highness's  treasury  must  be  filled,  and  his 
officers  supported  in  their  authority. 

However,  there  was  one  village,  of  which  the  complaints  were  so 
patbetic,  and  the  inhabitants  so  supremely  wretched,  that  the  royal 
indignation  was  moved  at  their  story,  and  the  chief  of  the  village,  Skin- 
flint Beg,  was  called  to  give  an  account  of  himself  at  Cairo. 

When  he  came  before  the  presence,  Mehemet  Ali  reproached  him 
with  his  horrible  cruelty  and  exactions  ;  asked  him  how  he  dared  to 
treat  his  faithful  and  beloved  subjects  in  this  way,  and  threatened  him 
with  disgrace,  and  the  utter  confiscation  of  bis  property,  for  thus  having 
reduced  a  district  to  ruin. 

"  Your  Highness  says  I  have  reduced  these  fellahs  to  ruin,"  said 
Skinflint  Beg ;  "  what  is  the  best  way  to  confound  my  enemies,  and  to 
show  you  the  falsehood  of  their  accusations  that  I  have  ruined  them  ? 
— To  bring  more  money  from  them.  If  I  bring  you  five  hundred 
purses  from  my  village,  will  you  acknowledge  that  my  people  are  not 
ruined  yet  ?  " 

The  heart  of  the  Pasha  was  touched  :  "  I  will  have  no  more  basti- 
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nadoing,  O  Skinflint  Beg ;  you  have  tortured  these  poor  people  so 
much,  and  have  got  so  little  from  them,  that  my  royal  heart  relents  for 
the  present,  and  I  will  have  them  suffer  no  farther." 

"  Give  me  free  leave — give  me  your  Highness's  gracious  pardon, 
and  1  will  bring  the  five  hundred  purses  as  surely  as  my  name  is  Skin- 
flint Beg.  1  demand  only  the  time  to  go  home,  the  time  to  return,  and 
a.  few  days  to  stay,  and  I  will  come  back  as  honestly  as  Regutus  Pasha 
did  to  the  Carthaginians,— I  will  come  back  and  make  my  face  white 
before  your  Highness." 

Skinflint  Bog's  prayer  for  a  reprieve  was  granted,  and  he  returned 
to  his  village,  where  he  forthwith  called  the  elders  together.  "O 
friends,"  he  said,  "  complaints  of  our  poverty  and  misery  have  reached 
the  royal  throne,  and  the  benevolent  heart  of  the  sovereign  has  been 
melted  by  the  words  that  have  been  poured  into  his  ears.  '  My 
heart  yearns  towards  my  people  of  El  Muddee,'  he  says  ;  '  I  have 
thought  how  to  relieve  their  miseries.  Near  them  lies  the  fruitfiil 
land  of  El  Guanee.  It  is  rich  in  maize  and  cotton,  in  sesame  and 
barley  ;  it  is  worth  a  thousand  purses ;  but  I  will  let  it  to  my  children 
for  seven  hundred,  and  I  wilt  give  over  the  rest  of  the  profit  to  them, 
as  an  alleviation  for  their  afaiction,'" 

The  elders  of  El  Muddee  knew  the  great  value  and  fertility  of  the 
lands  of  Guanee,  but  they  doubted  the  sincerity  of  their  governor,  who, 
however,  dispelled  their  fears,  and  adroitly  quickened  their  eagerness 
to  close  with  the  proflered  bargain.  "  I  will  myself  advance  two 
hundred  and  fifty  purses,"  he  said  ;  "  do  you  lake  counsel  among  your- 
selves, and  subscribe  the  other  five  hundred  ;  and  when  the  sum  is 
ready,  a  deputation  of  you  shall  cany  it  to  Cairo,  and  I  will  come  with 
my  share  ;  and  we  will  lay  the  whole  at  the  feet  of  his  Highness."  So 
the  gray-bearded  ones  of  the  village  advised  with  one  another  ;  and 
those  who  had  been  inaccessible  to  bastinadoes,  somehow  found  money 
at  the  calling  of  interest  ;  and  the  Sheikh,  and  they,  and  the  five 
hundred  purses,  set  off  on  the  road  to  the  capital. 

When  they  arrived,  Skinflint  Beg  and  the  elders  of  El  Muddee 
sought  admission  to  the  royal  throne,  and  there  laid  down  their  purses. 
"  Here  is  your  humble  servant's  contribution,"  said  Skinflint,  producing 
his  share  j  "  and  here  is  the  offering  of  your  loyal  village  of  El  Muddee. 
Did  I  not  before  say  that  enemies  and  deceivers  had  maligned  me 
before  the  august  presence,  pretending  that  not  a  piastre  was  left  in  my 
village,  and  that  my  extortion  had  entirely  denuded  the  peasantry  ? 
See  !  here  is  proof  that  there  is  plenty  of  money  still  in  El  Muddee  :  in 
twelve  hours  the  elders  have  subscribed  five  hundred  purses,  and  lay 
them  at  the  feet  of  their  lord," 

Instead  of  the  bastinado,  Skinflint  Beg  was  instantly  rewarded  with 
the  royal  favour,  and  the  former  mark  of  attention  was  bestowed  upon 
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the  fellahs  who  had  maligned  him  ;  Skinflint  Beg  was  promoted  to  the 
rank  of  Skinflint  Bey  j  and  his  manner  of  extracting  money  from 
his  people  may  be  studied  with  admiration  in  a  part  of  the  United 
Kii^om,* 

At  the  time  of  the  Syrian  quarrel,  and  when,  apprehending  some 
general  rupture  with  Et^land,  the  Pasba  wished  to  raise  the  spirit  of 
the  fellahs,  and  relever  la  morale  natwnak,  he  actually  made  one 
of  the  astonished  Arabs  a  coloneL  He  degraded  him  three  days  after 
peace  was  concluded.  The  young  Egyptian  colonel,  who  told  me  this, 
laughed  and  enjoyed  the  joke  with  the  utmost  gusto.  "  Is  it  not  a 
shame,"  he  said,  "  to  make  me  a  colonel  at  three-and-twenty  ;  I,  who 
have  no  particular  merit,  and  have  never  seen  any  service  ? "  Death 
has  since  stopped  the  modest  and  good-natured  young  fellow's  further 

promotion.    The  death  of  Bey  was  announced  in  the  French 

papers  a  few  weeks  back. 

My  above  kind-hearted  and  agreeable  young  informant  used  to 
discourse,  in  our  evenings  in  the  Lazaretto  at  Malta,  very  eloquently 
about  the  beauty  of  his  wife,  whom  he  had  left  behind  him  at  Cairo — 
her  brown  hair,  her  brilUant  complexion,  and  her  blue  eyes.  It  is  this 
Circassian  blood,  I  suppose,  to  which  the  Turkish  aristocracy  that 
governs  Egypt  must  be  indebted  for  the  fairness  of  their  skin. 
Ibrahim  Pasha,  riding  by  in  his  barouche,  looked  like  a  bluff,  jolly- 
faced  English  dragoon  officer,  with  a  grey  moustache  and  red  cheeks, 
such  as  you  might  see  on  a  field-day  at  Maidstone.  All  the  numerous 
officials  riding  through  the  town  were  quite  as  fair  as  Europeans.  We 
made  acquaintance  with  one  dignitary,  a  very  jovial  and  fat  Pasha,  the 
proprietor  of  the  inn,  I  beUeve,  who  was  continually  lounging  about 
the  Eibekieh  garden,  and  who,  but  for  a  slight  Jewish  cast  of 
countenance,  might  have  passed  any  day  for  a  Frenchman,  The 
ladies  ivhom  we  saw  were  equally  fair  ;  that  is,  the  very  slight  particles 
of  the  persons  of  ladies  which  our  lucky  eyes  were  permitted  to  gaze 
on.  These  lovely  creatures  go  through  the  town  by  parties  of  three  or 
four,  mounted  on  donkeys,  and  attended  by  slaves  holding  on  at  the 
crupper,  to  receive  the  lovely  riders  lest  they  should  fall,  and  shouting 
out  shrill  cries  of  "  Schmaalek,"  "Ameenek"  (or  however  else  these 
words  may  be  pronounced),  and  flogging  off  the  people  right  and 
left  with  the  buffalo-thong.  But  the  dear  creatures  are  even  more 
closely  disguised  than  at  Constantinople  :  their  bodies  are  enveloped 
with  a  large  black  silk  hood,  hke  a  cab-head ;  the  fashion  seemed  to 
be  to  spread  their  arms  out,  and  give  this  covering  all  the  ampfitude  of 
which  it  was  capable,  as  they  leered  and  ogled  you  from  under  their 
black  masks  with  their  big  rolling  eyes. 

*  At  Denyuuie  Beg,  for  Instance. 
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Everybody  has  big  rolling  eyes  here  (unless,  to  be  sure,  they  lose  one 
of  opbthalmia).  The  Arab  women  are  some  of  the  noblest  figures 
I  have  ever  seen.  The  habit  of  carrying  jars  on  the  head  always  gives 
the  figure  grace  and  motion ;  and  the  dress  the  women  wear  certainly 
displays  it  to  full  advantage.  1  have  brought  a  complete  one  home 
with  me,  at  the  service  of  any  lady  for  a  masked  ball  It  consists  of  a 
coarse  blue  dress  of  calico,  opened  in  front,  and  fastened  with  a  hom 
button.  Three  yards  of  blue  stuff  for  a  veil ;  on  the  top  of  the  veil  a 
jar  to  be  balanced  on  the  head ;  and  a  little  black  strip  of  silk  to  fall 
over  the  nose,  and  leave  the  beautiftil  eyes  full  liberty  to  roll  and  roam. 
But  such  a  costume,  not  aided  by  any  stays  or  any  other  article  of 
dress  whatever,  can  be  worn  only  by  a  very  good  figure.  I  suspect  it 
won't  be  borrowed  for  many  balls  next  season. 

The  men,  a  tall,  handsome,  noble  race,  are  treated  like  d<^S.  1 
shall  never  forget  riding  through  the  crowded  bazaars,  my  interpreter, 
or  laquais-de-place,  ahead  of  me  to  clear  the  way — when  he  took  his 
whip  and  struck  it  over  the  shoulders  of  a  man  who  could  not  or 
would  not  make  way ! 

The  man  turned  round— an  old,  venerable,  handsome  face,  with 
awfully  sad  eyes,  and  a  beard  long  and  quite  grey.  He  did  not  make 
die  least  complaint,  but  slunk  out  of  the  way,  piteously  shaking  his 
shoulder.  The  sight  of  that  indignity  gave  me  a  sickening  feeling 
of  disgust.  I  shouted  out  to  the  cursed  lacquey  to  hold  his  hand 
and  forbade  him  ever  in  my  presence  to  strike  old  or  young  more  ; 
hut  everybody  is  doing  it.  The  whip  is  in  everybody's  hands:  the 
Pasha's  running  footman,  as  he  goes  bustling  through  the  bazaar ;  the 
doctor's  attendant,  as  he  soberly  threads  the  crowd  on  his  mare ; 
the  negro  slave,  who  is  riding  by  himself,  the  most  insolent  of  all, 
strikes  and  slashes  about  without  mercy,  and  you  never  hear  a  single 
complaint. 

How  to  describe  the  beauty  of  the  streets  to  you  ! — the  fantastic 
splendour ;  the  variety  of  the  houses,  and  archways,  and  hanging 
roofs,  and  balconies,  and  porches ;  the  delightful  accidents  of  light 
and  shade  which  chequer  them  ;  the  noise,  the  bustle,  the  brilliancy 
of  the  crowd ;  the  interminable  vast  bazaars  with  their  barbaric 
splendour  !  There  is  a  fortune  to  be  made  for  painters  in  Cairo,  and 
materials  for  a  whole  Academy  of  them.  I  never  saw  such  a  variety 
of  architecture,  of  life,  of  picturesqueness,  of  brilliant  colour,  and 
hght  and  shade.  There  is  a  picture  in  every  street,  and  at  every 
baiaar  stall.  Some  of  these  our  celebrated  water-colour  painter, 
Mr.  Lewis,  has  produced  with  admirable  truth  and  exceeding  minute- 
ness and  beauty ;  but  there  is  room  for  a  hundred  to  follow  him  ;  and 
should  any  artist  (by  some  rare  occurrence)  read  this,  who  has  leisure, 
and  wants  to  break  new  ground,  let  him  take  heart,  and  try  a  winter 
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in  Cairo,  where  there  is  the  finest  climate  and  the  best  subjects  for  his 

A  series  of  studies  of  negroes  alone  would  form  a  picture-book, 
delightfully  grotesque.  Mounting  my  donkey  to-day,  !  took  a  ride 
to  the  desolate,  noble  old  buildings  outside  the  city,  known  as  the 
Tombs  of  the  Caliphs.  Every  one  of  these  edifices,  with  their  domes, 
and  courts,  and  minarets,  is  strange  and  beautiful.  In  one  of  them 
there  was  an  encampment  of  negro  slaves  newly  arrived ;  some  scores 
of  them  were  huddled  against  the  sunny  wall  [  two  or  three  of  their 
masters  lounged  about  the  court,  or  lay  smoking  upon  carpets.  There 
was  one  of  these  fellows,  a  straight-nosed,  ebony-faced  Abyssinian, 
with  an  expression  of  such  sinister  good-humour  in  his  handsome  face 
as  would  form  a  perfect  type  of  villany.  He  sat  leering  at  me,  over  his 
carpet,  as  1  endeavoured  to  get  a  sketch  of  that  incarnate  rascality. 
"  Give  me  some  money,"  said  the  fellow.  "  I  know  what  you  are 
about.  You  will  sell  my  picture  for  money  when  you  get  back  to 
Europe;  let  me  have  some  of  it  nowl"  But  the  very  jude  and 
humble  designer  was  quite  unequal  to  depict  such  a  consummation 
and  perfection  of  roguery ;  so  flung  him  a  cigar,  which  he  began  to 
smoke,  grinning  at  the  giver.  I  requested  the  interpreter  to  inform 
him,  by  way  of  assurance  of  my  disinterestedness,  that  his  face  was 
a  great  deal  too  ugly  to  be  popular  in  Europe,  and  that  was  the 
particular  reason  why  I  had  selected  it. 

Then  one  of  his  companions  got  up  and  showed  us  his  black  cattle. 
The  male  slaves  were  chiefly  lads,  and  the  women  young,^ell  formed, 
and  abominably  hideous.  The  dealer  pulled  her  blanket  off  one  of 
them  and  bade  her  stand  up,  which  she  did  with  a  great  deal  of  shud- 
dering modesty.  She  was  coal  black,  her  lips  were  the  size  of  sausages, 
her  eyes  large  and  good-humoured ;  the  hair  or  wool  on  this  young 
person's  head  was  curled  and  greased  into  a  thousand  filthy  little 
ringlets.     She  was  evidently  the  beauty  of  the  flock. 

They  are  not  unhappy  ;  they  look  to  being  bought,  as  many  a 
spinster  looks  to  an  establishment  in  England ;  once  in  a  family  they 
are  kindly  treated  and  well  clothed,  and  fatten,  and  are  the  merriest 
people  of  the  whole  community.  These  were  of  a  much  more  savage 
sort  than  the  slaves  I  had  seen  in  the  horrible  market  at  Constan- 
tinople, where  I  recollect  the  following  young  creature  — (indeed  it 
is  a  very  fair  likeness  of  her)  whilst  1  was  looking  at  her  and 
forming  pathetic  conjectures  regarding  her  fate— smiling  very  good- 
humouredly,  and  bidding  the  interpreter  ask  me  to  buy  her  for  twenty 
pounds. 

From  these  Tombs  of  the  Caliphs  the  Desert  is  before  you.  It 
comes  up  to  the  walls  of  the  city,  and  stops  at  some  gardens  which 
spring  up  all  of  a  sudden  at  its  edge.    You  can  see  the  first  Station- 


house  on  the  Suez  Road ;  and  so  from  distance  point  to  point,  could 
ride  thither  algne  without  a  guide. 


Asinus  trotted  gallantly  into  this  desert  for  the  space  of  a  quarter 
of  an  hour.  There  we  were  (taking  care  to  keep  our  backs  to  the  city 
walls),  in  the  real  actual  desert :  mounds  upon  mounds  of  sand,  stretch- 
ing away  as  far  as  the  eye  can  see,  until  the  dreary  prospect  fades 
away  in  the  yellow  horizon  !  I  had  formed  a  finer  idea  of  it  out  of 
"  Eothen."  Perhaps  in  a  simoom  it  may  look  more  awfuL  The  only 
adventure  that  befell  in  this  romantic  place  was  that  asinus's  legs  went 
deep  into  a  hole :  whereupon  his  rider  went  over  his  head,  and  bit 
the  sand,  and  measured  his  length  there ;  and  upon  this  hint  rose  up, 
and  rode  home  again.  No  doubt  one  should  have  gone  out  for  a 
couple  of  days'  march — as  it  was,  the  desert  did  not  seem  to  me 
sublime,  only  uncomfortable. 

Very  soon  after  this  perilous  adventure  the  sun  likewise  dipped  into 
the  sand  (but  not  to  rise  therefrom  so  quickly  as  I  had  done)  ;  and  I 
saw  this  daily  phenomenon  of  sunset  with  pleasure,  for  I  was  engaged 

at  that  hour  to  dine  with  our  old  friend  J ',  who  has  established 

himself  here  in  the  most  complete  Oriental  fashion. 

You  remember  J ,  and  what  a  dandy  he  was,  the  faultlessness 

of  his  boots  and  cravats,  the  brilliancy  of  his  waistcoats  and  kid-gloves ; 
we  have  seen  his  splendour  in  Regent  Street,  in  the  Tuileries,  or  on 
the  Toledo.  My  first  object  on  arriving  here  was  to  find  out  his  house, 
which  he  has  taken  far  away  from  the  haunts  of  European  civiUzation, 
in  the  AiA  quarter.  It  is  situated  in  a  cool,  shady,  narrow  alley  ;  so 
narrow,  that  it  was  with  great  difficulty — his  Highness  Ibrahim  Pasha 


li.j'^lc 


698        A  JOURNEY  FROM  CORNHILL   TO  CAIRO. 

happening  to  paas  at  the  same  moment — that  my  little  procession  of 
two  donkeys,  mounted  by  self  and  valet-dc-place,  with  the  two  donkey- 
boys  our  attendants,  could  range  ourselves  along  the  wall,  and  leave 
room  for  the  august  cavalcade.  His  Highness  having  rushed  on  (with 
an  affable  and  good-humoured  salute  to  our  imposing  party),  we  made 
J.'s  quarters  ;  and,  in  the  first  place,  entered  a  broad  covered  court  or 
porch,  where  a  swarthy,  tawny  attendant,  dressed  in  blue,  with  white 
turban,  keeps  a  perpetual  watch.  Servants  in  the  East  lie  about  all 
the  doors,  it  appears ;  and  you  clap  your  hands,  as  they  do  in  the  dear 
old  "  Arabian  Nights,"  to  summon  them. 

This  servant  disappeared  through  a  narrow  wicket,  which  he  closed 
after  him  ;  and  went  into  the  inner  chambers  to  ask  if  his  lord  would 
receive  us.  He  came  back  presently,  and  rising  up  from  my  donkey, 
1  confided  him  to  his  attendant  (lads  more  sharp,  arch,  and  wicked 
than  these  donkey-boys  don't  walk  the  pav^  of  Paris  or  London),  and 
passed  the  mysterious  outer  door. 

First   we  came  into  a  broad   open  court,  with  a  covered   gallery 
running  along  one  side  of  it.     A  camel  was  reclining  on  the  grass 
there ;  near  him  was  a  gazelle,  to  glad  J.  with  his  dark  blue  eye ;  and 
a  numerous  brood  of  hens  and  chickens,  who  furnish  his  liberal  table. 
On  the  opposite  side   of  the   covered  gallery  rose   up   the  walls   of 
his  long,  queer,  many- windowed,  many-galleried  house.    There  were 
wooden  lattices  to  those  arched  windows,  through  the  diamonds  of 
one  of  which  I  saw  two  of  the  most  beautiful,  enormous,  ogling,  black 
eyes   in   the  world,   looking  down 
upon     the      interesting     stranger. 
Pigeons  were  fiapping,  and  hopping, 
and  fluttering,  and  cooing  about. 
Happy  pigeons,  you  are,  no  doubt, 
fed  with   crumbs  from  the  henn^- 
tipped  fingers  of  Zuleika  1     All  this 
court,    cheerful    in    the    sunshine, 
cheerful  with  the  astonishing  bril- 
liancy of  the  eyes  peering  out  from 
the   lattice   bars,   was   as   mouldy, 
ancient,  and  rtiinous — as  any  gen- 
tleman's house   in   Ireland,  let   us 
say.      The  paint  was  peeling  off 
the  rickety  old  carved  galleries ; 
the  arabesques  over  the  windows 
were    chipped     and    word  ;  — the 
ancientness  of  the  place  rendered 
it    doubly   picturesque.       I    have 
detained  you  a  long  time  in  the 
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ouler  court.  Why  the  deuce  was  Zuleiica  there,  with  the  beautiful 
black  eyes  ! 

Hence  we  passed  into  a  large  apartment,  where  there  was  a  foun- 
tain ;  and  another  domestic  made  his  appearance,  taking  me  in  charge, 
and  relieving  the  tawny  porter  of  the  gate.  This  fellow  was  clad  in 
blue  too,  with  a  red  sash  and  a  grey  beard.  He  conducted  me  into  a 
great  hall,  wheie  there  was  a  great,  large  Saracenic  oriel  window.  He 
seated  me  on  a  divan  ;  and  stalking  off,  for  a  moment,  returned  with  a 
long  pipe  and  a  brass  chafing-dish  :  he  blew  the  coal  for  the  pipe> 
which  he  motioned  me  to  smoke,  and  left  me  there  with  a  respectful 
_bow.  This  delay,  this  mystery  of  servants,  that  outer  court  with  the 
camels,  gazelles,  and  other  beautiful-eyed  things,  affected  me  prodigi- 
ously all  the  lime  he  was  staying  away  ;  and  while  I  was  examinii^ 
the  strange  apartment  and  its  contents,  my  respect  and  awe  for  the 
owner  increased  vastly. 

As  you  wilt  be  glad  to  know  how  an  Oriental  nobleman  (such  as 
J.  undoubtedly  is)  is  lodged  and  garnished,  let  me  describe  the  con- 
tents of  this  hall  of  audience.  It  is  about  forty  feet  long,  and  eighteen 
or  twenty  high.  All  the  ceiling  is  carved,  gilt,  painted  and  embroidered 
with  arabesques,  and  choice  sentences  of  Eastern  writing.  Some 
Mameluke  Aga,  or  Bey,  whom  Mehemet  Ali  invited  to  breakfast  and 
massacred,  was  the  proprietor  of  this  mansion  once  :  it  has  grown 
dingier,  but,  perhaps,  handsomer,  since  his  time.  Opposite  the  divan 
is  a  great  bay-window,  with  a  divan  likewise  round  the  niche.  It 
looks  out  upon  a  garden  about  the  size  of  Fountain  Court,  Temple ; 
surrounded  by  the  tall  houses  of  the  quarter.  The  garden  is  full  of 
green.  A  great  palm-tree  springs  up  in  the  midst,  with  plentiful 
shrubberies,  and  a  talking  fountain.  The  room  beside  the  divan  is 
furnished  with  one  deal  table,  value  live  shillings ;  four  wooden  chairs, 
value  six  shillings ;  and  a  couple  of  mats  and  carpets.  The  tables 
and  chairs  are  luxuries  imported  from  Europe.  The  regular  Oriental 
dinner  is  put  upon  copper  trays,  which  are  laid  upon  low  stools.    Hence 

J Effendi's  house  may  be  said  to  be  much  more  sumptuously 

furnished  than  those  of  the  Beys  and  Agas  his  neighbours. 

When  these  things  had  been  examined  at  leisure,  J appeared. 

Could  it  be  the  exquisite  of  the  "  Europa  "  and  the  "  Trois  Frferes  f " 
A  man — in  a  long  yellow  gown,  with  a  long  beard  somewhat  tinged 
with  grey,  with  his  head  shaved,  and  wearing  on  it  first. a  white  wadded 
cotton  nightcap,  second,  a  red  tarboosh — made  his  appearance,  and 
welcomed  me  cordially.  It  was  some  time,  as  the  Americans  say, 
before  I  could  "  realize  "  the  lemiilant  J .  of  old  times. 

He  shufHed  off  his  outer  slippers  before  he  curled  up  on  the  divan 
beside  me.  He  clapped  his  hands,  and  languidly  called  "Mustapha." 
Mustapha  came  with  more  lights,  pipes,  and  coffee  ;  and  then  ve  fell 
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to  talking  about  London,  and  I  gave  him  the  last  news  of  the  comrades 
in  that  dear  city.  As  we  talked,  his  Oriental  coolness  and  languor 
gave  way  to  British  cordiality  ;  he  was  the  most  amusing  companion 

of  the club  once  mort 

He  has  adopted  himself  outwardly,  however,  to  the  Oriental  life. 
When  he  goes  abroad  he  rides  a  grey  horse  with  red  housings,  and 
has  two  servants  to  walk  beside  him.  He  wears  a  very  handsome, 
grave  costume  of  dark  blue,  consisting  of  an  embroidered  jacket  and 
gaiters,  and  a  pair  of  trousers,  which  would  make  a  set  of  dresses  for 
an  English  family.  His  beard  curls  nohly  over  his  chest,  his  Damascus 
scimitar  on  his  thigh.  His  red  cap  gives  him  a  venerable  and  Bey- 
like appearance.  There  is  no  gewgaw  or  parade  about  him,  as  in 
some  of  your  dandified  young  Agas.  1  should  say  that  he  is  a  Major- 
General  of  Engineers,  or  a  grave  officer  of  State.  We  and  the  Turki- 
fied  European,  who  found  us  at  dinner,  sat  smoking  in  solemn  divan. 


His  dinners  were  excellent;  they  were  cooked  by  a  regular 
Egyptian  female  cook.  We  had  delicate  cucumbers  stuffed  with 
forced-meats ;  yellow  smoking  pilaffs,  the  pride  of  the  Oriental 
cuisine  ;  kid  and  fowls  ^  I'Aboukir  and  k  la  Pyramide  ;  a  number  of 
little  savoury  plates  of  legumes  of  the  vegel able-marrow  sort ;  kibobs 
with  an  excellent  sauce  of  plums  and  piquant  herbs.  We  ended  the 
repast  with  ruby  pomegranates,  puUed  to  pieces,  deliciously  cool  and 
pleasant.  For  the  meats,  we  certainly  ate  them  with  the  Infidel  knife 
and  fork ;  but  for  the  fruit,  we  put  our  hands  into  the  dish  and  flicked 
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them  into  our  mouths  in  what  cannot  but  b«  the  true  Oriental  pianner. 
I  asked  for  lamb  and  pistachio- nuts,  and  cream-tarts  dm  poivn;  but 
'J.'s  cook  did  not  furnish  us  with  either  of  those  historic  dishes.  And 
for  drink  we  had  water  freshened  in  the  porous  little  pots  of  grey  clay, 
at  whose  spout  every  traveller  in  the  East  has  sucked  delighted.  Also, 
it  must  be  confessed,  we  drank  certain  sherbets,  prepared  by  the  two 
great  rivals,  Hadji  Hodson  and  Bass  Bey — the  bitterest  and  most 
delicious  of  draughts  !  O  divine  Hodson  !  a  camel's  load  of  thy  beer 
came  from  Beyrout  to  Jerusalem  while  we  were  there.  How  shall  1 
ever  foz^t  the  joy  inspired  by  one  of  those  foaming  cool  flasks  ? 

We  don't  know  the  luxury  of  thirst  in  English  climes.  Sedentary 
men  in  cities  at  least  have  seldom  ascertained  it ;  but  when  they  travel, 
our  countrymen  guard  agaipst  it  well.  The  road  between  Cairo  and 
Suez  is  jonchi  with  soda-water  corks.  Tom  Thumb  and  his  brothers 
might  track  their  way  across  the  desert  by  those  landmarks. 

Cairo  is  magnificently  picturesque  ;  it  is  fine  to  have  palm-trees  in 
your  gardens,  and  ride  about  on  a  camel ;  but,  after  aJl,  I  was  anxious 
to  know  what  were  the  particular  excitements  of  Eastern  life,  which 
detained  J.,  who  is  a  town-bred  man,  from  his  natural  pleasures  and 
occupations  in  London  ;  where  his  family  don't  hear  from  him,  where 
his  room  is  still  kept  ready  at  home,  and  his  name  is  on  the  list  of  his 
club  ;  and  where  his  neglected  sisters  tremble  to  think  that  their 
Frederick  is  going  about  with  a  great  beard  and  a  crooked  sword, 
dressed  up  like  an  odious  Turk.  In  a  "  lark  "  such  a  costume  may  be 
very  well ;  but  home,  London,  a  razor,  your  sister  to  make  tea,  a  pair 
of  moderate  Christian  breeches  in  lieu  of  those  enormous  Turkish 
shulwars,  are  vastly  more  convenient  in  the  long  run.  What  was  it 
that  kept  him  away  from  these  decent  and  accustomed  delights  ? 

It  couldn't  be  the  black  eyes  in  the  balcony — upon  his  honour  she 
was  only  the  black  cook,  who  has  done  the  pilafT,  and  stuffed  the 
cucumbers.  No,  it  was  an  indulgence  of  laziness  such  as  Europeans, 
Englishmen  at  least,  don't  know  how  to  enjoy.  Here  he  lives  like  a 
languid  Lotus-eater — a  dreamy,  hazy,  lazy,  tobaccofied  life.  He  was 
away  from  evening-parties,  he  said  ;  he  needn't  wear  white  kid  gloves, 
or  starched  neckcloths,  or  read  a  newspaper.  And  even  this  life  at 
Cairo  was  too  civilized  for  him ;  Englishmen  passed  through  (  old 
acquaintances  would  call :  Che  great  pleasure  of  pleasures  was  life  in 
the  desert, — under  the  tents,  with  still  more  nothing  to  do  than  in 
Cairo ;  now  smoking,  now  cantering  on  Arabs,  and  no  crowd  to  jostle 
you  ;  solemn  contemplations  of  the  stars  at  night,  as  the  camels  were 
picketed,  and  the  fires  and  the  pipes  were  lighted. 

The  night-scene  in  the  city  is  very  striking  for  its  vastness  E\nd 
loneliness.  Everybody  has  gone  to  rest  long  before  ten  o'clock. 
There  are  no  lights  in  the  enormous  buildings  ;  only  the  stars  blazing 
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above,  with  their  astonishing  brilliancy,  in  the  blue,  peaceful  sky. 
Your  guides  cany  a  couple  of  tittle  lanterns,  which  redouble  the 
darkness  in  the  solitary,  echoing  street.  Mysterious  people  are  curled 
up  and  sleeping  in  the  porches.  A  patrol  of  soldiers  passes,  and  hails 
you.  There  is  light  yet  in  one  mosque,  where  some  devotees  are  at 
prayers  all  night  ;  and  you  hear  the  queerest  nasal  music  proceeding 
from  those  pious  believers.  As  you  pass  the  mad-house,  there  is  one  - 
poor  fellow  still  talking  to  the  moon— no  sleep  for  him.  He  howls 
and  sings  there  all  the  night— quite  cheerfully,  however.  He  has  not 
lost  his  vanity  with  his  reason ;  he  is  a  Prince  in  spite  of  the  bars  and 
the  straw. 

What  to  say  about  those  famous  edifices,  which  has  not  been  better 
said  elsewhere  ? — but  you  will  not  believe  that  we  visited  them,  unless 
I  bring  some  token  from  them.     Here  is  one  ; — 


That  white-capped  lad  skipped  up  the  stones  with  a  jug  of  water 
in  his  hand,  to  refresh  weary  climbers  ;  and,  squatting  himself  down 
on  the  summit,  was  designed  as  you  see.  The  vast,  flat  landscape 
stretches  behind  him  ;  the  great  winding  river ;  the  purple  city,  with 
forts,  and  domes,  and  spires  ;  the  green  fields,  and  palm-groves,  and 
speckled  villages ;  the  plains  stil!  covered  with  shining  inundations — 
the  landscape  stretches  far,  far  away,  until  it  is  lost  and  mingled  in 
the  golden  horizon.  It  is  poor  work  this  landscape-painting  in  print. 
Shelley's  two  sonnets  are  the  best  views  that  I  know  of  the  Pyramids 
— better  than  the  reality  ;  for  a  man  may  lay  down  the  book,  and  in 
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quiet  fancy  conjure  up  a  picture  out  of  these  magnificent  words,  which 
shan't  be  disturbed  by  any  pettinesses  or  mean  realities, — such  as  the 
Ewanns  of  howling  be^ars,  who  jostle  you  about  the  actual  place, 
and  scream  in  your  ears  incessantly,  and  hang  on  your  skirts,  and 
bawl  for  money. 

The  ride  to  the  Pyramids  is  one  of  the  pleasantest  possible.  In 
the  fall  of  the  year,  though  the  sky  is  almost  cloudless  above  you,  the 
sun  is  not  too  hot  to  bear  ,'  and  the  landscape,  refreshed  by  the 
subsiding  inundations,  delightfully  green  and  cheerful.  We  made  up 
a  party  of  some  half-dozen  from  the  hotel,  a  lady  (the  kind  soda-water 
provider,  for  whose  hospitality  the  most  grateful  compliments  are 
hereby  offered)  being  of  the  company,  bent  like  the  rest  upon  going 
to  the  summit  of  Cheops.  Those  who  were  cautious  and  wise,  took  a 
brace  of  donkeys.  At  least  five  times  during  the  route  did  my  animals 
fall  with  me,  causing  me  to  repeat  the  Desert  experiment  over  again, 
but  with  more  success.  The  space  between  a  moderate  pair  of  legs 
and  the  ground  is  not  many  inches,  By  eschewing  stirrups,  the 
donkey  could  fall,  and  the  rider  alight  on  the  ground,  with  the  greatest 
ease  and  grace.  Almost  everybody  was  down  and  up  again  in  the 
course  of  the  day. 

We  passed  through  the  Eibekieh  and  by  the  suburbs  of  the  town, 
where  the  garden-houses  of  the  Egyptian  noblesse  are  situated,  to  Old 
Cairo,  where  a  ferry-boat  took  the  whole  party  across  the  Nile,  with 
that  noise  and  bawling  volubility  in  which  thb  Arab  people  seem  to 
be  so  unlike  the  grave  and  silent  Turks  ;  and  so  took  our  course  for 
some  eight  or  ten  miles  over  the  devious  tract  which  the  still  outlying 
waters  obliged  us  to  pursue.  The  Pyramids  were  in  sight  the  whole 
way.  One  or  two  thin,  silvery  clouds  were  hovering  over  them,  and 
casting  delicate,  rosy  shadows,  upon  the  grand,  simple,  old  piles. 
Along  the  track  we  saw  a  score  of  pleasant  pictures  of  Eastern  life  ; 
— The  Pasha's  horses  and  slaves  stood  caparisoned  at  his  door  ;  at 
the  gate  of  one  country-house,  1  am  sorry  to  say,  the  Bey's  ^^  was  in- 
waiting, — a  most  unromantic  chariot :  the  husbandmen  were  coming 
into  the  city,  with  their  strings  of  donkeys  and  their  loads  ;  as  they 
arrived,  they  stopped  and  sucked  at  the  fountain  :  a  column  of  red- 
capped  troops  passed  to  drill,  with  slouched  gait,  white  uniforms,  and 
glittering  bayonets.  Then  we  had  the  pictures  at  the  quay  :  the  ferry- 
boat, and  the  red-sailed  river-boat,  getting  under  weigh,  and  bound  up 
the  stream.  There  was  the  grain  market,  and  the  huts  on  the  opposite 
side  ;  and  that  beautiful  woman,  with  silver  armlets,  and  a  face  the 
colour  of  gold,  which  (the  nose-bag  having  been  luckily  removed) 
beamed  solemnly  on  us  Europeans,  like  a  great  yellow  harvest  moon. 
The  bunches  of  purpling  dates  were  pending  from  the  branches ;  gray 
cranes  or  herons  were  flying  over  the  cool,  shining  lakes,  that  the  river's 
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overflow  had  left  behind  ;  water  was  gurgling  through  the  c 
by  the  rude  lc»cks  and  barriers  formed  there,  and  overflowing  this 
patch  of  ground  ;  whilst  the  neighbouring  field  was  fast  budding' 
into  the  more  brilliant  fresh  green.  Single  dromedaries  were  stepping 
along,  their  riders  lolling  on  their  hunches  :  low  sail-boats  were  lying 
in  the  canals  ;  now,  we  crossed  an  old  marble  bridge ;  now,  we  went, 
one  by  one,  over  a  ridge  of  slippery  earth  ;  now,  we  floundered  through 
a  small  lake  of  mud.  At  last,  at  about  half-a-mile  off  the  Pyramid,  we 
came  to  a  piece  of  water  some  two  score  yards  broad,  where  a  regiment 
of  half-naked  Arabs,  seizing  upon  each  individual  of  the  party,  bore  us 
off  on  their  shoulders,  to  the  laughter  of  all,  and  the  great  perplexity  of 
several,  who  every  moment  expected  to  be  pitched  into  one  of  the  many 
holes  with  which  the  treacherous  lake  abounded. 

It  was  nothing  but  joking  and  laughter,  bullying  of  guides,  shouting 
for  interpreters,  quarrelling  about  sixpences.  We  were  acting  a  farce, 
with  the  Pyramids  for  the  scene.  There  they  rose  up  enormous  under 
our  eyes,  and  the  most  absurd,  trivial  things  were  going  on  under  their 
shadow.  The  sublime  had  disappeared,  vast  as  they  were.  Do  you 
remember  how  Gulliver  lost  his  awe  of  the  tremendous  Btobdingnag 
ladies  ?  Every  traveller  must  go  through  all  sorts  of  chaffering,  and 
•  bargaining,  and  paltry  experiences,  at  this  spot.  You  look  up  the 
tremendous  steps,  with  a  score  of  savage  ruffians  bellowing  round  you  ; 
you  hear  faint  cheers  and  cries  high  up,  and  catch  sight  of  little  reptiles 
crawling  upwards  ;  or,  having  achieved  the  summit,  they  come  hopping 
and  bouncing  down  again  from  degree  to  degree, — the  cheers  and  cries 
swell  louder  and  more  disagreeable ;  presently  the  little  jumping  thing, 
no  bigger  than  an  insect  a  moment  ago,  bounces  down  upon  you  ex- 
panded into  a  panting  Major  of  Bengal  cavalry.  He  drives  oiF  the 
Arabs  with  an  oath,— wipes  iiis  red,  shining  face  with  his  yellow  hand- 
kerchief, drops  puf&ng  on  the  sand  in  a  shady  comer,  where  cold  fowl 
and  hard  eggs  are  awaiting  him,  and  the  next  minute  you  see  his  nose 
plunged  in  a  foaming  beaker  of  brandy  and  soda-water.  Me  can  say 
now,  and  for  ever,  he  has  been  up  the  Pyramid.  There  is  nothing 
sublime  in  it.  You  cast  your  eye  once  more  up  that  sta^ering  per- 
spective of  a  zigzag  line,  which  ends  at  the  summit,  and  wish  you  were 
up  there — and  down  again.  Forwards  1 — Up  with  you  !  It  must  be 
done.      Six  Arabs  are  behind  you,  who  won't  let  you  escape  if  you 

The  importunity  of  these  ruffians  is  a  ludicrous  annoyance  to  which 
a  traveller  must  submit.  For  two  miles  before  you  reach  the  Pyramids 
they  seize  on  you  and  never  cease  howling.  Five  or  six  of  them  pounce 
upon  one  victim,  and  never  leave  him  until  they  have  carried  him  up 
and  down.  Sometimes  they  conspire  to  run  a  man  up  the  huge  stair, 
and  bring  him,  half-killed  and  fainting,  to  the  lop.    Always  a  couple  of 
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brutes  insist  upon  impelling  you  stemwards  ;  from  whom  the  only 
means  to  release  yourself  is  to  kick  out  vigorously  and  unmercifully, 
when  the  Arabs  will  possibly  retreat  The  ascent  is  not  the  least 
romantic,  or  difficult,  or  sublime  :  you  walk  up  a  great  broken  staircase, 
of  which  some  of  the  steps  are  four  feet  high.  It's  not  hard,  only  a 
little  high.  You  see  no  better  view  from  the  top  than  you  beheld  from 
the  .bottom ;  only  a  little  more  river,  and  sand,  and  rice-field.  You 
jmnp  dovm  the  big  steps  at  your  leisure  ;  but  your  meditations  you  must 
keep  for  aftertimes, — the  cursed  shrieking  of  the  Arabs  prevents  a}\ 
thought  or  leisure. 

And  this  is  all  you  have  to  tell  about  the  Pyramids  ?     Oh  !  for 

shame  1  Not  a  compliment  to  their  age  and  size  ?  Not  a  big  phrase, 
— not  a  rapture  ?  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  had  no  feeling  of  re- 
spect and  awe  ?  Try,  man,  and  build  up  a  monument  of  words  as  lofty 
as  they  are — they,  whom  "  imber  edax  "  and  "  aquilo  impotens  "  and  the 
flight  of  ages  have  not  been  able  to  destroy  ! 

— No  :  be  that  work  for  great  geniuses,  great  painters,  great  poets  ! 
This  quill  was  never  made  to  take  such  flights  ;  it  comes  of  the  wing  of 
.1  humble  domestic  bird,  who  walks  a  common  ;  who  talks  a  great  deal 
(and  hisses  sometimes)  ;  who  can't  fly  far  or  high,  and  drops  always 
very  quickly ;  and  whose  unromantic  end  is,  to  be  laid  on  a  Michael- 
mas or  Christmas  table,  and  there  to  be  discussed  for  half-an-hour — let 
us  hope,  with  some  relish. 


Another  week  saw  us  in  the  Quarantine  Harbour  at  Malta,  where 
seventeen  days  of  prison  and  quiet  were  almost  agreeable,  after  the 
incessant  sight-seeingof  the  last  two  months.  In  the  interval,  between 
the  23rd  of  August  and  the  27th  of  October,  we  may  boast  of  having 
seen  more  men  and  cities  than  most  travellers  have  seen  in  such  a 
time  ; — Lisbon,  Cadiz,  Gibraltar,  Malta,  Athens,  Smyrna,  Constanti- 
nople, Jerusalem,  Cairo.  I  shall  have  the  carpet-bag,  which  has 
visited  these  places  in  company  with  its  owner,  embroidered  with  their 
names  ;  as  military  flags  are  emblazoned,  and  laid  up  in  ordinary,  to 
be  looked  at  in  old  age.  With  what  a  number  of  sights  and  pictures, — 
of  novel  sensations,  and  lasting  and  delightfiil  remembrances,  does  a 
man  furnish  his  mind  after  such  a  toar  t  You  forget  all  the  aimoyances 
of  travel ;  but  the  pleasure  remains  with  you,  through  that  kind 
provision  of  nature  by  which  a  man  forgets  being  ill,  but  thinks  with  ' 
jov  of  getting  well,  and  can  remember  all  the  minute  circumstances  of 
his  convalescence.  I  forget  what  sea-sickness  is  now :  though  it 
occupies  a  woful  portion  of  my  Journal.  There  was  a  time  on  board 
when  the  bitter  ale  was  decidedly  muddy ;  and  the  cook  of  the  ship 
deserting  at  Constantinople,  it  must  be  confessed  his  successor  was  fo^ 
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some  time  before  he  got  his  hand  in.  These  sorrows  have  passed  away 
with  the  soothing  influence  of  time :  the  pleasures  of  the  voyag'e 
remain,  let  us  hope,  as  long  as  life  will  endure.  It  was  but  for  a  couple 
of  days  that  those  shining  columns  of  the  PajthenOR  glowed  under  the 
blue  sky  there ;  but  the  experience  of  a  life  could  scarcely  impress 
them  more  vividly.  We  saw  Cadiz  only  for  an  hour ;  but  the  white 
buildings,  and  the  glorious  blue  sea,  how  clear  they  are  to  the  memory  ! 
— with  the  tang  of  that  gipsy's  guitar  dancing  in  the  market-place,  in 
the  midst  of  the  &uit,  and  the  beggars,  and  the  sunshine.  Who  can 
foi^t  the  Bosphorus,  the  brightest  and  fairest  scene  in  all  the  world  ; 
or  the  towering  lines  of  Gibraltar  ;  or  the  great  piles  of  Mafra,  as  we 
rode  into  the  Tagus  ?  As  1  write  this,  and  think,  back  comes  Rhodes, 
with  its  old  towers  and  artillery,  and  that  wonderful  atmosphere,  and 
that  astonishing  blue  sea  which  environs  the  island.  The  Arab  riders 
go  pacing  over  the  plains  of  Sharon,  in  the  rosy  twiUght,  just  before 
sunrise  ;  and  I  can  see  the  ghastly  Moab  mountains,  with  the  Dead 
Sea  gleaming  before  them,  from  the  mosque  on  the  way  towards 
Bethany.  The  black,  gnarled  trees  of  Gethsemanc  lie  at  the  foot  of 
OUvet,  and  the  yellow  ramparts  .of  the  city  rise  up  on  the  stony  hills 
beyond.  '' 

But  the  happiest  and  best  of  all  the  recollections,  perhaps,  are 
those  of  the  hours  passed  at  .night  on  the  deck,  when  the  stars  were 
shining  overhead,  and  the  houjrs  were  tolled  at  their  time,  and  your 
thoughts  were  fixed  upon  home  far  away.  As  the  sun  rose  I  once 
heard  the  priest,  from  the  minaret  of  Constantinople,  crying  out, 
"  Come  to  prayer,"  with  his  shrill  voice  ringing  through  the  clear  air ; 
and  saw,  at  the  same  hour,  the  Arab  prostrate  himself  and  pray,  and 
the  Jew  Rabbi,  bending  over  his  book,  and  worshipping  the  Maker  of 
Turk  and  Jew.  Sitting  at  home  in  London,  and  writing  this  last  line  of 
farewell,  those  figures  come  back  the  clearest  of  all  to  the  memory,  with 
the  picture,  too,  of  our  ship  sailing  over  the  peaceful  Sabbath  sea,  and 
our  own  prayers  and  services  celebrated  there.  So  each,  in  his  fashion, 
and  after  his  kind,  is  bowing  down,  and  adoring  the  Father,  who  is 
equally  above  aU.  Cavil  not,  you  brother  or  sister,  if  your  neighbour's 
voice  is  not  like  yours  ;  only  hope  that  his  words  are  honest  (as  far  as  , 
they  may  be),  and  his  heart  humble  and  thankful. 
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